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With  the  Death  of  the  ~ 
Good  Duke  HUMPHRY. 
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Dramatis  Persons. 


KING  Henry  VI. 

Humphry  Duke  of  Gloucefter,  Uncle  to  the  King* 
Cardinal  Beaufort,  Bijhop  of  Winchefter,  Brother  t» 

King  Henry  IV.  natural  Son  to  John  of  Gaunt, 
Duke  of  York,  pretending  to  the  Crc<wn, 

Duke  of  Somerset^       L  Of  the  King^s  Party \ 

Dukeof  Suffolk,  J 

Earl  of  Salisbury,  7    f  fEtYorkraff««. 

Jbarl  of  Warwick,  >  J 

Lord  Clifford,  of  the  King's  Party. 

Lord  Say. 

Lord  Scales,  Governor  oj  the  Tower* 

•Sir  John  Stanley. 

Sir  HumphryStafford. 

Young  Stafford,  his  Brother, 

AlexanderIden,  a  Kentifh  Gentleman* 

Young  Clifford,  Son  Co  the  Lord  Clifford. 

Edward  Plant  agz.net,   t  ScmtethVuhofYvli. 

Richard Plantag enet,  >  J 

Vaux,  a  Sea  Captain,  and  Walter  Whitmore— Pirates. 

Hume  ^Southvel  zPriefls. 

Bolingbroor,  an  AJlrologer. 
A  Spirit  attending  on  Jordan  the  Witch% 
'Thomas  Horner,  an  Armorer. 
Peter,  his  Man. 
Mayor  of  St.  Albans. 
Simpcox,  an  Impeflor. 

Jack  Cade,  Bevis,  Michael,  John  Holla  nd,  Dick Butcher, 
Smith  the  Weaver }  and  federal  others  Rebels. 

Margaret,  Queen  to  King  Henry  VI.  fecretly  in  Lw< 
ivitb  the  Duke  of  Suffolk. 

Dame  Eleanor,  Wife  to  the  Duke  of  Gbucefter, 

A-  other  JordanyaWitchemploy'dby  theDutchefs  oj  Gloucefter* 

Wife  to  Simpcox. 

Petitioners  y  Aldermen  ,a  Bedel, Sheriff  and  Officers  yCitizens, 
with  F aulc oner SyGuard^MffengerSy  and  other  Attendants 
The  Scene  is  laid  very  difperjed/y  in fever alP  arts  ©/"England. 
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King  HENRT  VI 


ACT  I.     SCENE  I. 

'The  PAL  AC  E. 
Tkttrift  of  trumpets  :  then  hautboys.    Enter  King  Henry, 
Duke  Humphry,  Salifoury,  Warwick,  and  Cardinal  on 
the  one  fide.   The  Queen,  Suffolk,  York,  Somerfet, 
and  Buckingham  on  the  other. 
&uff*  t  \  S  by  your  high  imperial  Majefty 

A\   I  had  in  charge  at  my  depart  from  Frartte9 
^  ^  As  procurator  to  your  excellence, 
To  marry  Princefs  Mar g Wet  for  your  Grace  $ 
So  in  the  famous  ancient  city  Tours, 
In  prefence  of  the  Kings  of  France  and  Sicil, 
The  Dukes  of  Orleans,  Bretagne,  Alanfon, 

•  This  and  the  third  part  were  firft  written  under  the  Title  of 
7&#  Contention  of  York  and  Lancafter :  printed  in  1600  \  but  &nce 
▼aftly  improved  by  the  Author. 
t  VHs  Hall'i  Cbron.  fol.  66,  year  13.  Init. 
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Sevdi  Earls,  twelve  Barons,  twenty  reverend  BifliopSj 
I  have  perform'd  my  task,  and  was  efpous'd: 
And  humbly  now  upon  my  bended  knee, 
In  fight  of  England  and  her  lordly  Peers, 
Deliver  up  my  title  in  the  Queen 

[Presenting  the  Queen  to  the  King, 
To  your  mod  gracious  hand,  that  are  the  fubftance 
Of  that  great  madow  I  did  reprefent : 
The  happieft  gift  that  ever  Marquifs  gave, 
The  faireft  Queen  that  ever  King  received. 

K.  Henry.  Suffolk,  arife.  Welcome,  Queen  Margartt  5 
I  can  exprefs  no  kinder  fign  of  love  . 
Than  this  kind  kifs.    O  Lord,  that  lend'ft  me  life, 
Lend  me  a  heart  replete  with  thankfulnefs  s 
For  thou  haft  giv'n  me,  in  this  beauteous  face, 
A  world  of  earthly  bleflings  to  my  foul, 
If  fympathy  of  love  unite  our  thoughts. 

QJWar.  Great  King  of  England,  and  my  gracious  Lord, 
The  mutual  conf  rence  that  my  mind  hath  had, 
By  day,  by  night,  waking,  and  in  my  dreams^ 
In  courtly  company,  or  at  my  beads, 
With  you  mine  alder-liefeft  Sovereign  ; 
Makes  me  the  bolder  to  falute  my  King 
With  ruder  terms  j  fuch  as  my  wit  affords, 
And  over-  joy  of  heart  doth  minifter. 

K.  Henry.  Her  fight  did  ravim,  but  her  grace  in  ffeech, 
Her  words  yclad  with  wifdom's  majelty, 
Make  me  from  wond*ring  fall  to  weeping  joys,  . 
Such  is  the  fulnefs  of  my  heart's  content. 
Lords,  with  one  chearful  voice  welcome  my  love. 

All  kneel.  Long  live  Queen  Margaret,  England's  Bfap  - 
pinefs. 

Q^Marg.  We  thank  you  all.  [Flourif:. 

Suf.  My  Lord  Protector,  fo  it  pleafe  your  Grace, 
Here  are  the  articles  of  contracted  peace, 
Between  our  Sovereign  and  the  French  King  Charles, 
For  eighteen  months  concluded  by  confent. 

Glou.  read^ ]  Imprimis,  it  is  agreed  between*  the  French 
King  Char  es,  and  William  de  la  Pole,  Marauis  of  Suf- 
folk., Ambajjador  for  Henry  King  ^/England,  that  the  /aid 

Henry 
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Henry  pall  efpoufe  the  Lady  Margaret,  daughter  unto 
Retgnier,  King  of  Naples,  Sicilia,  and  Jerulalcm,  and 
crown  her  Queen  of  England  ere  the  thirtieth  of  May  next 
eufuing. 

Item,  That  the  Dutchy  of  Anjou,  and  the  County  of 
Maine,  fhall  be  releafed  and  delivered  to  the  King  her  father* 

[Lets  fall  the  paper, 

K.  Henry.  Uncle,  how  now  ? 

Clou.  Pardon  me,  gracious  Lord, 
Some  fadden  qualm  hath  ftruck  me  to  the  heart, 
And  dimm'd  mine  eyes,  that  I  can  read  no  further. 

K.  Henry,  Uncle  or*  Winchefter^  I  pray,  read  on. 

Car.  Ittm,  That  the  Dutchies  of  Anjou  and  Main^ 
pall  be  releafed  and  delivered  to  the  King  her  father,  and 
jhe  fent  ever  of  the  King  of  England's  own  proper  coft  and 
charges,  without  having  any  dsivry. 

K.  Henry.  They  plea  fe  us  well.    Lord  Marquifs,  kneel 
you  down  j 

We  here  create  thee  the  firft  Duke  of  Suffolk , 
And  gird  thee  with  the  fword.    Coufin  ot  York, 
tVe  here  difcharge  your  Grace  from  being  Regent 
1*  tb*  parts  of  France ,  'nll'term  of  eighteen  months 
Be  full  expir'd.    Thanks,  uncle  Wincbefter, 
Glofter,  York,  Buckingham,  and  Somerfet, 
Salisbury,  and  Warwick, 
We  thank  you  all  for  this  great  favour  done, 
In  entertainment  to  my  princely  Queen. 
Come,  let  us  in,  and  with  all  fpeed  provide 
To  lee  her  coronation  be  perform'd. 

[Exeunt  King,  Queen,  and  Suffolk* 
SCENE    II.    Manent'the  reft. 
Glou.  Brave  Peers  of  England,  pillars  of  the  ftate, 
To  you  Duke  Humphry  muft  unload  his  grief, 
Your  grief,  the  common  grief  of  all  the  land. 
What !  did  my  brother  Henry  fpend  his  youth, 
H;s  valour,  coin,  and  people  in  the  wars  ? 
Did  he  fo  often  lodge  in  open  field, 
In  winter's  cold,  and  hammer's  parching  heat, 
To  conquer  France^  his  true  inheritance,,? 

And 
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And  did  my  brotl>er  Bedford  toil  his  wits 

To  keep  by  policy  what  Henry  got  ? 

Have  you  yourfelves,  Somerfet,  Buckingham, 

Brave  York,  and  Salisbury,  victorious  Warwick 9 

Receiv'd  deep  fears  in  France  and  Normandy  f 

Or  hath  mine  uncle  Beaufort,  and  my  felf, 

With  all  the  learned  council  of  the  realm, 

Studied  fo  long,  fat  in  the  council-houfe, 

Early  and  late,  debating  to  and  fro, 

How  France  and  Frenchmen  might  be  kept  in  awe  ? 

And  was  his  Highnefs  in  his  infancy 

Crowned  in  Paris,  in  defpight  of  foes  ? 

And  fliall  thefe  labours  and  thefe  honours  die  ? 

Shall  Henrfs  conquer!:,  Bedford**  vigilance, 

Yoyr  deeds  of  war,  and  all  our  counfel  die  ? 

O  Peers  of  England,  fhameful  is  this  league, 

Fatal  this  marriage,  cancelling  your  fame, 

Blotting  your  names  from  books  of  memory? 

Rafmg  the  characters  of  your  renown, 

Defacing  monuments  of  conquer'd  France, 

Undoing  all,  as  all  had  never  been. 

Car*  Nephew,  what  means  this  paflionate  difcourfe  ? 
This  peroration  with  fuch  circumftances  ? 
For  France ,  'tis  ours  5  and  we  will  keep  it  ftilh 

Qlou,  Ay,  uncle,  we  will  keep  it  if  we  can  j 
But  now  it  is  impoflible  we  ftiould. 
Suffolk,  the  new-made  Duke  that  rules  the  roaft, 
Jtfath  giv*n  the  Dutchy  of  Anjou  and  Maine 
Vnto  the  poor  King  Reignier,  whofe  large  flyle 
Agrees  not  with  the  leannefs  of  his  purfe. 

Sal,  Now  by  the  death  of  him  who  died  for  all, 
Thefe  counties  were  the  keys  of  Normandy  : 
But  wherefore  weeps  Warwick,  my  valiant  fon  ? 

War.  For  grief  that  they  are  paft  recovery. 
For  were  there  hope  to  conquer  them  again, 
My  fword  mould  fhed  hot  blood,  mine  eyes  no  tears.* 
Anjou  and  Maine  I  my  felf  did  win  them  both : 
Thofe  provinces  thefe  arms  of  mine  did  conquer* 
And  are  the  cities  that  I  got  with  wounds, 

Elclirered 
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DeliverM  up  again  with  peaceful  words  ?  * 

York.  France  mould  have  torn  and  rent  my  very  hear t, 
Before  I  would  have  yielded  to  this  league. 
I  never  read  but  England^s  Kings  have  had 
Large fums  of  gold,  and  dowries  with  their  wives: 
And  our  King  Henry  gives  away  his  own, 
To  match  with  her  that  brings  no  vantages. 

Gloiu  A  proper  jelt,  and  never  heard  before, 
That  Suffolk  mould  demand  a  whole  fifteenth, 
For  coft  and  charges  in  tranfporting  her  : 
She  Ihould  have  flaid  in  France,  and  ftarv'd  in  France, 
Before  

Car.  My  Lord  of  Glower,  now  ye  grow  too  hot : 
It  was  the  pleafure  of  my  Lord  the  King. 

Glen.  My  Lord  of  Winchefhr,  I  know  your  mind. 
*Tis  not  my  fpeeches  that  you  do  miflike, 
But  'tis  my  prefence  that  doth  trouble  you. 
Rancour  will  out,  proud  Prelate  5  in  thy  face 
I  fee  thy  fury  :  if  I  longer  ftay, 
We  /hall  begin  our  ancient  bickerings. 
Lordings,  farewel,  and  fay  when  I  am  gone, 
Iprophefy'd,  France  will  be  loir  ere  long.  [Exit. 

Car.  So,  there  goes  our  Protector  in  a  rage  :  1 
*Tis  known  to  you  he  is  mine  enemy  ; 
Nay  more,  an  enemy  unto  you  all, 
And  no  great  friend,  I  fear  me,  to  the  King. 
Confider,  Lords,  he  is  the  next  of  blood, 
And  heir  apparent  to  the  Englijh  crown. 
Had  Henry  got  an  empire  by  his  marriage, 
And  all  the  wealthy  kingdoms  of  the  weft, 
There's  reafon  he  mould  be  difpleas'd  at  it. 
Look  to  it,  Lords,  let  not  his  fmoothing  wrords 
Bewitch  your  hearts,  be  wife  and  circumfpecl. 
"What  though  the  common  people  favour  him, 
Calling  him  Humphry,  the  good  Duke  of  Glo'fter, 
Clapping  their  hands  and  crying  with  loud  voice, 

•  ..—.peaceful  words  ? 

Tori.  For  SufblPs  Duke,  may  he  br  iVrTocate* 
That  dims  the  honour  of  this  warlike  iHe  : 
Framsf  IhouM,  Oft. 

Jcfu 
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Jefu  maintain  your  Royal  Excellence. 
With,  God  preferve  the  good  Duke  Humphry  ? 
I  fear  me,  Lords,  for  alJ  this  flattering  glofs, 
He  will  be  found  a  dangerous  Protector. 

Buck.  Why  lhould  he  then  protect  our  Sovereign, 
He  being  of  age  to  govern  of  himfelf  ? 
Coufin  of  Somerfet,  join  you  with  me, 
And  all  together  with  the  Duke  of  Suffolk, 
We'll  quickly  hoife  Duke  Humphry  from  his  feat. 

Car.  This  weighty  bufinefs  will  not  brook  delay. 
1*11  to  the  Duke  of  Suffolk  prefently.  [Exit. 

Som.  Coufin  of  Buckingham^  though  Humphry^  pride 
And  greatnefs  of  his  place  be  grief  to  us, 
Yet  let  us  watch  the  haughty  Cardinal: 
His  infolence  is  more  intolerable 
Than  all  the  Princes  in  the  land  befide : 
If  Glo'fter  be  difplac'd,  he'll  be  Protector. 
Buck.  Or  Somerfa  or  I  will  be  Protector, 

Defpight  Duke  Humphry,  or  the  Cardinal. 

[Exeunt  Buckingham  and  Somerfets 
Sal.  Pride  went  before,  Ambition  follows  him. 

While  thefe  do  labour  for  their  own  preferment^ 

Behoves  it  us  to  labour  for  the  realm. 

I  never  faw  but  Humphry  Duke  of  Glower 

Did  bear  him  like  a  noble  gentleman  : 

Oft  have  I  feen  the  haughty  Cardinal 

More  like  a  foldier  than  a  man  o'  th'  church, 

As  ftout  and  proud  as  he  were  lord  of  all, 

$wear  like  a  ruffian,  and  demean  himfelf 

Unlike  the  ruler  of  a  common-weal, 

Warwick  my  fon,  the  comfort  of  my  age  ! 

Thy  deeds,  thy  plainnefs,  and  thy  houfe- keeping, 

Pave  won  the  greateft  favour  of  the  Commons, 

Excepting  none  but  good  Duke  Humphry, 

And,  brother  Tork,  thy  acts  in  Ireland, 

In  bringing  them  to  civil  difcipline  ; 

Thy  late  exploits  done  in  the  heart  of  France, 

When  thou  wert  Regent  for  our  Sovereign ; 

Have  made  thee  fearM  and  honour'd  of  the  people. 

Join  we  together  for  the  public  good, 
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In  what  we  can  to  bridle  and  iupprefs 
The  pride  of  Suffolk,  and  the  Cardinal, 
With  Somerfefs  and  Buckingham* &  ambition  J 
And  as  we  may,  cherim  Duke  Humphry*  %  deeds, 
While  they  do  tend  the  profit  of  the  land. 

War.  So  God  help  Warwick,  as  he  loves  the  land 
And  common  profit  of  his  country  I 

Tork,  And  fo  fays  York,  for  he  hath  greater!  caufe. 
Sal.  Then  let's  make  ha  fie,  and  look  unto  the  main.* 
[Exeunt  Warwick  and  Salisbury* 
SCENE    lit     Manet  York. 
York,  Anpu  and  Maine  are  given  to  the  French  f 
Paris  is  loir,  the  ftate  of  Nor  man  ay 
Stands  on  a  tickle  point,  now  they  are  gone: 
Suffolk  concluded  on  the  articles, 
The  Peers  agreed,  and  Henry  was  well  pleas'd 
To  change  two  Dukedoms  for  a  Duke's  fair  daughter. 
I  cannot  blame  them  all,  what  is't  to  them  ? 
'Tis  thine  they  give  away,  and  not  their  own. 
Pirates  may  make  cheap  penn' worths  of  their  pillage, 
And  purchafe  friends  and  give  to  courtezans, 
Still  revelling  like  Lords  'till  all  be  gone : 
While  as  the  filly  owner  of  the  goods 
Weeps  over  them,  and  wrings  his  haplefs  hands, 
And  makes  his  head,  and  trembling  ftands  aloof, 
While  all  is  fliar'd,  and  all  is  born  away  $ 
Ready  to  ftarve,  and  dares  not  touch  his  own. 
So  York  muft  fit,  and  fret,  .and  bite  his  tongue, 
While  his  own  lands  are  bargain'd  for,  and  fold. 
Methinks  the  realms  of  England,  France,  and  Ireland, 
Bear  that  proportion  to  my  rlefh  and  blood, 
As  did  the  fatal  brand  Althea  burnt,  ' 
Unto  the  Prince's  heart  of  Calydon* 
An]ou  and  Maine  both  given  unto  the  French  I 
Cold  news  for  me :  for  I  had  hope  of  France ; 

*-— Wlo  the  main.  . 

War  Unto  the  main  ?  Oh  father,  Maine  is  loft, 
That  Maine,  which  by  main  force  Warw'uk  did  win, 
And  would  have  kept,  fo  long  as  breath  did  laft  : 
MAin-cMnce,  father,  you  meant,  but  1  meant  Mamtj 
Which  1  will  win  from  France,  or  eife  be  flain*  , 
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Ev'n  as  I  have  of  fertile  England's  foil. 

A  day  will  come  when  York  mall  claim  his  owa, 

And  therefore  I  will  take  the  Nevilfs  parts, 

And  make  a  mew  of  love  to  proud  Duke  Humphry  3 

And  when  I  fpy  advantage,  claim  the  crown  5 

For  that's  the  golden  mark  I  feek  to  hit. 

Nor  mall  proud  Lancafter  ufurp  my  right, 

Nor  hold,  the  fcepter  in  his  childifh  fill, 

Nor  wear  the  diadem  upon  his  head, 

Whofe  church-like  humour  fits  not  for  a  crown* 

Then,  York,  be  ftill  a  while,  'till  time  do  feryes 

Watch  thou,  and  wake  when  others  be  afleep, 

To  pry  into  the  fecrets  of  the  State ; 

'Till  Henry  forfeit  in  the  joys  of  love, 

With  his  new  bride  and  England's  dear-bought  Queen, 

And  Humphry  with  the  Peers  be  fall'n  at  jars. 

Then  will  I  raife  aloft  the  milk-white  rofe, 

With  whofe  fweet  fmellthe  airmallbeperfumM  j 

And  in  my  liandard  bear  the  arms  of  Yorkf 

To  grapple  with  the  houfe  of  Lancajier ; 

And  force  perforce  I'll  make  Jiim  yield  the  crown,  » 

Whofe  bookiih  rule  hath  pull'd  fair  England  down. 

f  Exit  York* 
SCENE  IV.    The  Duke  ofGlwcetoefsboufe. 

Enter  Duke  Humphry,  and  his  Wife  Eleanor. 
Elean.  Why  droops  my  Lord,  like  over- ripen'd  corn 
Hanging  the  head  with  Ceres*  plenteous  load  ? 
Why  doth  the  great  Duke  Humphry  knit  his  brows, 
As  frowning  at  the  favours  of  the  world? 
Why  are  thine  eyes  fixt  to  the  fullen  earth, 
Gazing  at  that  which  ftems  to  dim  thy  fight  ? 
What  feeft  thou  there  ?  King  Hcnry\  diadem, 
Inchas'd  with  all  the  honours  of  the  world  ? 
If  fo,  gaze  on,  and  grovel  on  thy  face, 
Until  thy  head  be  circled  with  the  fame. 
Put  forth  thy  hand,  reach  at  the  glorious  golds 
What,  is'ttoofhort?  I'll  lengthen  it  with  mine? 
And  having  both  together  heav'd  it  up, 
We'll  both  together  lift  our  heads  to  heaven  \ 
Aad  never  more  abafe  our  £ght  fo  low, 
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As  to  voilchfafe  one  glance  unto  the  ground. 

Glou.  O  Nelly  fweet  Nell,  if  thou  doft  love  thy  Lord, 
Banimthe  canker  of  ambitious  thoughts  : 
And  may  that  thought,  when  I  imagine  ill 
Againlt  my  King  and  nephew  virtuous  Henry , 
Be  my  laft  breathing  in  this  mortal  world  ! 
My  troublous  dreams  this  night  do  make  me  fad. 

Elean.  Whatdream'd  my  Lord  ?  tell  me,  and  Til  requiteit 
"With  fweet  rehearfal  of  my  morning's  dream. 

Glou.  Methought  this  ftaft",  mine  office- badge  in  Court, 
Was  broke  in  twain  \  by  whom,  I  have  forgot  j 
But,  as  I  think,  it  was  by  th'  Cardinal  j 
And  on  the  pieces  of  the  broken  wand 
Were  plac'd  the  heads  of  Edmund  Duke  of  Somerfet, 
And  William  de  la  Pole  flrft  Duke  of  Suffolk. 
This  was  the  dream  j  what  it  doth  bode,  God  knows. 

Elean,  Tut,  this  was  nothing  but  an  argument 
That  he  that  breaks  a  ftick  of  Glo'fters  grove, 
Shall  lofe  his  head  for  his  preemption. 
But  lift  to  me,  my  Humphry,  my  fweet  Duke : 
Methought  I  fat  in  feat  of  Maj-fty, 
In  the  cathedral  church  of  IVeJlminfler , 

And  in  that  chair  where  Kings  and  Queens  are  crown'd  l 
-Where  Henry  and  Margaret  kneel'd  to  me, 
And  on  my  head  did  fet  the  diadem* 

Glou.  Nay,  Eleanor,  then  mufc  I  chide  outright ; 

Prelumptuous  dame,  ill-naturM  Eleanor, 

Art  thou  not  fecond  woman  in  the  realm, 

And  the  Protector's  wife,  belov'd  of  him  ? 

Haft  thou  not  worldly  pleafure  at  command, 

Above  the  reach  or  compafs  of  thy  [hought  ? 

And  wilt  thou  ftill  be  hammering  treachery, 

To  tumble  down  thy  hufband  and  thy  felf 

From  top  of  honour  to  difgrace'sfeet? 

Away  from  me,  and  let  me  hear  no  more  ! 

Elean.  What,  what,  my  Lord,  are  you  fo  choleric 

With  Eleanor,  for  telling  but  her  dream  ? 

Next  time  I'll  keep  my  dreams  unto  my  felf, 

And  not  be  check'd, 
Vol.  VI.  B  Gh», 
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Glou.  Nay,  be  not  angry,  I  am  pleas'd  again. 

Enter  Mefjenger. 
Mef.  My  Lord  Protestor,  'tis  his  Highnefs'  pleafuie, 
You  do  prepare  to  ride  unto  St.  Albany 
Whereas  the  King  and  Queen  do  mean  to  hawk. 
Glou.  I  go  :  come,  Nell,  thou  too  wilt  ride  with  us  ? 
_    ■  t.  [Exit  Gloucester, 

Elean.  Yes,  my  good  Lord,  I'Jl  follow  prefentJy. 
Follow  I  mult,  I  cannot  go  before, 
"While  Glofler  bears  this  bafe  and  humble  mind. 
Were  I  a  man,  a  Duke,  and  next  of  blood, 
I  would  remove  thefe  tedious  ftumbling-blocks, 
And  fmooth  my  way  upon  their  headlefs  neck/: 
And  being  a  woman,  I  will  not  be  Hack 
To  play  my  part  in  fortune's  pageant,  i 
Where  are  you  there?  Sivjobn!  nay,  fear  not,  man, 
We  are  alone,  here's  none  but  thee  and  I. 

Enter  Hume. 
fttiu™*  7efus  Preferve  your  Royal  Majefty  ! 
Elean,  what         thou  ?  Majefty  ?  I  am  but  Grace. 
Hume.  Bu.tby  the  grace  of  God,  and  Hume's  advice, 
Your  Grace's  bCe  ^ail  be  multiply 'd. 

Elean.  What  fa>''^  tnou>  man  ?  haft  thou  asyet  conferred 
With  Margery  Jordun  the  cunning  witch, 
And  Roger  Bolingbrook  w'ne  conjurer  ? 
And  will  they  undertake  v°  do  me  good? 

Hume.  This  they  have  pm.mifed,  to  /hew  your  Highnefs 
A  Spirit  rais'd  from  depth  of  uft^er  ground, 
That  mall  make  anfwerto  fuch  ^ueftions 
As  by  your  Grace  lhall  be  propounci^d  him* 

Elean.  It  is  enough,  I'll  think  upo»i  the  queftions : 
When  from  St.  Albans  we  do  make  return, 
We'll  fee  thofe  things  effected  to  the  full. 
Here,  Humes  take  this  reward,  make  merry,  man, 
With  thy  confederates  in  this  weighty  caufe.  [*j£*iV  Eleanor. 

Hume.  Hume  mult  make  merry  with  the  Dutohefs'  gold  s 
Marry  and  lhall  j  but  how  now,  Sir  John  Hum:  ? 
Seal  up  your  lips,  and  give  no  words,  but  mum  ! 
The  buiinefs  aiketh  filent  fecrecy. 
Pame  Eleanor  gives  gold  to  bring  the  witeh  s 

Cold 
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Gold  cannot  come  amifs,  were  me  a  devil. 

Yet  have  I  gold  flies  from  another  coaft  : 

J  dare  not  fay  from  the  rich  Cardinal, 

And  from  the  great  and  new-made  Duke  of  Suffolk  j 

Yet  I  do  find  it  Co :  for  to  be  plain, 

They  (knowing  Eleanors  afpirintr  humour) 

Have  hired  me  to  undermine  the  Dutchefs, 

And  buz  thefe  conjurations  in  her  brain. 

They  fay,  a  crafty  knave  does  need  no  broker ; 

Yet  am  I  Suffolk^  and  the  Cardinal's  broker. 

Hume,  if  you  take  not  heed,  you  mall  go  near 

To  call  them  both  a  pair  of  crafty  knaves. 

Well,  fo  it  ilands;  and  thus  I  fear  at  lair, 

Hume's  knavery  will  be  the  Dutchefs'  wreck, 

And  her  attainture  will  be  Humphry's  fall : 

Sort  how  it  will,  I  mail  have  gold  for  all.  [Exit* 

SCENE   V.    The  Pa/ace. 
Enter  three  or  four  Petitioners,  the  Armorer s  man  being  one, 

1  Pet,  My  matters,  let's  ftand  clofe ;  my  Lord  Protector 
will  come  this  way  by  and  by,  and  then  we  may  deliver  our 
fupplications  in  quill. 

2  Pet,  Marry,  the  Lord  protect  him,  for  he's  a  good 
man,  Jefu  blefs  him ! 

Enter  Suffolk  and  Queen. 

1  Pet ,  Here  a'  comes  methinks,  and  the  Queen  with 
him  :  I'll  be  thefirft  fure. 

2  Pit,  Come  back,  fool,  this  is  the  Duke  of  Suffolk^ 
and  not  my  Lord  Protector. 

Suf,  How  now,  fellow,  would'ft  any  thing  with  me  ? 

I  Pet,  I  pray,  my  Lord,  pardon  me  ;  I  took  ye  for  my 
Lord  Protector. 

Q^Mar,  To  my  Lord  Protetlor  ?  [Reading,"]  Are  your 
fupplications  to  his  Lord/hip?  let  me  fee  them ;  what  is 
thine? 

1  Pet.  Mine  is,  an't  pleafe  your  Grace,  againft  John 
Goodman,  my  Lord  Cardinal's  man,  for  keeping  my  houfe 
and  lands,  and  wife,  and  all  from  me. 

Suf.  Thy  wife  too  ?  that's  fome  wrong  indeed.  What's 
yours  ?  what's  here?  [Reads,]  Againft  the  Duke  of  Suf- 
B  2  folk, 
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folk,  for  inclofing  the  Commons  of  Melford.  How  now, 
Sir  Knave  ? 

2  Pet,  Alas,  Sir,  I  am  but  a  poor  petitioner  of  our 
whole  townmip. 

3  Pet.  Again/}  my  m  after,  Thomas  Homer,  for  faying, 
that  the  Duke  of  York  teas  rightful  heir  to  the  croum, 

Q^Mar.  What !  did  the  Dukecf  York  fay  he  wasright- 
ful  heii  to  the  crown  ? 

3  Pet.  That  my  mifireis  was?  no,  forfooth  ;  my  ma- 
frer  faid  that  he  was  ;  and  that  the  King  was  an  ufurper. 

Suf  Who  is  there  ?  Take  this  fellow  in,  and  fend 

for  his  maftcr  with,  a  purfuivant,  piefent'y;  we'll  hear 
mote  of  your  matter  before  the  King.       [Exit  Servant, 

Q^Mar.  And  as  for  you  that  love  to  be  protected 
Under  the  wings  of  our  Protector's  grace, 
Begin  your  fuits  anew,  and  fue  to  him. 

[Tears  the  fupplicattom. 
Away,  bafe  cullions :  Suffolk ,  let  them  go. 

AIL  Come,  kt's  be  gone.  [Exeunt* 
Q^Mar.  My  Loid  of  Suffolk,  fay,  is  this  the  guife  ? 
Ii  this  the  faftiion  in  the  Court  of  England  f 
Is  this  the  government  of  Britain^  lllc  ? 
And  this  the  royalty  of  Albion 's  King  ? 
What,  (hall  King  Henry  be  a  pupil  ftill, 
Under  the  furJy  Glofter\  governance  ? 
And  I  a  Queen  in  title  and  in  flyle, 
And  muft  be  made  a  fubjecl.  to  a  Duke  ? 
I  tell  thee,  Pplp,  when  in  the  city  Tours 
Thou  ran1  it  a  tilt  in  honour  of  my  love, 
And  ftol'ft  away  the  ladies  hearts  of  France  ; 
I  thought  King  Henry  had  r  Jem  bled  thee 
In  courage,  courtfli.p,  and  proportion: 
But  all  his  mind  is  bent  to  holinefs. 
To  number  Ai>e  Maries  on  his  beads ; 
His  champions  are  the  prophets  and  apoflles, 
His  weapons  holy  laws  of  facrcd  writ, 
His  iiudy  is  his  tilt- yard,  and  his  loves 
Are  brazen  images  of  canoniz'd  faints. 
J  would  the  college  of  the  Cardinals 
Would  chufe  him  Pope,  and  carry  him  to  Rome, 

And 
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And  fet  the  triple  crown  upon  his  head  ! 

That  were  a  ftate  fit  for  his  hoJinefs. 
Suf.  Madam,  be  patient;  as  I  was  the  caufe 

Your  Highnefs  came  to  England,  fo  will  I 

In  England  work  your  Grace's  full  content. 

Q^Mar.  Befide  the  proud  Protector,  have  we  Beau  fori 

Th'  imperious  churchman ;  Somerfet,  Buckingham, 
And  grumbling  York  j  and  not  the  leaft  of  thefe 
But  can  do  more  in  England  than  the  King. 

Suff,  And  he  of  thefe  that  can  do  moft  of  all, 
Cannot  do  more  in  England  than  the  Nevills  j 
Salisbury  and  Warwick  are  no  fimple  Peers. 

Q^Mar.  Not  all  thefe  Lords  do  vex  me  half  fo  much, 
As  that  proud  dame,  the  Lord  Protector's  wife  : 
She  fweeps  it  through  the  court  with  troops  of  Ladies 
More  like  an  Emprefs  than  Duke  Humphry's  wife. 
Strangers  in  court  do  take  her  for  the  Queen  j 
She  bears  a  Duke's  revenues  on  her  back, 
And  in  her  heart  me  fcorns  our  poverty. 
Shall  I  not  live  to  be  aveng'd  on  her  ? 
Contemptuous  bafe-born  callet  as  me  is, 
She  vaunted  'mongft  her  minions  t'other  day, 
The  very  train  of  her  worft  wearing  gown 
Was  better  worth  than  all  my  father's  lands, 
'Till  Suffolk  gave  two  Dukedoms  for  his  Daughter. 

Suf.  Madam,  my  felf  have  lim'd  a  bum  for  her, 
And  plac'd  a  quire  of  fuch  enticing  birds, 
That  me  will  light  to  Men  to  their  lays 
And  never  mount  to  trouble  you  again. 
So  let  her  reft  5  and,  Madam,  lift  to  me, 
For  I  am  bold  to  counfel  you  in  this ; 
Although  we  fancy  not  the  Cardinal, 
Yet  muft  we  join  with  him  and  with  the  Lords, 
'Till  we  have  brought  Duke  Humphry  in  difgrace. 
As  for  the  Duke  of  York,  this  late  complaint 
Will  make  but  little  for  his  benefit. 
So  one  by  one  we'll  weed  them  all  at  laft, 
And  you  your  felf  mail  fleer  the  happy  helm. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  VI. 
To  them  enter  King  Henry,  Duke  Humphry,  Cardinal, 

Buckingham,  York,  Somerlet,  Salisbury,  Warwick, 

and  the  Dutcbcfs, 

K.  Henry.  For  my  part,  noble  Lords,  I  care  not  which, 
Or  Somerjet,  or  York,  all's  one  to  me. 

York,  If  York  have  ill  demean'd  himfelf  in  France, 
Then  let  him  be  dcny'd  the  Regentmip. 

Som.  If  Somerfet  be  unworthy  of  the  place, 
Let  York  be  Regent,  I  will  yield  to  him. 

War.  Whether  your  Grace  be  worthy,  yea  or  no, 
Difpute  not  that ;  York  is  the  worthier. 

Car.  Ambitious  Warwick ,  let  thy  betters  fpeak. 

War,  The  Cardinal's  not  my  better  in  the  field. 

JBu  k.  A.J  in  i his  prefenceaie  thy  betters,  Warwick, 

War,  Warwick  may  li^e  to  be.  the  belt  of  all. 

Sal.  Peace,  fon  j  and  /hew  fome  reafon,  Buckingham, 
Why  Scmerfet  mould  be  prtfcrr'd  in  this. 

Q^Mar.  Becauie  the  King  forfooth  will  have  it  fo# 

Clou.  Madam,  the  King  is  old  enough  himfelf 
To  give  his  cenlure  ;  theie  are  no  woman's  matters. 

Q^Mar,  It  he  be  old  enough,  what  needs  your  Grace 
To  be  Protestor  or  h  s  Excellence  ? 

Glou.  Madam,  I  am  Protector  of  the  Realm, 
And  at  his  plea  lure  will  rengn  my  place. 

Suf,  Reftgn  it  then,  and  leave  thine  infolence. 
S:nce  thou  wert  King,  (as  who  is  King  but  thou  ?) 
The  commonwealth  hath  daily  run  to  wreck. 
The  Dauphin  hath  prevaii'd  beyond  the  feas, 
And  ail  the  Peers  and  Nobles  of  the  Realm 
Have  been  as  bondmen  to  thy  iov'reignty. 

Car.  The  Commons  hart  thou  rack'd,  the  Clergy's  bags 
A'e  lank  and  lean  with  thy  extortions. 

Som.  Thy  fumptu  ;us  buildings,  and  thy  wife's  attire, 
Have  coft  a  mats  of  public  treafury. 

Buck.  Thy  cruelty  in  execution 
Upon  offenders  hath  exceeded  law, 
And  left  thee  to  the  mercy  of  the  law. 

Q^Mcir.  Thy  fale  of  offices  and  towns  in  France, 
If  they  were  known,  as  the  fu%e&  is  great, 

Would 
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Would  make  thee  quickly  hop  without  thy  bead. 

[Exit  Glou. 
Give  me  my  fan ;  what,  minion  ?  can  ye  not  ? 

[She  gives  the  Dutchefs  a  box  on  the  ear, 
I  cry  you  mercy,  Madam  5  was  it  you  ? 

FJcan.  Was't  I  ?  yea,  I  it  was,  proud  French-woman : 
Could  I  come  near  your  beauty  with  my  nails, 
I'd  kt  my  ten  commandments  in  your  face. 

K.  Henry.  Sweet  aunt,  be  quiet :  'twas  againft  her  will. 

Elean.  Againft  her  will,  good  King  ?  look  to't  in  time, 
She'll  hamper  thee,  and  dandle  thee  like  a  baby: 
Though  in  this  place  moft  Mafter  wears  no  breeches, 
She  mall  not  ftrike  &smpEkanor  unreveng'd.  [£,*/VEleanor. 

Buck.  Lord  Cardinal,  I'll  follow  Eleanor, 
And  liften  after  Humphry y  how  he  proceeds: 
She's  tickled  now,  her  fume  can  need  no  fpurs, 
She'll  gallop  faft  enough  to  her  deltruclion. 

[Exit  Buckingham, 
SCENE    VII.    Re  enter  Duke  Humphry. 

Glou.  Now,  Lords,  my  choler  being  over- blown 
With  walking  once  about  the  Quadrangle, 
I  come  to  talk  of  commonwealth  affairs. 
As  for  your  fpiteful  falfe  objections, 
Prove  them,  and  I  lye  open  to  the  law. 
But  God  in  mercy  deal  fo  with  my  foul, 
As  I  in  duty  love  my  King  and  Country  ! 
Eut  to  the  matter  that  we  have  in  hand  j 
I  fay,  my  Sovereign,  York  is  meeteft  man 
To  be  your  Regent  in  the  Realm  of  France. 

Suf.  Before  we  make  election,  give  me  leave 
To  fhew  fome  reafon  of  no  little  force, 
That  Tork  is  moft  unmeet  of  any  man. 

York.  I'll  tell  thee,  Suffolk,  why  I  am  unmeet s 
Firft,  for  I  cannot  flatter  thee  in  pride  j 
Next,  if  I  be  appointed  for  the  place, 
My  Lord  of  Somerfet  will  keep  me  here 
Without  difcharge,  mony,  or  furniture, 
*Till  France  be  woh  into  the  Dauphin's  hands. 
Laft  time,  J  dane'd  attendance  on  his  will, 
'Till  Par  it  was  befieg'd.  famifh'd  and  loft. 
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War,  That  I  can  witnefs,  and  a  fouler  fa£l 
Did  never  traitor  in  the  land  commit. 

Suf,  Peace,  head-ftrong  Warwick! 

War,  Image  of  pride,  why  /hotrld  I  hold  my  peace  ? 
"Enter  Horner  the  Armorer,  and  his  Man  Peter,  guarded* 

Suf.  Becaufe  here  is  a  man  accus'd  of  treafon. 
Pray  God  the  Duke  of  York  excufe  himfelf, 

York.  Doth  any  one  accufe  York  for  a  traitor  ? 

K.  Henry,  What  mean'it.  thou,  Suffolk?  tell  me,  what 
are  thefe  ? 

Suf.  Pleafe  it  your  Majefty,  this  is  the  man 
That  doth  accufe  his  mafter  of  high  treafon  : 
His  words  were  thefe  ;  that  Richard  Duke  of  York 
Was  rightful  heir  unto  the  Engli/h  crown, 
And  that  your  Majefiy  was  an  ufurper. 

K.  Henry,  Say,  man,  were  thefe  thy  words  ? 

Arm,  An't  ihall  pleafe  your  Majeity,  I  never  faid  nor 
thought  any  fuch  matter  j  God  is  my  witnefs,  I  am  falfly 
accus'd  by  the  villain. 

Peter,  By  thefe  ten  bones,  my  Lord,  he  did  fpeak  them 
to  me  in  the  garret  one  night,  as  we  were  fcow'ring  my 
Lord  of  York's  armour. 

York.  Bafe  dunghil  villain,  and  mechanical, 
I'll  have  thy  head  for  this  thy  traitor's  fpeech  : 
I  do  befeech  your  royal  Majefty, 
Let  him  have  all  the  rigour  of  the  law. 

Arm,  Alas,  my  Lord,  hang  me  if  ever  I  fpake  the 
words.  My  accufer  is  my  prentice,  and  when  I  did  correct 
him  for  his  fault  the  other  day,  he  did  vow  upon  his  knees 
he  would  be  even  with  me.  I  have  good  witnefs  of  this  5 
therefore  I  befeech  your  Majefty,  do  not  caft  away  an  ho- 
jaeft  man  for  a  villain's  accufation. 

K.  Henry,  Uncle,  what  /hall  we  fay  to  this  in  law  ? 

Glou.  This  doom,  my  Lord,  if  I  may  judge : 
Let  Somerset  be  Regent  o'er  the  French > 
Becaufe  in  York  this  breeds  fufpicion. 
And  let  thefe  have  a  day  appointed  them 
For  fingle  combat  in  convenient  place  ; 
For  he  hath  witnefs  of  his  fervant's  malice. 
This  is  the  law*  and  this  Duke  Hum£bry\  doom* 

Ki  Henry, 
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K.  Hmry.  Then     it  fo :  my  Lord  of  Somerfet, 
We  make  your  Grace  Regent  over  the  French. 

Som.  I  humbly  th^nk  your  royal  Majefty. 

Arm.  And  I  accept  the  combat  willingly. 

Peter.  Alas,  my  Lord,  I  cannot  fight  5  for  God's  fake 
pity  my  cafe  $  the  fpight  of  man  prevaileth  againft  me  O 
Lord,  have  mercy  upon  me!  I  fhali  never  be  able  to  fight  a 
blow :  O  Lord,  my  heart ! 

Glou.  Sirrah,  or  you  mull  fight,  or  elfe  behang'd. 

K.  Henry.  Away  with  them  to  prifon  ;  and  the  day  of 
combat  fhall  be  the  laft  of  the  next  month.  Come,  So- 
merjety  we'll  fee  thee  fent  away.  \Flourifh.  Exeunt. 

SCENE  VIIT. 
A  Room  prepared  for  the  pretended  Inchantments. 
Enter  Mother  Jordan,  Hume,  Southwel,  and  Bolingbrook. 

Hume.  Come,  my  mafters ;  the  Dutchefs,  I  tell  you, 
expecls  performance  of  your  promifes. 

Boling.  Mafter  Hume,  we  are  therefore  provided :  will, 
her  Ladyfhip  behold  and  hear  our  exoicilms  ? 

Hume.  Ay,  what  elfe  ?  fear  not  her  courage. 

Boling.  I  have  heard  her  reported  to  be  a  woman  of  an 
invincible  fpirit  j  but  it  (hall  be  convenient,  Mafter  Hume, 
that  you  be  by  her  aloft,  while  we  be  bufit  below  ;  and 
fo(  piaytyou,  go  in  God's  nameand  leave  us.  [Exit  Hume.] 
Morrur  Jordan,  be  proftiate  and  grovel  on  the  earth  $ 
John  Southwel,  read  you,  and  let  us  to  our  work. 
Enter  Eleanor  above. 

Elean.  Well  faid,  my  mafters,  and  welcome  to  all !  to 
this  geer,  the  fooner  the  better. 

Boling.  Patience,  good  Lady,  wizards  know  their  times : 
Deep  night,  dark  night,  the  fiient  of  the  night, 
The  time  of  night  when  Troy  was  fet  on  fire, 
The  time  when  fcreech-owls  cry,  and  ban-dogs  howl, 
When  fpirits  walk,  and  ghofts  break  up  their  graves  5 
That  time  beft  fits  the  work  we  have  in  hand. 
Madam,  fit  you  and  fear  not}  whom  we  raife 
We  will  make  faft  within  a  ballow'd  verge. 

[Here,  they  perform  the  ceremonies  and  make  the  circle ;  Bo- 
lingbrook or  S  uthwel  reads,  Conjuro  te,  &c.  if 
thunders  and  lightens  terribly  y  then  the  Spirit  rifeth. 

Spint. 
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Spirit.  Adjum. 

M.  Jord.  AJmuth,  by  the  eternal  God,  whofe  name 
And  power  thou  trembleft  at,  tell  what  I  ask  ; 
For  'till  thou  fpeak,  thou  fhalt  not  pafs  from  hence. 

Spirit.  Ask  what  thou  wilt. — That  I  had  faid,and  done  ! 

Boling.  Firft,  of  the  King:  What  /hall  of  him  become  ? 

Spirit.  The  Duke  yet  lives,  that  Henry  (hall  depofe  : 
But  him  out-live,  and  die  a  violent  death. 

[As  the  Spirit  fpcafo  they  write  the  anfiver, 

Boling.  Tell  me  what  fates  await  the  Duke  of  Suffolk  f 

Spirit.  By  water  mall  he  die  and  take  his  end. 

Boling.  What  mail  befall  the  Duke  of  Somerset  f 

Spirit.  Let  him  ihun  caftles. 
Safer  mall  he  be  on  the  plains, 
Than  where  a  caftle  mounted  ftands. 
Have  done,  for  more  I  hardly  Can  endure. 

Boling.  Defcend  to  darknefs,  and  the  burning  lake: 
Falfe  liend,  avoid!  [Thunder  and  lightning.  Spirit  defcends. 
Enter  the  Duke  of  York,  and  the  Duke  of  Buckingham, 
nvitb  their  Guard,  and  break  in. 

York.  Lay  hands  upon  thefe  traitors  and  their  trafh  : 
Beldame,  I  think  we  watch 'd  you  at  an  inch. 
What,  Madam,  are  you  there?  the  King  and  Realm 
Are  deep  indebted  for  this  piece  of  pains  5 
My  Lord  Protector  will,  I  doubt  it  not, 
See  you  well  guerdon'd  for  thefe  good  deferts. 

Elean.  Not  half  fo  bad  as  thine  to  England^  King, 
Injurious  Duke,  that  threat'lt  where  is  no  caufe. 

Buck.  True,  Madam,  none  at  all :  What  call  you  this  ? 
Away  with  them,  let  them  be  clap'd  up  clofe, 
And  kept  apart.    You,  Madam,  mall  with  us, 
Stafford,  take  her  to  thee. 
We'll  fee  your  trinkets  here  forth -coming  all. 

[Exeunt  Guard  with  Jordan,  Southwel,  &c .* 

The 

•  — Southwel,  &e. 

Tfwk.  Lord  Buckingham,  methinks  you  watch'd  her  wen  J 
A  pretty  plot,  well  chofe  to  build  upon. 
Now,  pray,  my  Lord,  let's  fee  the  devil's  writ.  '  " 

What  have  we  here  ?  {Reads. 
The  Duke  yet  lives,  that  Henry  /ball  depofe  j 
But  hint  out-live,  and  die  a  violent  death. 

'  Wny» 
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The  King  is  now  in  progrefs  towards  St.  Albans 9 
With  him  the  hufband  of  this  lovely  Lady  : 
Thither  go  thefe  news,  as  fall  as  horfe  can  carry  them  : 
A  forry  breakfaft  for  my  Lord  Protector. 

Buck.  Your  Grace  (hall  give  me  leave,  my  Lord  of  York, 
To  be  the  port,  in  hope  of  his  reward. 

York.  My  Lord,  at  your  good  pleafure.    Who's  within 
there  ? 

Enter  a  Serving-man, 
Invite  my  Lords  of  Salijbury  and  IVarivick, 
To  fup  with  me  to-morrow  night.    Away !  [Exeunt. 

A  C  T   II.    SCENE  I. 
At  St.  Albans. 
Enter  King  Henry,  Queen  Margaret,  Protector,  Cardinal, 

and  Suffolk,  ivitb  Faulconers  balloiving. 
Q^M tfr.JJElieve  me,  Lords,  for  flying  at  the  brook, 

I  faw  no  better  fport  thefe  feven  years  day  5 
Yet  by  your  leave,  the  wind  was  very  high, 
And  ten  to  one  old  Joan  had  not  gone  out. 

K.Henry  But  what  a  point,my  Lord,  your  Faulcon  made, 
And  what  a  pitch  me  flew  above  the  reft  ! 
To  fee  how  God  in  all  his  creatures  works ! 
Yea,  man  and  birds  are  fain  of  climbing  high.  x 

Suf.  No  marvel,  an  it  like  your  Majeity, 
My  Lord  Protector's  Hawks  do  towre  fo  well  j 
They  know  their  matter  loves  to  bp  aloft, 
And  bears  his  thoughts  above  his  Faulcon's  pitch. 

•'*''•„•'>  ";'   v  C  ' 

Why,  this  is  juft,  A10U  /Eacidem  Romanos  v'mcert  ftjft* 
Well,  to  the  reft  : 

Telljne  what  fate  awaits  the  Duke  of  Suffolk  ? 

Bv  water  Jball  he  die  and  take  his  end. 

What  fhall  betide  the  Duke  of  Somerftt? 

Let  him  /bun  cat} Us. 

Safer  Jball  he  be  on  the  plains, 

Than  whert  a  caftle  mounted  Jlands, 

Come,  come,  my  Lords, 

Thefe  oracles  are  hardly  attain'd, 

And  hardly  underftood. 

The  King  is  now,  &V. 

This  repetition  of  the  prophecies,  which  Is  altogether  unneeeflkry 
after  what  the  fpedtators  have  heard  in  the  Scene  immediately  pre- 
ceding) is.not  to  be  found  ia  the  firft  editions  of  this  JPUy. 
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Glou.  My  Lord,  'tis  but  a  bafe  ignoble  mind 
That  mounts  no  higher  than  a  bird  can  foar. 

Car.  I  thought  as  much,  he'd  be  above  the  clouds. 

Glou.  Ay,  my  Lord  Card'nal,  how  think  you  by  that  ? 
Were  it  not  good,  your  Grace  could  fly  .  to  heav'n  ? 

K.  Henry.  The  treafury  of  eveilafting  joy  ! 

Car.  Thy  heaven  is  on  earth,  thine  eyes  and  thoughts 
Bent  on  a  crown,  the  treafure  of  thy  heart : 
Pernicious  Protector,  dangerous  Peer, 
That  fmooth'ft  it  fo  with  King  and  common-weal ! 

Glou.  What,  Cardinal !  is  your  priefthood  grown  fo 
peremptory  ? 
Churchmen  fo  hot  ?  good  uncle,  hide  fuch  malice. 

Suf.  No  malice,  Sir,  no  more  than  well  becomes 
So  good  a  quarrel,  and  fo  bad  a  Peer. 

Glou,  As  who,  my  Lord  ? 

Suf,  Why,  as  your  felf,  my  Lord, 
An't  like  your  lordly  Lord  Protectormip. 

Glou.  Why,  Suffolk,  England  knows  thine  infolence. 

Q^Mar.  And  thy  ambition,  GWjier. 

K.  Henry.  I  pr'ythee,  peace,  good  Queen  $ 
And  whet  not  on  thefe  too  too  furious  Peers, 
For  blelTed  are  the  peace-makers  on  earth. 

Car.  Let  me  be  blefifed  for  the  peace  I  make, 
Againft  this  proud  Protector,  with  my  fword  ! 

Glou.''  Faith  holy  uncle,  would'twere  come  to  that.\ 

Car.  Marry,  when  thou  dar'ft.  J 

G/ow.Make  up  no  factious  numbers  for  that  matter,] 
In  thine  own  perfon  anfwer  thy  abufe.  \Afide* 

Car,  Ay,  where  thou  dar'ft  not  peep;  and  if  [ 
thou  dar'ft,  1 
This  evening,  on  the  eaft  fide  of  the  grove.  / 

K.  Henry.  How  now,  my  Lords  ? 

Car.  Believe  me,  coufin  Glower, 
Had  not  your  man  put  up  the  fowl  fo  fuddenly, 
We'd  had  4nore  fport— Come  with  thy  two-hand  fword. 

[Afide  to  Gloucefter, 

Ghu.  True,  uncle. 

Car.  Are  ye  advis'd  ?r— The  eaft  fide  of  the  grove. 
Ghu*  Cardinal,  J  am  with  you.  [A fids* 
4  K.  Henryx 
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K.  Henry.  Why,  how  now,  uncle  Glo'fler? 

Glou.  Talking  of  hawking,  nothing  elfe,  my  Lord.—- 
Now  by  God's  mother,  prieft,  I'll  ihave  your  crown 
For  this,  or  all  my  fence  mall  fail.  [Afide. 

Car.  [A/ide.]  Protector, fee  to*t  well, protect  yourfelf. 

K.  Henry.  The  winds  grow  high,  fo  do  your  ftomachs, 
Lords* 

How  irkiome  is  this  mulick  to  my  heart ! 
When  fuch  firings  jar,  what  hope  of  harmony  ? 
\  pray,  my  Lords,  let  me  compound  this  ftrife. 

SCENE    II.    Enter  one  crying,  A  miracle! 

Glou.  What  means  this  noife  ? 
Fellow,  what  miracle  do*  ft  thou  proclaim  ? 

One.  A  miracle,  a  miracle ! 

Suf.  Come  to  the  King,  and  tell  him  what  miracle* 
One,  Forfooth,  a  blind  man  at  St.  Albans*  s  fhrine^ 
Within  this  half  hour  hath  receivM  his  fight, 
A  man  that  ne'e*  faw  in  his  life  before. 

K.  Henry.  Now  God  be  prais'd,  that  to  believing  foulf 
Gives  light  in  darknefs,  comfort  in  defpair  1 
Enter  the  M^yor  of  St.  Albans,  and  his  brethren,  bearing 
Simpcox  between  two  in  a  chair  ,S>\m^ox>  s  wife following* 

Car,  Here  come  the  townfmen  on  proceflion, 
Before  your  Highnefs  to  prefent  the  man* 

K.  Henry.  Great  is  his  comfort  in  this  earthly  vale, 
Though  by  his  fight  his  fin  be  multiply 'd. 

Glou.  Stand  by,  my  mafters,  bring  him  near  the  King, 
His  Highncfis'  pleafure  is  to  talk  with  him. 

K.  Henry.  Good  fellow,  tell  us  here  the  circumftance, 
That  we,  for  thee,  may  glorify  the  Lord. 
What,  haft  thou  been  long  blind,  and  nowreftorM? 

Simp.  Born  blind,  an'tpleafe  your  Grace, 

Wife,  Ay,  indeed  was  he. 

Suf  What  woman  is  this  ? 

Wife.  His  wife,  an't  like  your  Worfhip. 

Glou.  Had'ft  thou  been  his  mother,  thou  couhlft  have 
tetter  told. 

K.  Htnry.  Where  wert  thou  born  ? 

Simp.  A t  B erwick  in  the  north,  an*  t  like  your  Gsace* 

Vol,  VI.  C  K.  Htnrj* 
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K.  Henry.  Poor  foul,  God's  goodnefs  hath  been  great 
to  thee  : 

Let  never  day  or  night  unhallowed  pafs, 
But  ftill  remember  what  the  Lord  hath  done. 

Q.  Mar,  Tell  me,  good  fellow,  cam'ft  thou  here  by 
jDr  ot  devotion,  to  this  holy  fhrinc  ?  [chance, 

Simp.  God  knows  of  pure  devotion,  being  call'd 
A  hundred  times  and  oftner,  in  my  fleep, 
By  good  Saint  Alban ;  who  faid,  Simpcox,  come, 
Come  offer  at  my  Shrine,  and  I  will  help  thee. 

Wife.  Moft  true,  forfooth  ;  and  many  a  time  and  oft 
My  felf  have  heard  a  voice  to  call  him  fo. 

Car.  What,  art  thou  lame? 

Simp.  Ay,  God  Almighty  help  mc ! 

£uf.  How  cam'ft  thou  fo  ? 

Simp,  A  fall  from  off  a  tree* 

.  Wife.  A  plum-tree,  mafter. 

Glou.  How  long  haft  thou  been  blind  ? 

Simp.  O,  born  fo,  mafter. 

Glou.  What,  andwouldft  climb  a  tree  ? 

Simp.  But  once  in  all  my  life,  when  I  was  a  youth. 

Wife.  Too  true,  and  bought  his  climbing  very  dear. 

Glou.  Mafs,  thou  lov'ft  plums  well,  that  wouldft  ven- 
ture fo. 

Simp.  Alas,  good  Sir,  my  wife  defir'd  fome  damfons, 
And  made  me  climb,  with  danger  of  my  life. 

Gleu.  A  fubtle  knave,  but  yet  it  fhall  not  ferve : 
Xet's  fee  thine  eyes,  wink  now,  now  open  them, 
;3n  my  opinion,  yet,  thou  feeft  not  well. 

Simp.  Ye?,  clear,  as  day,  I  thank  God  and  St.  Alh&t, 

Glou.  Say' ft  thou  me  fo  ?  what  colour  is  this  cloak  of  ? 

Simp.  Red,  mafter,  red  as  blood. 

Glou.  Why,that's  well  faid :  what  colour  Is  my  gownof  ? 

Simp.  Black,  forfooth,  coal-black,  as  jet. 

K.  Hen.  Why  then  thou  know 'ft  what  colour  jet  is  of? 

Suf.  And  yet,  I  think,  jet  he  did  never  fee. 

Glou.  But  cloaks  and  gowns, 'before  this  day,  a  many. 

Wife.  Never  before  this  day,  in  all  his  life. 

(xhu.  Tell  me,  Sirrah,  what's  my  name  ? 

Simp,  Alas,  mafter,  I  know  not. 


King  Henry  VL  2jt 

Qku.  What's  his  name  ? 

Simp,  I  know  not. 

Glou,  Nor  his  ? 

Simp .  No  indeed,  matter. 

Glou.  What's  thine  own  name  ? 

Simp.  Saunder  Simpcox,  an  if  it  pleafe  you,  matter, 

Glou.  Then,  Saunder,  fit  thou  there,  the  lying'ft  knave 
In  chriftendom.    If  thou  hadft  been  born  blind, 
Thou  might'ftas  well  know  all  our  names,  as  thus 
To  know  the  feveral  colours  we  do  wear. 
Sight  may  diftinguim  colours :  true,  but  fuddenly 
To  nominate  them  all,  it  is  impoflible. 
My  Lords,  St.  Allan  here  hath  done  a  miracle  : 
Would  ye  not  think  that  cunning  to  be  great, 
That  could  reftore  this  cripple  to  his  legs  1 

Simp.  O  matter,  that  you  could  ! 

Glou.  My  matters  of  St*  Albans, 
Have  you  not  bedels  in  your  town, 
And  things  call'd  whips? 

Mayor.  Yes,  my  Lord,  if  it  pleafe  your  Graced 

Glou.  Then  fend  for  one  prefently. 

Mayor,  Sirrah,  go  fetch  the  bedel  hither  ftraight* 

[Exit  Miff. 

Glou.  Now  fetch  me  a  ftool  hither.  Now,  Sirrah,  if 
you  mean  to  fave  your  felf  from  whipping,  leap  me  over 
this  ftool,  and  run  away. 

Simp.  Alas,  matter,  I  am  not  able  to  ftand  alone  :  yoii 
go  about  to  torture  me  in  vain. 

Enter  a  Bedel  with  whips. 

Glou.  Well,  Sir,  we  mutt  have  you  find  your  legs. 
Sirrah  bedel,  whip  him  'till  he  leap  over  that  fame  ftcol.- 

Bed.  I  will,  my  Lord.  Come  on,  Sirrah,  off  with 
your  doublet  quickly. 

Simp.  Alas,  matter,  what  mail  I  do  ?  I  am  not  able 
to  ftand. 

,\Afterthe  Bedel  hath  hit  him  once,  he  leaps  over  the  Jiool 
and  runs  away  ;  and  they  follow,  and  ery,A  miracle  ! 
K.  Henry.  O  God,  feeft  thou  this,  and  bear'ft  fo  long  I 
Q.  Mar,  It  made  me  laugh  to  fee  the  villain  run. 
GTm,  Follow  the  knave,  and  take  this  drab  away. 

c  %  mfi. 
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Wife.  Alas,  Sir,  we  did  it  for  pure  need, 
Glou,  Let  them  be  whipt  through  every  market  town, 
° till  they  come  to  Berwick,  from  whence  they  came. 

[Exit  Bedel  ivith  the  Woman* 
Car.  Duke  Humphry  hath  done  a  miracle  to  day* 
True,  made  the  lame  to  leap  and  fly  away. 
Glou.  But  you  have  done  more  miracles  than  1 $ 
You  made  in  a  day,  my  Lord,  whole  towns  to  fly. 
SCENE    III.        Enter  Buckingham. 
K.  Henry.  What  tidings  with  our  coufin  Buckingham  t 
Buck.  Such  as  my  heart  doth  tremble  to  unfold : 
A  fort  of  naughty  perfons,  lewdly  bent, 
XJnder  the  countenance  and  confederacy 
Of  Lady  Eleanor ,  the  Protectors  wife, 
(The  ring-leader  and  head  of  all  this  rout) 
Have  practis'd  dangeroufly  againft  your  ftate> 
Dealing  with  witches  and  with  conjurers, 
Whom  we  have  apprehended  in  the  fact, 
Railing  up  wicked  fpirits  from  under  ground  j 
Demanding  of  King  Henry^s  life  and  death, 
And  other  of  your  Highnefs'  privy-council, 
As  more  at  large  your  Grace  mall  underftand. 

Car.  And  fo,  my  Lord  Protector,  by  this  means 
Your  Lady  is  forth  coming,  yet  at  London, 
■This  news,  I  think,  hath  turnM  your  weapon's  edge* 
"Tis  like,  my  Lord,  you  will  not  keep  your  hour. 

[AJide  to  Gloucefter, 
Glou.  Ambitious  churchman,  leave  t'afflicl  my  heart: 
Sorrow  and  grief  have  vanquiuVd  all  my  powers $ 
And  vanquinYd  as  1  am,  I  yield  to  thee, 
Or  to  the  meaneft  groom. 

K.  Henry.  O  God,what  mifchiefs  work  the  wicked  one£f 
Heaf  ing  confufion  on  their  own  heads  ! 

Q^Mar.  Gfrjier,  fee  here  the  tainture  of  thy  neft, 
And  look  thy  felf  be  faultlefs,  thou  wert  heft. 

Glou.  Madam,  forme,  to  heav'n  I  do  appeal, 
How  I  have  lov'd  my  King  and  common-weal ; 
And  for  my  wife,  I  know  not  how  it  ftands* 
Sorry  am  I  to  hear  what  I  have  heard  $ 
Noble  ihe  is  $  but  if  me  have,  forgot 

Honour 
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Konour  and  virtue,  and  conversed  with  fuch 
As,  like  to  pitch,  defile  Nobility  j 
I  banifli  her  my  bed  and  company, 
And  give  her  as  a  prey  to  law  and  mame, 
That  hath  dishonour' d  Glower's  honeft  name. 

K.  Henry,  Well,  for  this  night  we  will  repofe  us  here  j 
To-morrow  toward  London  back  again, 
To  look  into  this  bufinefs  thoroughly, 
And  call  thefe  foul  offenders  to  their  anfwers J 
And  poife  the  caufe  in  Juftice'  equal  fcales, 
Whofe  beam  fiands  fure,  whofe  rightful  caufe  prevails., 

[  Flour  ijh.    Ex  emit, 

SCENE    IV.     The  Duke  of  York's  Palace, 
Enter  York,  Salilbury,  and  Warwick. 

Toj-k.  Now,  my  good  Lords  of  Salisbury  andWarwick^ 
Our  fimple  fupper  ended,  give  me  leave 
Xn  this  clofe  walk  to  fatisfy  my  felf 
In  craving  your  ©pinion  of  my  title, 
Which  is  infallible  to  England^  crown. 

Sal.  My  Lord,  I  long  to  hear  it  thus  at  full. 

War.  Sweet  York,  begin  5  and  if  thy  claim  be  good, 
The  New'Ils  are  thy  fubjecls  to  command. 

York.  Then  thus  : 
Edivaid  the  Third,  my  Lords,  had  feven  fons  : 
The  rirft,  Edward  the  black  Prince,  Prince  of  Walu  3 
The  fecond,  William  of  Hatfield  5  and  the  third,  m 
Lionel  Duke  of  Clarence  ;  next  to  whom 
Was  John  of  Gaunt ,  the  Duke  of  Lancajler  j 
The  fifth  was  Edmund  Lavglcy  Duke  of  York  • 
The  fixth  was  Thomas  Wood/lock  Duke  of  Glo  filer  5 
William  of  Wind/or  was  the  feventh  and  laft, 
Edward  the  black  Prince  dy'd  before  his  father, 
And  left  behind  him  Richard,  his  only  fon. 
Who,  after  Edward  the  Third's  death,  reign*d  King, 
"Till  Henry  Bolingbroke  Duke  of  Lancafiltr, 
The  eldert  fon  and  heir  of  John  of  Gaunt, 
Crown* d  by  the  name  of  Henry  the  Fourth, 
Sciz'd  on  the  realm,  depos'd  the  rightful  King, 
Sent  his  poor  Queen  to  France  from  whence  me  came, 
And  hi«i  to  Emfirst  j  where,  as  all  you  know, 

£  3  Harrolel* 
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Harmlefs  King  Richard  trait'roufly  was  murther'd. 

War.  Father,  the  Duke  hath  told  the  very  truth  ; 
Thus  got  the  houfe  of  Lancafier  the  crown. 

York,  Which  now  they  hold  by  force,  and  not  by  right : 
For  Richard  the  firft  fon's  heir  being  dead, 
The  iflue  of  the  next  fon  fhould  have  j-eignM. 

Sal.  But  William  of  Hatfield  dy'd  without  an  heir. 

York,  The  third  fon,  Duke  of  Clarence,  fromwhofe  lina 
I  claim  the  crown,  had  iffue  Philippe,  a  daughter, 
Who  married  Edmund  Mortimer  Earl  of  March, 
Edmund  had  iflue,  Roger  Earl  of  March  : 
Soger  had  iffue,  Edmund,  Anne,  and  Eleanor, 

Sal.  This  Edmund,  in  the  reign  of  Bolinglroke, 
As  I  have  read,  laid  claim  unto  the  crown  ; 
And,  but  for  Given  Glendvwer,  had  been  King  j 
"Who  kept  him  in  captivity,  *  till  he  dy'd, 
£ut  to  the  reft. 

York,  His  eldeft  fitter,  Anne, 
My  mother,  being  heir  unto  tke  crown, 
Married  Richard  Earl  of  Cambridge, 
Who  was  the  fon  of  Edmund  Langley, 
Edward  the.  Third's  fifth  fon's  fon,  and  by  her 
I  claim  the  kingdom,  for  fhe  then  was  heir 
To  Reger  Earl  of  March,  who  was  the  fon 
Of  Edmund  Mortimer,  who  married  Philippe, 
Sole  daughter  unto  Lionel  Duke  of  Clarence. 
So,  if  the  iffue  of  the  elder  fon 
Succeed  before  the  younger,  I  am  King. 

War.  What  plain  proceeding  is  more  plain  than  this  ? 
Henry  doth  claim  the  crown  from  John  of  Gaunt, 
The  fourth  fon  \  York  here  claims  it  from  the  third. 
'Till  LionePs  iffue  fail,  his  mould  not  reign  j 
Jt  fails  not  yet,  but  flourifheth  in  thee 
And  in  thy  fons,  fair  flips  of  fuch  a  flock. 
Then,  father  Salijbury,  kneel  we  together, 
And  in  this  private  plot  be  we  the  firft, 
That  mail  falute  our  rightful  Sovereign 
With  honour  of  his  birth-right  to  the  crown* 

Both.  Long  live  our  Sovereign  Richard,  England' sKing ! 

York.  We  thank  you,  Lords ;  but  I  am  -not  your  King 

'Till 
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'Till  I  be  crown'd,  and  that  my  fword  be  ftain'd 
With  heart-blood  of  the  houfe  of  Lancajier  ; 
And  that's  not  fuddenly  to  be  perform'd, 
But  with  advice  and  filent  fecrecy. 
Do  you,  as  I  do,  in  thefe  dang'rous  days, 
"Wink  at  the  Duke  of  Suffolk's  infolence, 
At  Beaufort's  pride,  at  Somerfetys  ambition, 
At  Buckingham,  and  all  the  crew  of  them, 
'Till  they  have  fnar'd  the  mepherd  of  the  flock, 
That  virtuous  Prince,  the  good  Duke  Humphry  : 
'Tis  that  they  feek,  and  they  in  feeking  that 
Shall  find  their  deaths,  if  York  can  prophefie. 

Sal.  My  Lord,  here  break  we  off  5  we  know  your  mind. 

War.  My  heart  affures  me,  that  the  Earl  of  Warwick 
Shall  one  day  make  the  Duke  of  Tork  a  King. 

York.  And,  Ncvill,  this  I  do  aflfure  my  felf : 
Richard  mall  live  to  make  the  Earl  of  Warwick 
The  greateft  man  in  England  but  the  King.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    V.    A  Room  of  State. 
Sound  trumpets.    Enter  King  Henry,  S^ueen  Margaret  and 

fiate,  the  Dutchefs,  Mother  Jordan,  Southwel,  Hume 

*nd  Bolingbrook,  with  Guard. 

K.  Henry.  Stand  forth,  dame  Eleanor  Cobham,  Gl'fjler's 
wife, 

In  fight  of  God  and  us  your  guilt  is  great  ; 
Receive  the  fentence  of  the  law  for  fins, 
Such  as  by  God's  book  are  adjudg'd  to  death. 
You  four  from  hence  to  prifon  back  again  $ 
From  thence  unto  the  place  of  execution  $ 
The  witch  in  Smithfield  mall  be  burnM  to  afhes, 
And  you  three  mall  be  ftrangled  on  the  gallows. 
You,  Madam,  for  you  are  more  nobly  born, 
Defpoiled  of  your  honour  in  your  life, 
Shall,  after  three  days  open  penance  done, 
Live  in  your  country  here  in  banifhment, 
With  Sir  John  Stanley  in  the  Jjle  of  Man. 

Elean.  Welcpme  is  exile,  welcome  were  my  death. 

Glou.  The  law  thou  feeft  hath  judg'd  thee,  Eleanor, 
I  cannot  juftifie  whom  law  condemns. 

Ex.  Eleanor  *nd  the  oth en  guarded. 

Mine 
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Mine  Eyes  are  full  of  tears,  my  heart  of  grief. 
Ah,  Humphry  !  this  difhonour  in  thine  age 
Will  bring  thy  head  with  forrow  to  the  ground. 
'Befeech  your  Majefty  give  me  leave  to  go  5 
Sorrow  would  folace,  and  my  age  would  eafe. 

K.  Henry,  Stay ,  Humphry ,  Duke  of  Glo'Jier^  ere  thou  go> 
Give  up  thy  ftaff  ;  Henry  will  to  himfelf 
Protector  be,  and  God  mall  be  my  hope, 
My  ftay,  my  guide,  and  lanthorn  to  my  feet. 
And  go  in  peace,  Humphry,  no  lefs  belov'd, 
Than  when  thou  wert  Protector  to  thy  King. 

Mar,  I  fee  no  reafon  why  a  King  of  years 
Should  be  to  be  protected  like  a  child  : 
God  and  King  Henry  govern  England's  realm  : 
Give  up  your  ftaff,  Sir,  and  to  th'  King  his  realm. 

Glou.  My  ftaff  ?  here,  noble  Henry ,  is  my  ftaff  : 
As  willingly  do  I  the  fame  refign, 
As  e'er  thy  father  Henry  made  it  mine  ; 
And  even  as  willing  at  thy  feet  1  leave  it, 
As  others  would  ambitioully  receive  it. 
Farewel,  good  King  ;  when  I  am  dead  and  gone. 
May  honourable  peace  attend  thy  throne !  [Exit  Gloucefter 

Q^Mar, Why ,  now  is  Henry  King,  and Margret  Queen. 
And  Humphry  Duke  of  Glo'Jier  fcarce  himfelf, 
That  bears  fo  ftirewd  a  maim  ;  two  pulls  at  once  j 
His  Lady  banim'd,  and  a  limb  lopt  off: 
This  ftaff  of  honour  raught,  there  let  it  ftand, 
Where  beft  it  fits  to  be,  in  Henry's  hand. 

Suf.  Thus  droops  this  lofty  pine,  and  hangs  his  fprays, 
Thus  Eleanor's  pride  dies  in  her  younger  days. 

York.  Lords,  let  him  go.    Pleafe  it  your  Majefty, 
This  is  the  day  appointed  for  the  combat, 
And  ready  are  th'  appellant,  and  defendant, 
The  armourer  and  his  man,  to  enter  the  lifts, 
So  pleafe  your  Highnefs  to  behold  the  fight. 

Q^Mar.  Ay,  good  my  Lord  j  for  purpofely  therefore 
Left  I  the  Court,  to  fee  this  quarrel  try'd. 

K.  Henry.  A'  God's  name  fee  the  lifts  and  all  things  fit  5 
Here  Jet  theja  e^ad  it,  *c4  Ctecl  guar$  the  ri&ht  ? 
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York,  I  nev  er  faw  a  fellow  worfe  beftead, 
Or  more  afraid  to  fight,  than  is  th' appellant, 
The  fcrvant  of  the  armourer,  my  Lords. 

SCENE  VI. 
Enter  at  one  door  the  Armourer  and  his  Neighbours ,  drinking 
to  him  fo  much,  that  he  is  drunk  ;  and  he  enters  with  a 
drum  before  him,  and  his  flaff  with  a  f and -bag  fajined  to 
it ;  *  and  at  the  other  dovr  his  Man,  with  a  drum  and 
a  fand-bag,  and  Prentices  drinking  to  him, 
l.  Neigh.  Here,  neighbour  Horner,  I  drink  to  you  in 
a  cup  of  fack ;  and  fear  not,  neighbour,  you  fhall  do  well 
enough.  [neco, 

2  Neigh,  And  here,  neighbour,  here's  a  cup  of  char- 

3  Neigh.  And  here's  a  pot  of  good  double  beer,  neigh- 
bour ;  drink,  and  fear  not  your  man. 

Arm.  Let  it  come  i'faith,  and  I'll  pledge  you  all,  and 
a  fig  for  Peter. 

1  Pren.  Here,  Peter,  I  drink  to  thee,  and  be  not  afraid, 

2  Pren.  Be  merry,  Peter,  and  fear  not  thy  mafter  j 
fight  for  the  credit  of  the  prentices. 

Peter,  I  thank  you  all  5  drink,  and  pray  for  me,  I  pray 
you,  for  I  think  I  have  taken  my  laft  draught  in  this 
world.  Here,  Robiny'\{  I  die,  I  give  thee  my  apron  j  and, 
Will,  thou  fhalt  have  my  hammer  5  and  here,  'Tom,  take 
all  the  money  that  I  have.  O  Lord  blefs  me  I  pray  God  ! 
for  I  am  never  able  to  deal  with  my  mafter,  he  hath 
learn 'd  fo  much  to  fence  already. 

Sal,  Come,  leave  your  drinking,  and  fall  to  blows* 
Sirrah,  what's  thy  name  ? 

Peter.  Peter,  forfooth. 

Sal.  Peter  ?  what  more  ? 

Peter.  Thump. 

Sal.  Thump  ?  Then  fee  thou  thump  thy  mafter  well. 

Arm.  Matters,  I  am  come  hither  as  it  were  upon  my 
man's  inftigation,  to  prove  him  a  knave  and  my  felf  an 
honeft  man  :  and  touching  the  Duke  of  York,  I  will  take 
my  death  I  never  meant  him  any  ill,  nor  the  King  nor  the 

♦  According  to  the  old  laws  of  Duels  this  was  the  manner  of 
fighting  appointed  for  inferior  people,  as  thofe  of  a  higher  degree 
vfed  the  fwora  and  Unce* 

Queen, 


34-  Second  Part  ef 

Queen,  and  therefore,  Peter,  have  at  thee  with  a  down*, 
right  blow. 

York,  Difpatch  :  this  knave's  tongue  begins  to  double* 
Sound  trumpets,  Alarum  to  the  combatants. 

[They  fight,  and  Peter  firikes  him  down9 
Arm.  Hold,  Peter,  hold  5  I  confefs,  I  confefs  treafon. 

[Dies. 

Torkt  Take  away  his  weapon :  fellow,  thank  God, 
and  the  good  wine  in  thy  mailer's  way. 

Peter,  O  God,  have  I  overcome  mine  enemy  in  this 
prefence?  O  Peter,  thou  haft  prevail'd  in  the  right. 

K.  Hen.  Go,  and  take  hence  that  traitor  from  our  light* 
For  by  his  death  we  do  perceive  his  guilt. 
And  God  in  juftice  hath  reveal'd  to  us 
The  truth  and  innocence  of  this  poor  fellow, 
Which  he  had  thought  to  murder  wrongfully* 
Come,  fellow,  follow  us  for  thy  reward,  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    VII.       The  Street. 
Enter  Duke  Humphry  and  his  Men,  in  Mourning  Cloaks, 

GIou,  Thus  fometimes  hath  the  brighteft  day  a  cloud  5 
And  after  fummer  evermore  fucceeds 
The  barren  winter  with  his  nipping  cold  : 
So  cares  and  joys  abound,  as  feafons  fleet* 
Sirs,  what's  a  clock  ? 

Serv,  Ten,  my  Lord. 

Gtou,  Ten  is  the  hour  that  was  appointed  me, 
To  watch  the  coming  of  my  puninYd  Dutchefs  : 
TJnneath  may  fhe  endure  the  flinty  ftreets, 
To  tread  them  with  her  tender-feeling  feet. 
Sweet  Nell,  ill  can  thy  noble  mind  a-brook 
The  abject  people  gazing  on  thy  face, 
With  envious  looks  ftill  laughing  at  thy  mame  5 
That  erft  did  follow  thy  proud  chariot  wheels, 
When  thou  didft  ride  in  triumph  through  the  ftreets. 
But  foft !  I  think  me  comes,  and  I'll  prepare 
My  tear-ftain'd  eyes  to  fee  her  miferies. 
Enter  the  Dutchefs  in  a  white  Sheet,  and  a  Taper  burning 

in  her  hand,  with  a  Sheriff  and  Officers,  and  Sir  John 

Stanley. 
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Serv.  So  pleafe  your  Grace,  we*  11  take  her  from  the 
Sheriff, 

Glou,  No,  ftir  not  for  your  lives,  let  her  pafs  by. 

EUan.  Come  you,  my  Lord,  to  fee  my  open  fhame  ? 
Now  thou  doll:  penance  too.  Look  how  they  gaze, 
See  how  the  giddy  multitude  do  point, 
And  nod  their  heads,  and  throw  their  eyes  on  thee. 
Ah,  Glofier%  hide  thee  from  their  hateful  looks, 
And  in  thy  clofet  pent  up  rue  my  ihame, 
And  ban  our  enemies,  both  mine  and  thine. 

Ghu.  Be  patient,  gentle  Nell,  forget  this  grief. 

Elean,  Ah,  GWJler,  teach  me  to  forget  my  felf  • 
For  whilft  I  think  I  am  thy  marry'd  wife, 
And  thou  a  Prince,  Protector  of  this  land  j 
Me  thinks  I  mould  not  thus  be  led  along, 
Mail'd  up  in  fhame,  with  papers  on  my  back, 
And  follow'd  with  a  rabble,  that  rejoice 
To  fee  my  tears,  and  hear  my  deep-fetch'd  groanS« 
The  ruthlefs  flint  doth  cut  my  tender  feet, 
And  when  I  ftart  the  cruel  people  laugh, 
And  bid  me  be  advifed  how  I  tread. 
Ah,  Humphry,  can  I  bear  this  mamefulyoak  ? 
Trow'ft  thou  that  e'er  I'll  look  upon  the  world, 
Or  count  them  happy  that  enjoy  the  fun  ? 
No :  dark  mall  be  my  light,  and  night  my  day* 
To  think  upon  my  pomp  mall  be  my  hell. 
Sometime  I'll  fay,  I  am  Duke  Humphry's  wife, 
And  he  a  Prince  and  ruler  of  the  land : 
Yet  fo  he  ruPd,  and  fuch  a  Prince  he  was, 
That  he  ftood  by,  whilft  I  his  forlorn  Dutchefs 
Was  made  a  wonder  and  a  pointing-ftock 
To  every  idle,  rafcal  follower. 

But  be  thou  mild,  and  blufli  not  at  my  fhame,  % 

Nor  ftir  at  nothing,  'till  the  ax  of  death 

Hang  over  thee,  as  fure  it  mortly  will.- 

For  Suffolk,  (he  that  can  do  all  in  all 

With  her  that  hateth  thee  and  hates  us  all) 

And  York,  and  impious  Beaufort  that  falfe  prieft, 

Have  all  lim'd  bufhes  to  oetray  thy  wings ; 

And  fly  thou  how  thou  can' ft  they'll  tangle  thee : 
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But  fear  thou  not  until  thy  foot  be  fnar'd, 
Nor  ever  feek  prevention  of  thy  foes. 

Glou.  Ah,  Nell,  forbear;  thou  aimeft  alj awry. 
I  muft  offend,  before  I  be  attainted : 
And  had  I  twenty  times  fo  many  foes, 
And  each  of  them  had  twenty  times  their  power, 
All  thefe  could  not  procure  me  any  fcathe, 
So  long  as  I  am  loyal,  true,  and  crimelefs. 
Wouldft  have  me  refcue  thee  frcm  this  reproach  ? 
"Why,  yet  thy  fcandalwere  not  wip'd  away, 
But  I  in  danger  for  the  breach  of  law. 
Thy  greateft  help  is  quiet,  gentle  Nell : 
I  pray  thee,  fort  thy  heart  to  patience, 
This  few-days-wonder  will  be  quickly  worn. 

Enter  a  Herald. 

Her,  I  fummon  your  Grace  to  his  Majefty's  Parliament 
liolden  at  Bury,  the  firft  of  this  next  month. 

Glou.  And  my  confent  ne'er  afk'd  herein  before  ? 
This  is  clofe  dealing. Well,  I  will  be  there  ;  [Exit  Herald.  4 
My  Nellf  I  take  my  leave  :  and,  matter  Sheriff, 
Let  not  her  penance  exceed  the  King's  commiffion. 

Sber.  An*  t  pleafe  your  Grace,  here  my  commiflion  flays : 
And  Sir  John  Stanley  is  appointed  now, 
To  take  her  with  him  to  the  IJle  of  Man. 

Glou.  Muft  you,  Sir  John,  protect  my  Lady  here  } 

Stan.  So  am  I  giv*n  in  charge,  may't  pleafe  your  Grace. 

Glou*  Entreat  her  not  the  worfe,  in  that  I  pray 
You  ufe  her  well  5  the  world  may  laugh  again, 
And  I  may  live  to  do  you  kindnefs,  if 
You  do  it  her:  and  fo,  Sir  John,  farewel. 

Elean,  What  gone,  my  Lord,  and  bid  me  not  farewel  ? 

Glou.  Witnefs  my  tears,  I  cannot  ftay  to  fpeak. 

[Exit  Gloucefter. 

Elean.  Art  thou  gone  too  ?  all  comfort  go  with  thee ! 
For  none  abides  with  me :  my  joy  is  death  ; 
Death,  at  whofe  name  I  oft  have  been  afraid, 
Becaufe  I  wifh'd  this  world's  eternity. 
Stanley,  I  pr'ythee  go  and  take  me  hence, 
I  care  not  whither,  for  I  beg  no  favour  ; 
Only  convey  me  where  thou  art  cornrnanded. 


Stan, 
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Stan.  Why,  Madam,  that  is  to  the  IJk  of  Mar, 
There  to  be  us'd  according  to  your  ftate* 

Elean.  That's  bad  enough,  for  I  am  but  reproach : 
,And  fhall  I  then  be  us'd  reproachfully  ? 

Stan.  No  5  like  a  Dutchefs,  and  Duke  Humphry  %  Lady, 
According  to  that  ftate  you  mall  be  us'd. 

Elean.  Sheriff,  fare  well,  and  better  than  I  fare, 
Although  thou  haft  been  conduct  of  my  fhame. 

Sher.  It  is  my  office,  Madam,  pardon  me. 

Elean.  Ay,  ay,  farewel ;  thy  office  is  difcharg'd. 
Come,  Stanley,  {hall  we  go  ? 

Stan.  Madam,  your  penance  done,  throw  off  this  meet, 
And  go  we  to  attire  you  for  our  journey. 

Elean.  My  fhame  will  not  be  ihifted  with  my  meet : 
No,  it  will  hang  upon  my  richeft  robes, 
And  fhew  itfelf,  attire  me  how  I  can. 
Go,  lead  the  way,  I  long  to  fee  my  prifon.  [Exeunt, 

ACT   III.    SCENE  I. 
St.  Edmund's  Bury. 
Jttiter  King  Henry,  ^Margaret,  Crfr<//W,Snffolk,York, 
Buckingham,  Salilbury  and  Warwick,  to  the  Parliament. 
K.  Henry,  T  Mufe  my  Lord  of  Gln'Jler  is  not  come  : 

Jl  'Tis  not  his  wont  to  be  the  hindmoft  man, 
Whatc'e/  occafion  keeps  him  from  us  now. 

Q^Mar.  Can  you  not  fee  ?  or  will  you  not  obfcrve 
The  ftrangenefs  of  his  alter'd  countenance  ? 
With  what  a  majcfty  he  bears  himfelf, 
How  infolent  of  late  he  is  become, 
How  peremptory  and  unlike  himfelf ! 
!  We  know  the  time  rlnce  he  was  mild  and  affable, 
And  if  we  did  but  glance  a  far-off  look, 
Immediately  he  was  upon  his  knee, 
That  all  the  Court  admir'd  him  for  fubmiffion. 
But  meet  him  now,  and  be  it  in  the  morn 
When  ev'ry  one  will  give  the  time  of  day, 
He  knits  his  brow  and  mews  an  angry  eye, 
And  paffeth  by  with  ftiff  unbowed  knee, 
Difdaming  duty  that  to  us  belongs. 
Small  curs  are  not  regarded  when  they  grin, 

Vol.  VI.  D'  But 
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But  great  men  tremble  when  the  Lion  roaw, 

And  Humphry  is  no  little  man  in  England. 

Firft  note,  that  he  is  near  you  in  defcent, 

And  fhould  you  fall,  he  is  the  next  will  moontf 

Me  feemeth  then,  it  is  no  policy, 

(Reflecting  what  a  ranc'rous  mind  he  bears, 

And  his  advantage  following  your  deceafe) 

That  he  ihould  come  about  your  Royal  perfon^ 

Or  be  admitted  to  your  Highnefs'  council. 

By  flatt'ry  hath  he  wen  the  Commons  hearts  t 

And  when  he'll  pleafe  to  make  commotion, 

*Tis  to  be  fear'd  they  all  will  follow  him. 

Now  'tis  the  fpring,  and  weeds  are  ihallow-roeted* 

Suffer  them  now,  and  they'll  o'er-grow  the  garden, 

And  choak  the  Herbs  for  want  of  husbandry. 

The  reverent  care  I  bear  unto  my  Lord 

Makes  me  collect  thefe  dangers  in  the  Duke. 

If  it  be  fond,  call  it  a  woman's  fear  : 

"Which  fear  if  better  reafons  can  fupplant, 

I  will  fubfcribe,  and  fay  I  wrong'd  the  Duke* 

My  Lords  of  Suffolk,  Buckingham,  and  Torki 

Reprove  my  allegation  if  you  can, 

Or  elfe  conclude  my  words  effectual. 

Suf.  Well  hath  your  Highnefs  feen  into  this  Duke* 
And  had  I  firft  been  put  to  fpeak  my  mind, 
I  think  I  fhould  have  told  your  Grace's  tale» 
The  Dutch efs,  by  his  fubornation, 
Upon  my  life,  began  her  devilifti  practices  i 
Or  if  he  were  not  privy  to  thofe  faults, 
Yet  the  repeating  of  his  high  defcent 
As  next  the  King  he  was  fucceflive  heir, 
And  fuch  high  vaunts  of  his  Nobility, 
Did  inftigate  the  bedlam  brain- fick  Dutchefs, 
By  wicked  means  to  frame  our  Sov' reign's  fall. 
jS-ncoth  runs  the  water  where  the  brook  is  deep, 
And  in  his  fimplemew  he  harbours  treafon. 
The  Fox  barks  not  when  he  would  Ileal  the  Lamb. 
No,  no,  my  Sovereign,  GWJier  is  a  man 
Unfounded  yet,  and  full  cf  deep  deceit. 
Cat,  Did  ha  not,  contrary  to  form  of  law. 
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Devife  ftrange  deaths  for  fmall  offences  done  r* 

York.  And  did  he  not,  in  his  Proteclorfhip, 
Levy  great  fums  of  money  through  the  Realm 
For  foldiers  pay  in  France,  and  never  fent  it  ? 
By  means  whereof  the  towns  each  day  revolted. 

Buck.  Tut,  thefe  are  petty  faults  to  faults  unknown, 
Which  time  will  bring  to  light  in  fmooth  Duke  Humphry, 

K.  Henry.  My  Lords,  at  once  ;  the  care  you  have  of  us, 
To  mow  down  thorns  that  would  annoy  our  foot, 
Is  worthy  praife  ;  but  mall  t  fpeak  my  ednfeience  ? 
Our  kinfman  Gldfier  \%  as  innocent 
Prom  meaning  treafon  to  our  Roy<sl  perfon, 
As  is  the  fucking  Lamb  or  harmlefs  Dove  : 
The  Duke  is  virtuous,  mild,  and  too  well  given 
To  dream  on  evil,  or  to  Work  my  downfal. 

Q^Mar.  Ah  !  what's  more  dangerous  than  this  foni 
affiance  ? 

Seems  he  a  dove  ?  his  feathers  are  but  borrow'd  j 
For  he's  difpofed  as  the  hateful  Raven. 
Is  he  a  Lamb  ?  his  /kin  is  furely  lent  him  $ 
For  he's  inclin'd  as  is  the  ravenous  Wolf. 
Who  cannot  fteal  a  fhape,  that  means  deceit  ? 
Take  heed,  my  Lord  5  the  welfare  of  us  all 
Hangs  on  the  cutting  mort  that  fraudful  man. 

Enter  Somerfet. 

Som.  All  health  unto  my  gracious  Sovereign  ! 

K.  Henry.  Welcome,  Lord  Somerfet  j  what  news  from 
France  f 

Sent.  That  all  our  int'reft  in  thofe  territories 
Is  utterly  bereft  you  5  all  is  loft. 

K.  Henry.    Cold  news,  Lord  Somerfet  •    but  God*s 

will  be  done  ! 
York,  Cold  news  for  me  :  for  I  had  hope  of  France, 
As  firmly  as  I  hope  for  fertile  England. 
Thus  are  my  bloffoms  blafted  in  the  bud, 
And  caterpillars  eat  my  leaves  away. 
But  I  will  remedy  this  gear  ere  long, 
Or  feil  my  title  for  a  glorious  grave.  [Afidc, 
SCENE    II.      Enter  Gloucefter. 
tilou.  All  happinefs  unto  my  Lord  the  King ! 
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Pardon,  ray  Liege,  that  I  have  ltaid  fo  long* 

Suf.  Nay,  Glower,  know  that  thou  art  come  too  foo% 

Unleis  thou  wert  more  loyal  than  thou  art  $ 

I  do  arreft  thee  of  high  treafon  here. 

Clou,  Well,  Suffolk,  yet  thou  malt  not  fee  me  bluSa, 

Kor  change  my  countenance  for  this  arreft  ; 

A  heart  unfpotted  is  not  eafily  daunted. 

The  pureft  fpring  is  not  fo  free  from  mud, 

As  I  am  clear  from  treafon  to  my  Sovereign. 

Who  can  accufe  me  ?  wherein  am  I  guiity  ? 

York.  '  Tis  thought,  my  Lord,  that  you  took  brifecs 
of  France^ 

And  being  Protestor,  ftaid  the  foldiers  pay, 
£y  means  whereof  his  Kighnefs  hath  loft  Fravct. 

GJou.  Is  it  but  thought  fo  ?  what  are  they  that  think  k| 
I  never  robb'd  the  foldiers  of  their  pay, 
Nor  ever  had  one  penny  bribe  from  France, 
So  help  me  God,  as  I  have  watch' d  the  night, 
Ay,  night  by  night,  in  ftudying  good  for  EnglaTii^ 
That  doit  that  e'er  I  wrefted  from  the  King, 
Or  any  groat  I  hoarded  to  my  ufe, 
Be  brought  againft  me  at  my  tryal  day ! 
No  5  many  a  pound  of  my  own  proper  ftore, 
Becaufe  I  would  not  tax  the  needy  Commons, 
Have  I  diiburfed  to  the  garrifons, 
And  never  alk'd  for  reftitution. 

Car.  It  ferves  you  well^  my  Lord,  to  fay  fo  muda. 
Glou.  I  fay  no  more  than  truth,  fo  help  me  Cofil 
York.  In  your  Protec~tormip  you  did  devife 

Strange  tortures  for  offenders,  never  heard  of, 

That  England  was  defam'd  by  tyranny. 

Glou.VVhy,  'tis  well  known,  that  whiles  I  was  "Pro- 
Pity  was  all  the  fault  that  was  in  me :  [teciasr 

For  I  mould  melt  at  an  offender's  tears, 

And  lowly  words  were  ranfom  for  their  fault : 

Unlefsit  were  a  bloody  murtherer, 

Or  foul  felonious  thief  that  fleee'd  poot  pafXenger?, 

I  never  gave  them  condign  punifhment. 

Murther  indeed,  that  bloody  fin,  I  tortur'd 

Above  the  felon,  or  what  trefpafs  eifet 
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Suf.  My  Lord,  thefe  faults  are  eafie,  quickly  anfwcr'd: 
But  mightier  crimes  are  laid  unto  your  charge, 
Whereof  you  cannot  eafily  purge  your  felf. 
I  do  arreft  you  in  his  Highnefs'  name, 
And  here  commit  you  to  my  Lord  Cardinal  * 
To  keep,  until  your  further  time  of  trial. 

K.  Henry.  My  Lord  of  Glofler,  'tis  my  fpecial  hope 
That  you  will  clear  your  felf  from  all  fufpicion  j 
My  confeience  tells  me  you  are  innocent. 

GIou.  Ah,  gracious  Lord  !  thefe  days  are  dangerous  : 
Virtue  is  choak'd  with  foul  ambition, 
And  charity  chae'd  hence  by  rancour's  hand  5 
Poul  fubornation  is  predominant, 
And  equity  exil'd  your  Highnefs*  land. 
I  know,  their  complot  is  to  have  my  life  : 
And  if  my  death  might  make  this  ifland  happy, 
And  prove  the  period  of  their  tyranny, 
I  would  expend  it  with  all  willingnefs. 
But  mine  is  made  the  prologue  to  their  play  : 
For  thoufands  more,  that  yet  fufpect  no  peril, 
Will  not  conclude  their  plotted  tragedy. 
'Beaufort' %  red  fparkling  eyes  blab  his  heart's  malice> 
And  Suffolk's  cloudy  brow  his  ftormy  hate ; 
Sharp  Buckingham  unburthens  with  his  tongue 
The  envious  load  that  lyes  upon  his  heart  : 
And  dogged  York,  that  reaches  at  the  moon, 
Whofe  over- weening  arm  I  have  pluck' d  back, 
By  falfe  accufe  doth  level  at  my  life. 
And  you,  my  fovereign  Lady,  with  the  reft, 
Caufelefs  have  laid  difgraces  on  my  head, 
And  with  your  beft  endeavours  have  ftirr'd  up 
My  liefeft  Liege  to  be  mine  enemy  : 
Ay,  all  of  you  have  laid  your  heads  together, 
(My  felf  had  notice  of  your  conventicles) 
And  all  to  make  away  my  guiltlefs  life. 
I  mall  not  want  falfe  witnefs  to  condemn  me, 
Nor  ftore  cf  treafons  to  augment  my  guilt  : 
The  ancient  proverb  will  be  well  erreclcd, 
faff  is  quickly  found  to  beat  a  dog, 
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Car.  My  Liege,  his  railing  is  intolerable. 

If  thofe  that  care  to  keep  your  Royal  perfon 
From  treafon's  fecret  knife  and  traitor's  rage, 
Be  thus  upbraided,  chid  and  rated  at, 
And  the  offender  granted  lcope  of  fpeech, 
'Twill  make  them  cool  in  zeal  unto  your -Grace, 

Suff.  Hath  he  not  twit  our  fovereign  Lady  here 
With  ignominious  words,  though  darkly  CQUcht  ? 
As  if  ihe  had  fu borne d  fome  to  fwear 
Falfe  allegations,  to  o'er-throw  his  Hate. 

Q.  Mar.  But  I  can  give  the  lofer  leave  to  chids- 

Clou.  Far  truer  fpoke  than  meant ;  I  lofe  indeed  5 
B^fhrew  the  winners,  for  they  play'd  me  falfe  5 
And  well  fuch  lofers  may  have  leave  to  fpeak. 

Buck.  He'll  wreft  the  fenfe,  and  h^ld  us  here  all  day» 
Lord  Cardinal,  he  is  your  prifoner. 

Car.  Sirs,  take  away  the  Duke,  and  guard  him  furew 

Glou.  Ah,  thus  King  Henry  throws  away  his  crutch 
Before  his  legs  be  firm  to  bear  his  body ; 
Thus  is  the  fhepherd  beaten  from  thy  fide, 
And  wolves  are  gnarling  who  lliall  gnaw  thee  firft. 
Ah  that  my  fear  were  falfe,  ah  that  it  were  I 
For ,  good  King  Henry,  thy  decay  I  fear.    [Exit ,  guarizi* 
SCENE  III. 

K.Henry.  My  Lords,  what  to  your  wifdom  feemeth  befl, 
Do  or  undo,  as  if  our  felf  v/ere  here. 

QJMar.  Whatjwill  your  Highnefsleave  the  Parliament  ? 
K-  Henry.  Ay,  Margaret  j  my  heart  is  drown* d  wklx 
grief, 

Whofe  flood  begins  to  flow  within  my  eyes  ; 

My  body  round  engirt  with  mifery  : 

For  what's  more  miferable  than  difcontent  ? 

Ah,  uncle  Humphry ,  in  thy  face  I  fee 

The  map  of  honour,  truth,  and  loyalty  : 

And  yet,  good  Humphry,  is  the  hour  to  come. 

That  e'er  I  prov'd  thee  falfe,  or  fear'd  thy  faith  \ 

What  low' ring  ftar  now  envies  thy  cftate, 

That  thefe  great  Lords,  and  Margaret  our  Queen, 

Do  feek  fubverfion  of  thy  harmlefs  life, 

That  never  didft  them  wrong*  nor  no  man  wrong  > 
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And  as  the  butcher  takes  away  the  calf, 
And  binds  the  wretch,  and  beats  it  when  it  ftrives, 
Bearing  it  to  the  bloody  flaughter-houfe  5 
£ven  fo  remorfelefs  have  they  born  him  hence. 
And  as  the  dam  runs  lowing  up  and  down, 
Looking  the  way  her  harmlefs  young  one  went, 
And  can  do  nought  but  wail  her  darling's  lofs  5 
3£ven  fo  my  felf  bewail  good  Glofierys  cafe 
"With  fad  unhelpful  tears  5  and  with  dimmM  eyes 
Look  after  him,  and  cannot  do  him  good  : 
So  mighty  are  his  vowed  enemies. 
His  fortunes  I  will  weep,  and  'twixt  each  groan 
Say,  who's  a  traitor  f  Glo'fter  he  is  none.  [Exit, 
Q.  Mar,  See.,  Lords,  cold  fnow  melts  with  the  fun's  hot 
beams  5 

Henry  my  Lord  is  cold  in  great  affairs, 
Too  full  of  foolifli  pity  :  Glo'fter''  s  mew 
Beguiles  him,  as  the  mournful  crocodile 
"With  forrow  fnares  relenting  paffengers : 
Or  as  the  fnake  rolPd  in  a  flow'ry  bank, 
With  Ihining  checker'd  Hough,  doth  fting  a  child 
That  for  the  beauty  thinks  it  excellent. 
Believe  me,  Lords,  were  none  more  wife  than  I_> 
(And  yet  herein  I  judge  my  own  wit  good) 
This  Gfojler  mould  be  quickly  rid  the  world, 
To  rid  us  from  the  fear  we  have  of  him. 

Car.  That  he  mould  die,  is  worthy  policy, 
But  yet  we  want  a  colour  for  his  death  : 
'^Tis  meet  he  be  condemn'd  by  courfe  of  law, 
Suf.  But  in  my  mind,  that  were  no  policy  ; 
The  King  will  labour  ftill  to  fave  his  life, 
The  Commons  haply  rife  to  fave  his  life  5 
And  yet  we  have  but  trivial  argument, 
More  than  miftruft,  that  ihews  him  worthy  death. 
York,  So  that  by  this,  you  would  not  have  him  die. 
Suf.  Ah,  York,  no  man  alive  fo  fain  as  I. 
York.  'Tis  York  that  hath  more  reafon  for  his  death. 
But,  my  Lord  Cardinal,  and  my  Lord  of  Suffolk, 
Say  as  you  think,  and  fpeak  it  from  your  fouls  ; 
Were^  n<ft  all  pnc,  an,  empty  eagle  were  fct 
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To  guard  the  chicken  from  a  hungry  kite, 

As  place  Duke  Humphry  for  the  King's  Protector  ? 

Q^Mar.  So  the  poor  chicken  mould  be  fure  of  death. 

Suf.  Madam,  'tis  true  ;  and  were't  not  madnefs  then 
To  make  the  fox  furveyor  of  the  fold  ? 
Who  being  accus'd  a  crafty  murtherer, 
His  guilt  fhouM  be  but  idly  pofted  over, 
Becaufe  his  purpofe  is  not  executed. 
No  j  let  him  die,  in  that  he  is  a  fox, 
By  nature  prov'd  an  enemy  to  the  flockj 
Before  his  chaps  be  ftain'd  with  crimfon  blood, 
As  Humphry's  prov'd  by  reafons  to  my  Liege ! 
And  do  not  ftand  on  quillets  how  to  flay  him  : 
Be  it  by  ginns,  by  fnares,  by  fubtilty, 
Sleeping  or  waking,  *tis  no  matter  how, 
So  he  be  dead}  for  that  is  good  deceit 
"Which  mates  him  firft,  that  flrft  intends  deceit. 

Q^Mar,  Thrice  noble  Suffolk,  refolutely  fpoke. 

Suf,  Not  refolute,  except  ib  much  were  done  j 
For  things  are  often  fpoke,  and  feldom  meant  j 
But  that  my  heart  accordeth  with  my  tongue, 
Seeing  the  deed  is  meritorious, 
And  to  preferve  my  Sovereign  from  his  foe, 
Say  but  the  word,  and  I  will  be  his  prieft. 

Car.  But  I  would  have  him  dead,  my  Lord  of  Suffolk, 
Ere  you  can  take  due  orders  for  a  prieft : 
Say  you  confent  and  cenfure  well  the  deed, 
And  I'll  provide  his  executioner, 
I  tender  lb  the  fafety  of  my  Liege. 

Suf.  Here  is  my  hand,  the  deed  is  worthy  doing. 

Q^Mar.  And  fo  fay  I. 

York.  And  I ;  and  now  we  three  have  fpoken  it, 
It  /kills  not  greatly  who  impugns  our  doom. 

SCENE    IV.    Enter  a  Poft. 

Pofl.  Great  Lords,  from  Ireland  am  I  come  amain, 
To  fignifie  that  rebels  there  are  up, 
And  put  the  Englijhmen  unto  the  fword  : 
Send  fuccours,  Lords,  and  flop  the  rage  betime, 
Before  the  wound  do  grow  incurable  j 
For  being  green,  there  is  great  hope  of  help* 
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Car,  A  breach  that  craves  a  quick  expedient  ftop! 
What  counfel  give  you  in  this  weighty  caufe  ? 

Tork.  That  Somerfet  be  fent  a  regent  thither : 
*Tis  meet  that  lucky  ruler  be  employed  : 
Witnefs  the  fortune  he  hath  had  in  France, 

Som.  If  Tork,  with  all  his  far-fetchM  policy, 
Had  been  the  Regent  there  inftead  of  me, 
He  never  would  have  ftaid  in  France  fo  long. 

Tork.  No,  not  to  lofe  it  dl,  as  thou  haft  done  ; 
I  rather  would  have  loft  my  life  betimes, 
Than  bring  a  burthen  of  difhonour  home, 
By  flaying  there  fo  long,  *  till  all  were  loft. 
Shew  me  one  fear  characler'd  on  thy  fkin : 
Mensflefh  preferv'd  fo  whole,  doth  feldom  win. 

QJMar.  Nay  then,  this  fpark  will  prove  a  raging  fire, 
3f  wind  and  fuel  be  brought  to  feed  it  with: 
Ko  more,  good  Tork  5  fv/eet  Somerfet ,  be  ftill. 
Thy  fortune,  Tork,  hadft  thou  been  Regent  there, 
IHight  happily  have  prov'd  far  worfe  than  his*       fall  \ 
York,  What,  worfe  than  nought  ?  nay  then  a  fhame  take 
Som,  And  in  the  number,  thee  that  wifheft  fhame ! 
Car,  My  Lord  of  Tork,  try  what  your  fortune  is  $ 
Th*  uncivil  kerns  of  Ireland  are  in  arms, 
And  temper  clay  with  blood  of  Englifhmen* 
To  Ireland  will  you  lead  a  band  of  men, 
Collected  choicely,  from  each  county  fome, 
And  try  your  hap  againft  the  Irifhmen  f 

York,  I  will,  my  Lord,  fo  pleafe  his  Majefty, 
Suf,  Why,  our  authority  is  his  confent, 
And  what  we  do  eftablifh  he  confirms ; 
Then,  noble  Tork,  take  thou  this  tafk  in  hand. 

Tork.  I  am  content:  provide  me  foldiers,  Lords, 
WhilftI  take  order  for  mine  own  affairs. 

Suff.  A  charge,  Lor&Tork,  that  I  will  fee  perform'd. 
But  now  return  we  to  the  falfe  Duke  Humphry. 

Car,  No  more  of  him ;  for  I  will  deal  with  him, 
That  henceforth  he  fhall  trouble  us  no  more : 
And  fo  break  off:  the  day  is  almoft  fpent : 
Lord  Suffolk,  you  and  I  muft  talk  of  that  event. 
York,  My  Lord  of  Suffolk,  within  fourteen  days 

At 
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At  Briftol  I  expect  my  foldiers  5 

For  there  I'll  fhip  them  all  for  Ireland, 

Suf.  I'll  fee  it  truly  done,  my  Lord  of  York.  [Exeunt* 
SCENE    V.       Manet  York. 

York.  Now,  York,  or  never,  fteel  thy  fearful  thoughts^ 
And  change  nnYdoubt  to  refolution  : 
Be  that  thou  hop'lt  to  be,  or  what  thou  art 
Refign  to  death,  it  is  not  worth  th'  enjoying : 
Let  pale- fac'd  fear  keep  with  the  mean-born  man, 
And  find  no  harbour  in  a  royal  heart ! 
Fafter  than  fpring- time  fhowers,comes  thought  on  thought* 
And  not  a  thought  but  thinks  on  dignity. 
My  brain,  more  bufy  than  the  lab'ring  fpider, 
Weaves  tedious  fnares  to  trap  mine  enemies. 
Well,  Nobles,  well  3   'tis  politickly  done, 
To  fend  me  packing  with  an  hoft  of  men  : 
I  fear  me  you  but  warm  the  ftarved  Snake, 
Who  cherifh'din  your  breafts,  will  fting  your  hearts. 
'Twas  men  I  lack'd,  and  you  will  give  them  me | 
I  take  it  kindly  :  yet  be  well  affur'd, 
You  put  fharp  weapons  in  a  mad-man's  hands. 
Whilft  I  in  Ireland  nourifli  a  mighty  band, 
I  will  ftir  up  in  England  fome  black  ftorm, 
Shall  blow  ten  thoufand  fouls  to  heav'n  or  hell. 
And  this  fell  tempeft  mall  not  ceafe  to  rage, 
Until  the  golden  circuit  on  my  head, 
Like  to  the  glorious  fun's  tranfparent  beams, 
Do  calm  the  fury  of  this  mad-brain'd  flaw* 
And  for  a  minifter  of  my  intent, 
I  have  feduc'd  a  headftrong  Ksntijb  man, 
John  Cade  of  AJbfcrd, 
To  make  commotion,  as  full  well  he  can, 
Under  the  title  of  John  Mortimer. 
In  Ireland  have  I  feen  this  ftubborn  Cade 
Oppofe  himfelf  againft  a  troop  of  kerns, 
And  fight  fo  long,  'till  that  his  thighs  with  darts 
Were  aknoft  like  a  fharp-quiird  porcupine : 
And  in  the  end  being  reicu'd,  I  have  feen 
Him  caper  upright  like  a  wild  Morifco, 
Shaking  the  bloody  darts,  as  he  his  bells. 

Full 
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Full  often,  like  a  fhag-hair'd  crafty  kern, 

Hath  he  converted  with  the  enemy, 

And  undifcover'd  come  to  me  again, 

And  giv'n  me  notice  of  their  villainies. 

This  devil  here  mall  be  my  fubftitute  ; 

For  that  John  Mortimer  which  is  now  dead, 

In  face,  in  gate,  in  fpeech  he  doth  refemble. 

By  this  I  mail  perceive  the  Commons  mind, 

How  they  affect  the  houfe  and  claim  of  York. 

Say  he  be  taken,  rackM  and  tortured  ; 

1  know  no  pain  they  can  inflict  upon  him 

Will  make  him  fay  Imov'd  him  to  thofe  arms. 

Say  that  he  thrive,  as  'tis  great  like  he  will, 

Why  then  from  Ireland  come  I  with  my  ftrength, 

And  reap  the  harveft  which  that  rafcal  fow'd  : 

For  Humphry  being  dead,  as  he  mall  be, 

And  Henry  puta-part,  the  next  for  me.  [Exit, 

SCENE    VI.       The  Palace. 
Enter  two  or  three  running  ever  the  ftagey  from  the  murthe* 
of  Duke  Humphry. 

I.  Run  to  my  Lord  of  Suffolk  $  let  him  know 
We  have  difpatch'd  the  Duke,  as  he  commanded. 

a.  Oh  that  it  were  to  do  !  what  have  we  done  ? 
Didft  ever  hear  a  man  fo  penitent  ? 

Enter  Suffolk. 

I.  Here  comes  my  Lord. 

Suf  Now,  Sirs,  have  you  difpatch'd 
This  thing  ? 

1.  Ay,  my  good  Lord,  'tis  done,  he's  dead. 

Suf.  Why,  that's  well  faid.  Go  get  you  to  my  houfe, 
I  will  reward  you  for  this  vent'rous  deed  : 
The  King  and  all  the  Peers  are  here  at  hand. 
Have  you  laid  fair  the  bed  ?  are  all  things  well, 
According  as  I  gave  directions  ? 

1.  Yes,  my  good  Lord. 

Suf  Away,  be  gone.  [Exeunt  Murthercrs. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Queen  Margaret,  Cardinal,  Somerfet, 
uoitb  Attendants, 

K.  Henry.  Go  call  our  uncle  to  our  prefence  ftrait ; 
Say  we  intend  to  try  his  Grace  to-day, 
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If  he  be  guilty,  as  'tis  publimed. 

Suf.  I'll  call  him  prefently,  my  noble  Lord.  [Exit, 

K.  Henry.  Lords,  take  your  places ;  and  I  pray  you  all, 
Proceed  no  ftraiter  'gainft  our  uncle  G/oyfery 
Than  from  true  evidence  of  good  efteem 
He  be  approv'd  in  practice  culpable. 

Q^Mary.  God  forbid  any  malice  mould  prevail, 
That  faultlefs  may  condemn  a  Nobleman  ! 
Pray  God  he  may  acquit  him  of  fufpicion ! 

K.  Henry.  I  thank  thee :   well,  thefe  words  content 
me  jmich. 

Enter  Suffolk* 
How  now  ?  whylook'ft  thou  pale  ?  why  trembleft  thou  > 
Where  is  our  Uncle  ?  what's  the  matter,  Suffolk  ? 
Suf.  Dead  in  his  bed,  my  Lord,  Glo'jier  is  dead# 
Q^Mar.  Marry,  God  forefend  ! 
Car,  God's  lecret  judgment :  I  did  dream  to-night, 
The  Duke  was  dumb,  and  could  not  fpeak  a  word. 

[King  fwoons't 

Q^Mar.  How  fares  my  Lord  ?  help,  Lords,  the  King 
is  dead. 

Som,  Rear  up  his  body,  wring  him  by  the  nofe. 

i^Mar,  Run,  go,  help,  help  1  oh  Henry,  ope  thine  eyes. 

Suf,  He  doth  revive  again  ;  Madam,  be  patient. 

K.  Henry.  O  heav'nlyGod! 

Q^Mar.  How  fares  my  gracious  Lord  ? 

Suf  Comfort,  my  Sovereign,  gracious  Henry,  comfort ! 

K.  Henry.  What,  doth  my  Lord  of  Suffolk  comfort  me  ? 
Came  he  right  now  to  ling  a  raven's  note, 
Whofe  difmal  tune  bereft  my  vital  pow'rs  ; 
And  thinks  he,  that  the  chirping  of  a  wren, 
By  crying  comfort  from  a  hollow  brcaft, 
Can  chafe  away  the  firft- conceived  found  ? 
Hide  not  thy  poifon  with  fuch  fugar'd  words, 
Lay  not  thy  hands  on  me  ;  forbear,  I  fay ; 
Their  touch  artrights  me  as  a  ferpent's  lting. 
Thou  baleful  mefienger,  out. of  my  fight ! 
Upon  thy  eye-balls  murd'rons  tyranny 
£  its  in  grim  majefty  to  fright  the  world. 
Look  not  upon  me,  for  thine  eyed  are  wounding  5 
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Yet  do  not  go  away ;  come,  bafililk, 

And  kill  the  innocent  gazer  with  thy  fight  : 

For  in  the  made  of  death  I  mall  find  joy  ; 

In  life,  but  double  death,  now  Glower's  dead. 

Q^Mar.  Why  do  you  rate  my  Lord  of  Suffetk  thus? 
Although  the  Duke  was  enemy  to  him, 
Yet  he  molt  chriftian-like  laments  his  death. 
As  for  myfelf,  foe  as  he  was  to  me, 
Might  liquid  tears,  or  heart-offending  groans, 
Or  blood-confuming  fighs  recall  his  life ; 
I  would  be  blind  with  weeping,  fick  with  groans, 
Look  pale  as  primrofe  with  blood-drinking  fighs,, 
And  all  to  have  the  noble  Duke  alive. 
What  know  I  how  the  world  may  deem  of  me  } 
For  it  is  known  we  were  but  hollow  friends : 
It  may  be  judged  I  made  the  Duke  away, 
So  mail  my  name  with  flander's  tongue  be  wounded, 
And  Princes  Courts  be  filled  with  reproach : 
This  get  I  by  his  death :  ah  me  unhappy  ! 
*To  be  a  Queen,  and  crown'd  with  infamy-,  f 

K.  Henry.  Ah,  woe  is  me  for  Gld'fler,  wretched  man  \ 
Q^Mar.  Be  woe  for  me,  more  wretched  than  he  is  1 
What,  doft  thou  turn  away  and  hide  thy  fate  ? 
I  am  no  loathfome  leper,  look  on  me. 
What,  art  thou  like  the  adder  waxen  deaf? 
Be  poisonous  too,  and  kill  thy  forlorn  Queen* 
Is  all  thy  comfort  {hut  in  Glo'JIer's  tomb  ? 
Why  then  dame  Margaret  was  ne'er  thy  joy. 
Erecl  his  ftatue,  and  do  worfhip  to  it, 
And  make  my  image  but  an  ale-houfe  fign# 
Was  I  for  this  nigh  wreckt  upon  the  fea, 
And  twice  by  adverfe  winds  from  England's  bank 
Drove  back  again  unto  my  native  clime  ? 
What  boaded  this  ?   but  well  fore-warning  winds 
Did  feem  to  fay,  feek  not  a  fcorpion's  nejly 
Nor  fet  thy  footing  on  this  unkind  Jboar. 
What  did  1  then,  but  curfe  the  gentle  gurts, 
Aiid  him  that  loos'd  them  from  their  brazen  cavetf* 
And  bid  them  blow  towards  England's  blefled  {hoar, 
Or  turn  our  ftern  upon  a  dreadful  rock  ? 

Vol.  VI.  £  Yet 
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Yet  Molui  would  not  be  a  murtherer, 

He  left  that  hateful  office  unto  thee.* 

The  fplitting  rocks  cowVd  in  the  finking  fands, 

And  would  not  dam  me  with  their  ragged  fides  j 

Becaufe  thy  flinty  heart,  more  hard  than  they* 

Might  in  thy  Palace  perifh  Margaret. 

As  far  as  I  could  ken  the  chalky  cliffs,  < 

When  from  thy  moar  the  tempeft  beat  us  back* 

I  ftood  upon  the  hatches  in  the  ftorm  ; 

And  when  the  dufky  iky  began  to  rob 

My  earneft-gaping  fight  of  the  land's  view, 

I  took  a  coftly  jewel  from  my  neck, 

(A  heart  it  was,  bound  in  with  diamonds,) 

And  threw  it  tow'rds  thy  land  ;  the  fea  received  it. 

And  fo  I  wi/h'd  thy  body  might  my  heart. 

And  ev'n  with  this  I  loft  fair  England*  %  view, 

And  bid  mine  eyes  be  packing  with  my  heart, 

And  call'd  them  blind  and  dulky  fpeclacles, 

For  lofingken  of  Albion*  s  wifhed  coaft. 

How  often  have  I  tempted  Suffolk's  tongue 

(The  agent  of  thy  foul  inconftancy) 

To  fit  and  witch  me,  as  Afcanius  did, 

When  he  to  madding  Dido  would  unfold 

His  fathers  acts,  commenc'd  in  burning  'Troy  ! 

Am  I  not  witcht  like  her  ?  art  thou  not  falfe  like  him  ? 

Ah  me,  I  can  no  more  :  die,  Margaret ! 

For  Henry w eeps  that  thou  didft  live  fo  long, 

Noife  within.   Enter  Warwick,  Salifbury,  and  maty 
Commons, 

War.  It  is  reported,  mighty  Sovereign, 
That  good  Duke  Humphry  traiteroufly  is  murthcr'd 
By  Suffolk ,  and  the  Cardinal  Beaufort's  means: 
The  Commons,  like  an  angry  hive  of  bees 
That  want  their  leader,  fcatter  up  and  down, 
And  care  not  whom  they  fting  in  their  revenge. 

*  ......  office  unto  thee. 

The  pretty  vaulting  fea  refus'd  to  dr  own  me, 
Knowing  that  thou  wouldft  have  me  drown'd  on  fhoat 
With  tears  as  fa* t  as  fea,  through  thy  unJdUdjiefa, 
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My  felfhave  calm' d  their  fpleenful  mutiny, 
Until  they  hear  the  order  of  his  death. 

K.  Henry. That  he  is  dead,good  Warwick  J  t\s  too  true  J 
But  how  he  died,  God  knows,  not  Henry  : 
Enter  his  chamber,  view  his  breathlefs  corps, 
And  comment  then  upon  his  fudden  death. 

War.  That  I  mall  do,  my  Liege  :  ftay,  Salijbury, 
With  the  rude  multitude,1  till  I  return.  [Warwick^!  /«* 

K.  Henry.  O  thou  that  judgeft  all  things,  ftay 
My  thoughts,  that  labour  to  perfuademy  foul  [thought*! 
Some  violent  hands  were  laid  on  Humphry  %  life ; 
Jf  my  fufpectbe  falfe,  forgive  me,  God! 
For  judgment  only  doth  belong  to  thee  ! 
Fa^n  would  I  go  to  chafe  his  paly  lips 
With  twenty  thoufand  kuTes,  and  to  drain 
Upon  his  face  an  ocean  of  fait  tears  i 
To  tell  my  love  unto  his  dumb  deaf  trunk, 
And  with  my  fingers  feel  his  hand  unfeeling  S 
But  all  in  vain  are  thefe  mean  obfequies. 

[Bed  with  Gloucefter'f  body  put  fortb* 
And  to  furvey  his  dead  and  earthly  image, 
What  were  it  but  to  make  my  forrow  greater  ? 

War.  Come  hither,  gracious  Sovereign,  view  this  body. 

K.  Henry.  That  is  to  fee  how  deep  my  grave  is  made  5 
For  with  his  foul  fled  all  my  worldly  folace  \ 
For  feeing  him,  I  fee  my  life  is  death. 

War.  As  furely  as  my  foul  intends  to  live 
With  that  dread  King  that  took  bur  ftate  upon  hixpj 
To  free  us  from  hisiather's  wrathful  curfe^ 
I  do  believe  that  violent  hands  were  laid 
Upon  the  life  of  this  thrice-famed  Duke. 

Suf.  A  dreadful  oath,  fworn  with  a  folemn  tongue  1 
Whatinftance  gives  Lord  Warwick  for  his  vow? 

War.  See  how  the  blood  is  fettled  in  his  face. 
Oft  have  I  feen  a  timely  parted  ghoft 
Of  amy  femblance,  meager,  pale,  and  blood-left, 
Being  all  defcended  to  the  lap'ring  heart, 
Who  in  the  conflict  that  it  hold?  with  death, 
Attracts  the  fame  for  aidance  'gainft  the  enemy, 
Which  with  the  heart  there  cools,  and  ne'«r  returneth 
E  2  T% 
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To  blufli  and  beautify  the  cheek  again. 

But  fee,  his  face  is  black  and  full  of  blood, 

His  eye-balls  further  out  than  when  he  hVd, 

Staring  full  ghaftly,  like  a  ftrangledman ; 

His  hair  up-rear'd,  his  noftrils  ftretch'd  with  ftrtiggling. 

His  hands  abroad  difplay'd,  as  one  that  grafpt 

And  tugg'd  for  life,  and  was  by  ftrcngth  fubduM. 

Look  on  the  meets  $  his  hair,  you  fee,  is  flicking  5 

His  well-proportion'd  beard  made  rough  and  rugged, 

Like  to  the  fummer's  corn  by  tempeft  lodg'd ; 

It  cannot  be  but  he  was  murtherM  here  : 

The  leaft  of  all  thefe  Signs  were  probable. 

Suf.  Why,  Warwick,  who  mould  do  the  Duke  to 
Myfelf  and  Beaufort  had  him  in  protection,  [death  ? 
And  we,  I  hope,  Sirs,  are  no  murtherers. 

War,  But  both  of  you  had  vow'd  Duke  Humphry** 
And  you  forfooth  had  the  good  Duke  to  keep :  [deaths 
*Tis  like  you  would  not  feaft  him  like  a  friend, 
An«l  *tis  well  feen  he  found  an  enemy. 

Q.  Mar.  Then  you  belike  fufpecl  thefe  Noblemen, 
As  guilty  of  Duke  Humphry's  timelefs  death. 

War.  Who  finds  the  heifer  dead  and  bleeding  frem, 
And  fees  fart  by  a  butcher  with  an  ax, 
But  will  fufpedt  'twas  he  that  made  the  (laughter  ? 
Who  finds  the  partridge  in  the  puttock's  neft, 
But  may  imagine  how  the  bird  was  dead, 
Although  the  kite  foar  with  unbloodied  beak,? 
"E ven  fo  fufpicious  is  this  tragedy. 

Q^Mar.  Are  you  the  butcher,  Suffolk  ?  where's  the 
Is  Beaufort  term'd  a  kite  ?  where  are  his  talons  ?  [knife  ? 

Suf.  I  wear  no  knife  to  flaughter  fleeping  men, 
But  here's  a  *  vengeful  fword,  ruftedwith  eafe, 
That  mall  be  fcoured  in  his  ranc'rous  heart, 
That  flanders  me  with  murther's  crimfon  badge. 
Say  if  thoudar'ft,  proud  Lord  of  Warwick/hire, 
That  I  am  faulty  in  Duke  Humphry's  death.      [him  ? 

War.  What  dares  not  Warwiek,  if  falfe  Suffolk  dare 

Q^Mar.  He  dares  not  calm  his  contumelious  fpirit, 
Nor  ceafe  to  be  an  arrogant  controller, 
Though  Suffglk  dare  him  twenty  thoufand  times, 

W&, 
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War.  Madam,  be  ftill ;  with  rev'rence  may  I  fay  j 
For  ev'ry  word  you  fpeak  in  his  behalf, 
Is  flander  to  your  royal  dignity. 

Suf.  Blunt -witted  Lord,  ignoble  in  demeanour, 
If  ever  Lady  wrong' d  her  Lord  fo  much, 
Thy  mother  took  into  her  blameful  bed 
Some  ftern  untutor'd  churl  j  and  noble  ftock 
Was  graft  with  crab-tree  flip,  whofe  fruit  thou  art, 
And  never  of  the  Nevills  noble  race. 

War.  But  that  the  guilt  of  murther  bucklers  thee, 
And  I  mould  rob  the  deathVman  of  his  fee, 
Quitting  thee  thereby  of  ten  thoufand  fhames, 
And  that  my  Sovereign's  prefence  makes  me  mild, 
I  would,  falfe  murd'rous  coward,  on  thy  knee 
Make  thee  beg  pardon  for  thy  paffed  fpeech, 
And  fay  it  was  thy  mother  that  thou  meant' ft  , 
That  thou  thy  felf  waft  born  in  baftardy : 
And  after  all  this  fearful  homage  done, 
Give  thee  thy  hire,  and  fend  thy  foul  to  hell, 
Pernicious  blood-fucker  of  fleeping  men ! 

Suf.  Thou  malt  be  waking  while  I  fhed  thy  blood, 
If  from  this  prefence  thou  dar'ft  go  with  me. 

War.  Away  !  ev'n  now,  or  I  will  drag  thee  hence ; 
Unworthy  though  thou  art,  I'll  cope  with  thee, 
And  do  fome  fervice  to  Duke  Humphry's  ghoft. 

[Exeunt  Suffolk  and  Warwick, 
SCENE  VII. 

K.  Henry.  What  ftronger  breaft- plate  than  a  heart 
untainted  ? 

Thrice  is  he  arm'd  that  hath  his  quarrel  juft  ; 
And  he  but  naked  (though  lock'd  up  in  fteel) 
Whofe  confeience  with  injuftice  is  corrupted. 

[A  noife  within. 

Q^Mar.  What  noife  is  this  ? 
£nter  Suffolk  and  Warwick,  with  their  weapons  drawn. 
K.  Henry.  Why,  how  now,  Lords  ?  your  wrathful 
weapons  drawn 
Here  in  our  prefence  !  dare  you  be  fo  bold  ? 
Why,  what  tumultuous  clamour  have  we  here  ? 

E  3  Suf. 
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Suf.  The  traitorous  Warwick  with  the  men  of  Bwy 
Set  all  upon  me,  mighty  Sovereign. 

Enter  Salifbury. 

Sal.  Sirs,  ftand  apart,  the  King  mall  know  your  mind. 
Dread  Lord,  the  Commons  fend  you  word  by  me, 
Unlefs  Lord  Suffolk  ftrait  be  put  to  death, 
Or  banifhed  fair  England**  territories, 
They  will  by  violence  tear  him  from  your  palace, 
And  torture  him  with  grievous  ling' ring  death. 
They  fay,  by  him  the  good  Duke  Humphry  dy*d 
They  fay,  in  him  they  fear  your  Highnefs'  death  5 
And  mere  inftincl  of  love  and  loyalty, 
(Free  from  a  ftubborn  oppolite  intent, 
As  being  thought  to  contradict  your  liking) 
Makes  them  thus  forward  in  his  banifhment. 
They  fay,  in  care  of  your  raoft  Royal  perfon, 
That  if  your  Highnefs  fhould  intend  to  fleep, 
And  charge  that  no  man  fhould  difturb  your  reft, 
In  pain  of  your  difiike,  or  pain  of  death  3 
Yet  notwithstanding  fuch  a  ftrange  edict, 
Were  there  a  ferpent  feen  with  forked  tongue 
That  flily  glided  tow'rds  your  Majefty, 
It  were  but  neceflary  you  were  wak'd  ; 
J-eft  being  furTer'd  in  that  harmlefs  flumber, 
The  mortal  worm  might  make  the  fleep  eternal. 
And  therefore  do  they  cry,  though  you  forbid, 
That  they  will  guard  you  whe'r  you  will  or  no> 
From  fuch  fell  ferpents  as  falfe  Suffolk  is  5 
With  whofe  invenomed  and  fatal  fling 
Your  loving  uncle,  twenty  times  his  worth, 
They  fay,  is  fhamefully  bereft  of  life, 

Commons  within.  An  anfwer  from  the  King,  my  Lord  of 
Sfilijbury. 

Suf.  'Tis  like  the  Commons,  rude  unpolifh'd  hinds, 
Could  fend  fuch  meffage  to  their  Sovereign  : 
But  you,  my  Lord,  were  glad  to  be  employ' d, 
To  fnew  how  queint  an  orator  you  are. 
But  all  the  honour  Salijhury  hath  won, 
Is,  that  he  was  the  lord  ambafTador 
Uwt  from  a  to  of  tinkers  t*  the  King. 
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.   Wit  bin.  Answer  from  theKing,or  we  will  all  break  in, 

K,  Henry.  Go,  Salijhury,  and  tell  them  all  from  me, 
I  thank  them  for  their  tender  loving  care  5 
And  had  I  not  been  cited  fo  by  them, 
Yet  did  I  purpofe  as  they  do  entreat  ; 
For  fure  my  thoughts  do  hourly  prophefie 
Mifchance  unto  my  ftate  by  Suffolk's  means. 
'And  therefore  by  his  Majcfty  1  fwear, 
Whofe  far- unworthy  Deputy  I  am, 
He  fhall  not  breathe  infection  in  this  air 
But  three  days  longer,  on  the  pain  of  death. 

Q.  Mar.  Oh  Henry,  let  me  plead  for  gentle  Suffolk! 
K.  Henry.  Ungentle  Queen,  to  call  him  gentle  Suffglk* 
No  more,  I  fay  :  if  thou  doft  plead  for  him, 
Thou  wilt  but  add  increafe  unto  my  wrath. 
Had  I  but  faid,  I  would  have  kept  my  word  5 
But  when  I  fwear,  it  is  irrevocable  : 
If  after  three  days  fpace  thou  here  be' ft  found, 
On  any  ground  that  I  am  ruler  of, 
The  world  fhall  not  be  ranfom  for  thy  life. 
Come,  Warwick,  come,  good  Warwick,  go  with  me  j 
I  have  great  matters  to  impart  to  thee. 

[Exeunt  King,  Warwick,  &c 
SCENE    VIII.    Manent  ^ueen  and  Suffolk. 
Mar.  Mifchance  and  forrow  go  along  with  you  I 
Heart's  discontent  and  four  affliction 
Be  play- fellows  to  keep  you  company  ! 
There's  two  of  you,  the  devil  make  a  third, 
And  three-fold  vengeance  tend  upon  your  fteps  I 
Suf,  "Ceafe,  gentle  Queen,  thefe  execrations, 
And  let  thy  Suffolk  take  his  heavy  leave. 

Q^Mar.  Fie,  coward  woman,and  foft  -  hearted -wretch, 
Haft  thou  not  fpirit  to  curfe  thine  enemy  ?      [them  IK 
Suf.  A  plague  upon  them  ;  wherefore  fhould  I  curfe 
Would  curfes  kill  as  doth  the  mandrake's  groan, 
J  would  invent  as  bitter  fearching  terms, 
As  curft,  as  harfh  and  horrible  to  hear, 
Deliver' d  ftrongly  through  my  fix.  d  teeth^ 
With  full  as  many  figns  of  deadly  hate, 
As  lean-fac'4  envy  in  her  loathfrroe  .c£vc» 
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My  tongue  fliould  ftumble  in  mine  earneft  words, 
Mine  eyes  mould  fparkle  like  the  beaten  flint, 
Mine  hair  be  fixt  on  end  like  one  diffract  : 
Ay,  ev'ry  joint  Ihould  feem  to  curfe  and  ban. 
And  even  now  my  burthenM  heart  would  break, 
Should  I  not  curfe  them.    Poifon  be  their  drink, 
Gall,  worfe  than  gall,  the  daintieft  thing  they  tafte, 
Their  fweeteft  made  a  grove  of  cyprefs  trees, 
Their  chiefeft  profpecl:  murd'ring  bafilifks, 
Their  fofteft  touch  as  fmart  as  lizards  ftings, 
Their  mufick  frightful  as  the  ferpent's  hifs, 
And  boading  fcreech-owls  make  the  confort  full  ! 
All  the  foul  terrors  in  dark-feated  hell— 

Q^Mar.  Enough, fweet Suffolk  ython torment'ft thy  felf, 
And  thefe  dread  curfes  like  the  fun  'gainft  glafs, 
Or  like  an  over-charged  gun,  recoil, 
And  turn  the  force  of  them  upon  thy  felf. 

Suf.  You  bad  me  ban,  and  will  you  bid  me  leave  ? 
Now  by  the  ground  that  I  am  baninVd  from, 
Well  could  I  curfe  away  a  winter* s  night, 
Though  ftanding  naked  on  a  mountain-top, 
Where  biting  cold  would  never  let  grafs  grow, 
And  think  it  but  a  minute  fpent  in  fport.  [hand, 

Q^Mar.  Oh,  let  me  intreat  thee  ceafe  5  give  me  thy 
That  I  may  dew  it  with  my  mournful  tears  j 
Nor  let  the  rain  of  heaven  wet  this  place, 
To  warn  away  my  woful  monuments  ! 
Oh,  could  this  kifs  be  printed  in  thy  hand, 
That  thou  might' ft  think  on  thefe  lips  by  the  feal, 
Through  which  a  thoufand  fighs  are  breath'd  for  thee  ! 
So,  get  thee  gone,  that  I  may  know  my  grief  j 
'Tis  but  furmis'd  whilft  thou  art  ftanding  by; 
As  one  that  furfeits,  thinking  on  a  want. 
I  will  repeal  thee,  or,  be  well  afTur'd, 
Adventure  to  be  banimed  my  felf : 
And  banimed  I  am,  if  but  from  thee. 
Go,  fpeak  not  to  me  ;  even  now  be  gone  ' 
Oh,  go  not  yet— — Ev'n  thus  two  friends  condemned 
Embrace  and  kifs,  and  take  tea  thoufand  leaves, 
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Loather  a  hundred  times  to  part  than  die  : 
Yet  now  farewcl,  and  farewel  life  with  thee  ! 

Suf,  Thus  is  poor  Suffolk  ten  times  baniflied, 
Once  by  the  King,  and  three  times  thrice  by  thee, 
'Tis  not  thelaadlcare  for,  wert  thou  hence  j 
A  wildernefs  is  populous  enough, 
So  Suffolk  had  thy  heav'nly  company. 
For  where  thou  art,  there  is  the  world  it  felf, 
With  ev'ry  fev'ral  pleafure  in  the  world  j 
And  where  thou  art  not,  defolation. 
I  can  no  more— —Live  thcu  to  joy  thy  life  ! 
My  felfnojoy  in  ought  but  that  thou  liv'ft. 

SCENE    IX.     Enter  Vaux. 
Mar.  Whither  goes  Vaux  fo  fart  ?  what  news,  I 

Vaux,  To  fignifieunto  his  Majefty,  [pr*ythee  l 

That  Cardinal  Beaufort" 's  at  the  point  of  death  : 
For  fuddenly  a  grievous  ficknefs  took  him, 
That  makes  him  gafp,  and  ftare,  and  catch  the  aix^ 
Blafpheming  God,  and  curfing  men  on  earth* 
Sometimes  he  talks  as  if  Duke  Humphry^  ghoft 
Were  by  his  fide  $  fometimes  he  calls  the  King, 
And  whifpers  to  his  pillow,  as  to  him, 
The  fecrets  of  his  over-charged  foul : 
And  I  am  tent  to  tell  his  Majefty, 
That  even  now  he  cries  aloud  for  him. 

Q^Mar.  Go  tell  this  heavy  meffage  to  the  King. 

[Exit  Vaux, 

Ay  me  !  what  is  this  world  ?  what  news  are  thefe  ? 
Bat  wherefore  grieve  I  at  an  hour's  poor  lofs, 
Omitting  Suffolk's  exile,  my  foul's  treafure  ? 
Why  only,  Suffolk,  mourn  I  not  for  thee, 
And  with  the  louthern  clouds  contend  in  tears  ? 
Theirs  for  the  earth's  increafe  $  mine  for  my  forrows. 
Now  get  thee  hence;  the  King,  thou  know'ft,is  coming  $ 
If  thou  be  found  by  me,  thou  art  but  dead. 

Suf.  If  I  depart  from  thee,   I  cannot  live, 
And  in  thy  fight  todie,  what  were  it  elfe 
But  like  a  pleafant  flumber  in  thy  lap  ? 
Here  could  I  breathe  my  foul  into  the  air, 
As  mild  and  gentle  as  the  cradle -babe 
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©ying  with  mothers  dug  between  its  lips : 
Where  from  thy  fight  I  mould  be  raging  mad, 
And  cry  out  for  thee  to  clofe  up  mine  eyes, 
To  have  thee  with  thy  lips  to  flop  my  mouth  : 
S  j  fhouldft  thou  either  turn  my  flying  foul, 
Or  I  fhould  breathe  it  fo  into  thy  body, 
And  then  it  liv'd  in  fweet  Elyjium, 
To  die  by  thee  were  but  to  die  in  jeft, 
From  thee -to  die  were  torture  more  than  death  J 
Oh  !  let  me  flay,  befal  what  may  befal. 

Mar.  Away !  though^arting  be  a  corrofive, 
It  is  applied  to  ade.athful  wound. 
To  Francey  fweet  Suffolk  j  let  me  hear  from  thee  : 
For  wherefoe'er  thou  art  in  this  world's  globe, 
1*11  have  an  Iris  that  lhall  find  thee  out. 
Suf  I  g0. 

Q^Mar.  And  take  my  heart  along  with  thee. 

Suf.  A  jewel  lock'd  into  the  woful'ft  cafoet 
That  ever  did  contain  a  thing  of  worth. 
Even  as  a  fplitted  bark,  fo  funder  we ; 
This  way  fall  I  to  death. 

Q^Mar.  This  way  for  me.  [Exeunt  feveral/jt. 

SCENE.    X.    Tbi  Cardinal**  Bed-chamber. 
Enter  King  Henry,   Salifbury,  and  Warwick,  to  the 
Cardinal  in  Bed. 

K,  Henry.  How  fares  my  Lord  ?  fpeak,  Beaufort ,  to 
thy  Sovereign. 

Car.  If  thou  beeft  Death,I*ll  give  thee  England's  trea- 
Enough  to  purchafe  fuch  another  Ifland,  [fure, 
So  thou  wilt  let  me  live,  and  feel  no  pain. 

K.  Henry.  Ah,  what  a  fign  it  is  of  evil  life, 
Where  death's  approach  is  feen  fo  terrible ! 

War.  Beaufort ,  it  is  thy  Sovereign  fpeaks  to  thee« 

Car.  Bring  me  unto  my  trial  when  you  will. 
Dy'd  he  not  in  his  bed  ?  where  mould  he  die  ? 
Can  I  make  men  live  whe'r  they  will  or  no  ? 
Oh,  torture  me  no  more,  I  will  confefs  - 
Alive  again  ?  then  mew  me  where  he  is  : 
I'll  give  a  thoufand  pound  to  look  upon  him-      1  ■» 
He  hath  no  eyes,  the  duft  hath  blinded  them : 

Comb 
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Comb  d©wn  his  hair  5  look,  look,  it  ftands  upright.. 
Like  lime-twigs  fet  to  catch  my  winged  foul: 
Give  me  fome  drink,  and  bid  th'apothecary 
Bring  the  ftrong  poifon  that  I  bought  of  him, 

K.  Henry.  O  thou  eternal  mover  of  the  heav'ns, 
Look  with  a  gentle  eye  upon  this  wretch  ; 
Oh,  beat  away  the  bufie  meddling  fiend, 
That  lays  ftrong  fiege  unto  this  wretch's  foul, 
And  from  his  bofom  purge  this  black  defpair  \ 

War.  See  how  the  pangs  of  death  do  make  him  grim. 
Sal.  Diiturb  him  not,  let  him  pafs  peaceably. 
K.  Henry.  Peace  to  his  foul,  if  God's  good  pleafure  be  ! 
Lord  Cardinal,  if  thou  think'ft  on  heaven's  blifs, 
Hold  up  thy  hand,  make  fignal  of  thy  hope. 
He  dies,  and  makes  nofign  :  OGod,  forgive  him  ! 
War.  So  bad  a  death  argues  a  monftrous  life. 
K.  Henry.  Ferbear  to  judge,  for  we  are  linners  all* 
Clofe  up  his  Eyes,  and  draw  the  curtain  clofe, 
And  let  us  all  to  meditation.  [Exeunt. 

ACT    IV.     SCENE  I. 

The  Coaft  of  Kent. 
Alarum.    Fight  at  fea.  Ordnance  goes  off.  Enter  Captain, 
Whitmore,  and  other  Pirates ,  ivitb  Suffolk  and  others 
Prifoners. 

Cap.  Tr-tHE  gaudy,  blabbing,  and  remorfeful  day 

JL    Is  crept  into  the  bofom  of  the  fea  : 
And  now  loud  howling  wolves  aroufe  thejades 
That  drag  the  tragick  melancholy  night : 
Who  with  their  drowfie,  flow,  and  flagging  wings 
Clip  dead  mens  graves  5  and  from  their  mifty  jaws 
Breathe  foul  contagious  darknefs  in  the  air. 
Therefore  bring  forth  the  foldiers  of  our  prize  i 
For  whilft  our  pinnace  anchors  in  the  Downs, 
Here  fhallthey  make  their  ranfom  on  the  fand, 
Or  with  their  blood  ftain  this  difcolour'd  fliore. 
Matter,  this  prifoner  freely  give  I  thee  ; 
And  thou  that  art  his  mate,  make  boot  of  this: 
The  other,  Walter  Whitmore,  is  thy  fhare. 

I  Gm.  What  ii  my  ranfQm,  matter,  let  me  know* 
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Maft.  A  thoufand  crowns,  or  elfe  lay  down  your  head. 

Mate.  And  fo  much  mall  you  give,  or  off  goes  yours. 

/^>/V.  What,  think  you  much  to  pay  two  thoufand  crowns 
And  bear  the  name  and  port  of  gentlemen  ? 
Cut  both  the  villains  throats,  for  die  you  fhall : 
Nor  can  thofe  lives  which  we  have  loft  in  fight, 
Be  counter-pois'd  with  fuch  a  petty  fum. 

1  Gent*  I'll  give  it,  Sir,  and  therefore  fpare  my  life. 

2  Gent.  And  fo  will  I,  and  write  home  for  it  ftraight. 
Wbit.  I  loft  mine  eye  in  laying  the  prize  aboard, 

And  therefore  to  revenge  it,  malt  thou  die  ;  [lo  Suffolk. 
.And  fo  mould  thefe,  if  I  might  have  my  will. 
Cap.  Be  not  fo  rafh,  take  ranfom,  let  him  live. 
Suf.  Look  on  my  George,  I  am  a  gentleman, 
Rate  me  at  what  thou  wilt,  thou  malt  be  paid. 

Whit.  And  fo  am  1 5  my  name  is  Walter  Wbitmore. 
How  now  ?  why  ftart'ft  thou  ?  what,  doth  death  affright  ? 

Suf.  Thy  name  affrights  me,  in  whofe  found  is  death. 
A  cunning  man  did  calculate  my  birth, 
And  told  me  that  by  Water  I  mould  die  : 
Yet  let  not  this  make  thee  be  bloody-minded, 
Thy  name  is  Gualtier,  being  rightly  founded. 

Whit.  Gualtier  or  Walter ,  which  it  is  I  care  not. 
Ne'er  yet  did  bafe  difhonour  blur  our  name, 
But  with  our  fword  we  wip'd  away  the  blot. 
Therefore,  when  merchant-like  I  fell  revenge^ 
Broke  be  my  fword,  my  arms  torn  and  defac'd, 
And  I  proclaim' d  a  coward  through  the  world  ! 

Suf.  Stay,  Wbitmore,  for  thy  prifoner  is  a  Prince, 
The  Duke  of  Suffolk,  William  de  la  Pole. 

Whit.  The  Duke  of  Suffolk  muffled  up  in  rags  ? 
Suf.  Ay,  but  thefe  rags  are  no  part  of  tho  Duke* 
Jove  fometimes  went  difguis'd,  and  why  not  I  ? 
Cap.  But  Jove  was  never  flain  as  thou  fhalt  be, 
Suf.  Obfcure  and  lowly  fwain,  King  Uenrf%  blood, 
The  honourable  blood  of  Lancajler, 
Muft  not  be  fhed  by  fuch  a  jaded  groom ; 
Haft  thou  not  kifs'd  thy  hand,  and  held  my  ftirrop  ? 
Bare-headed  plodded  by  my  foot-cloth  mule, 
And  thought  thee  happy  when  I  ihook  my  head  ? 

How 
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How  often  haft  thou  waited  at  my  cup, 

Fed  from  my  trencher,  kneelMdown  at  the  board, 

When  I  have,  feafted  with  Queen  Margaret  t 

Remember  it,  and  let  it  make  thee  creft-fal'n, 

Ay,  and  allay  this  thy  abortive  pride  : 

How  in  our  voiding  lobby  haft  thou  ftood, 

And  duly  waited  for  my  coming  forth ! 

This  hand  of  mine  hath  writ  in  thy  behalf, 

An4  therefore  mail  it  charm  thy  riotous  tongue. 

Whit,  Speak,  Captain,  mall  I  ftab  the  forlorn  fwain  ? 
Cap.  Fii  ft  let  my  words  ftab  him,  as  he  hath  me. 
Suf.  Bafeflave,  thy  words  are  blunt,  and  fo  art  thou. 
Cap,  Convey  him  hence,  and  on  our  long-boat's  fide 
Strike  off  his  head. 

Suf,  Thou  dar'ft  not  for  thy  own. 
Cap.  Poole,  Sir  Poole  ?  Lord  ? 

Ay,  kennel  puddle  fink,  whofe  filth  and  dirt 

Troubles  the  filver  fpring  where  England  drinks : 
Now  will  I  dam  up  this  thy  yawning  mouth, 
For  fwallowing  up  the  treafure  of  the  realm. 
Thy  lips  that  kifs'd  the  Queen,  mail  fweep  the  ground  ; 
And  thou  that  fmii'ft  at  good  Duke  Humphry* %  death, 
Againft  the  fenfelefs  winds  {hall  grin  in  vain, 
Who  in  contempt  mall  hifs  at  thee  again. 
And  wedded  be  thou  to  the  hags  of  hell, 
For  daring  to  affie  a  mighty  Lord 
Unto  the  daughter  of  a  worthlefs  King, 
Having  nor  fubject,  wealth,  nor  diadem  ! 
By  devilim  policy  art  thou  grown  great, 
And,  like  ambitious  Sylla,  over-gorg'd 
With  gobbets  of  thy  mother's  bleeding  heart. 
By  thee  Anjou  and  Maine  were  fold  to  France  j 
The  falfe  revolting  Normans  thorough  thee 
Difdain  to  call  us  Lord  ;  and  Pi  cardie 
Hath  (lain  their  governors,  furpriz'd  our  forts, 
And  fent  the  ragged  foldicrs  wounded  home. 
The  princely  Warwick,  and  the  Nevills  all, 
(Whofe  dreadful  fwords  were  never  drawn  in  vain) 
As  hating  thee,  are  rifing  up  in  arms. 
And  now  the  houfe  of  Tork  (thruft  from  the  crown 
Vol,  VI.  F  By 
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By  fliameful  murther  of  a  guiltlefs  King, 
And  lofty  proud  incroaching  tyranny,) 
Burns  with  revenging  fire  ;  whofe  hopeful  colours 
Advance  a  half-fac'd  fun  ftriving  to  mine  j 
Under  the  which  is  writ,  Invitis  nubibus. 
The  Commons  here  in  Kent  are  up  in  arms : 
And  to  conclude,  reproach  and  beggary 
Are  crept  into  the  palace  of  our  King, 
And  all  by  thee.  Away  !  convey  him  hence. 

Suf  O  that  I  were  a  God,  to  moot  forth  thunder 
Upon  thefe  paultry,  fervile,  abject  drudges  ! 
Small  things  make  bafe  men  proud.  This  villain  here, 
Being  captain  of  a  pinnace,  threatens  more 
Than  Bardylis  *  the  ftrong  Illyrian  Pirate. 
,  Drones  fuck  not  eagles  blood,  but  rob  bee-hives. 
It  is  impolTible  that  I  mould  die 
By  fuch  a  lowly  vaflal  as  thy  felf. 
Thy  words  move  rage  and  not  remorfe  in  me  : 
I  go  of  meffage  from  the  Queen  to  France  ; 
I  charge  thee  waft  me  fafely  crofs  the  channel. 

Cap.  Walter  

Whit.  Come,  Suffolk,  I  mure  waft  thee  to  thy  death. 

Suf  Gclidus  timor  occupat  artus,  it's  thee  I  fear. 

Whit.  Thou  malt  have  caufe  to  fear, before  I  leave  thee. 
"What,  are  ye  daunted  now  ?  now  will  ye  floop  ? 

1  Gen.  My  gracious  Lord,intreat  him ;  fpeak  him  fair. 

Suf.  Suffolk's  imperial  tongue  is  ftern  and  rough, 
UsM  to  command,  untaught  to  plead  for  favour. 
Far  be  it  we  Ihould  honour  fuch  as  thefe 
With  humble  fuit ;  no  5  rather  let  my  head 
Stoop  to  theblcck  than  thefe  knees  bow  to  any, 
Save  to  the  God  of  heav'n  and  to  my  King  5 
And  fooner  dance  upon  a  bloody  pole,  s. 
Than  ftand  uncover'd  to  the  vulgar  groom. 
Know  true  Nobility  is  exempt  from  fear  : 
More  can  I  bear  than  you  dare  execute. 

*  Bardylis  was.  the  King  oflllyria  whom  Philip  of  Macedon  con- 
quer^. Diodor.  Sic.  lib.  10.  The  reafon  why  he  is  caird  a  pirate  is 
this,  that  it  was  the  charader  of  the  whole  illyrian  nation  (a  pow- 
erful and  a  maritime  "people)  to  live  by  rapine  and  plunder.  Illy- 
rios  cx  raptovivtre  adfuctos.  Quint.  Curt,      3.  c.  IQ> 

Cap* 
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Cap,  Hale  him  away,  and  let  him  talk  no  more. 
Suf.  Come,  foldiers,  fhew  what  cruelty  you  can, 
That  this  my  death  may  never  be  forgot. 
Great  men  oft  die  by  vile  Bezonians. 
A  Roman  fw  order  and  Bandetto  Dave 
Murther'd  fweet  fully,    Brutus*  baftard  hand 
Stab'd  Julius  Ca>fart    favage  Iflanders 
Pompey  the  Great  5  and  Suffolk  dies  by  pirates, 

[Exit  Walter  Whitmore  with  Suffolk, 
Cap.  And  as  for  thefe  whofe  ranfom  we  have  fet, 
It  is  ourpleafure  one  of  them  depart,- 
Therefore  come  you  with  us,  and  let  him  go. 

[Exeunt  Captain  and  the  reft. 
Manet  the firft  Gentleman,  Enter  Whitmore  with  the  Body, 

Whit,  There  let  his  head  and  livelefs  body  lye, 
Until  the  Queen  his  miftrefs  bury  it.    [Exit  Whitmore, 

1  Gent.  O  barbarous  and  bloody  fpectacle ! 
His  body  will  I  bear  unto  the  King  : 
If  he  revenge  it  not,  yet  will  his  friends, 
So  will  the  Queen  that  living  held  him  dear,  [Exit* 
SCENE    II.  Southwark, 
Enter  Be  vis  and  John  Holland. 
Bevis.  Come  and  get  thee  a  fword  though  made  of  a 
lath  5  they  have  been  up  thefe  two  days. 

Hoi,  They  have  the  more  need  to  fleep  now  then. 
Bevis,  I  tell  thee  Jack  Cade  the  clothier  means  to  drefs 
the  Commonweakh,and  turn  it,  and  fet  a  new  nap  upon  it. 
Hoi.  So  he  had  need,  'tis  thread-bare.  Well,  I  fay  it 
was  never  a  merry  world  in  England  fince  gentlemen 
came  up, 

Bevis,  O  miferable  age !  virtue  is  not  regarded  in  han- 
dy-crafts men. 

Hoi.  The  Nobility  think  fcorn  to  go  in  leather  aprons, 
Bevis.  Nay  more,  the  King's  council  are  no  good 
workmen. 

Hoi,  True,  and  yet  it  is  faid,  Labour  in  thy  vocation  ; 
which  is  as  much  as  to  fay,  let  the  magiftrates  belabouring 
men  ,*  and  therefore  fhould  we  be  magiftrates. 

Bevis,  Thou  haft  hit  it  5  for  there's  no  better  fign  of 
a  brave  mind  than  a  hard  hand, 

F  a  Hoi. 
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Hoi.  I  fee  them,  I  fee  them  j  there's  Befits  f0n,  the 
tanner  of  Wingham. 

Bevis.  He  fhallhave  the  fkins  of  our  enemies  to  make 
dog's  leather  of. 

Hoi.  and  Dick  the  butcher. 

Bevis.  Then  is  fin  {truck  down  like  an  ox,  and  ini- 
quity's throat  cut  like  a  calf. 

Hoi.  And  Smith  the  weaver. 

Bevis,  Argo,  their  thread  of  life  is  fpun. 

Hole,  Come,  come,  let's  fall  in  with  them. 
Drum,  Enter  Cade.  Dick  the  butcher,  Smith  the  weaver, 
and  a  faivyer9  with  infinite  numbers.  * 

Cadet*We  John  Cade,  fo  term' d  of  our  fuppofed  father— 

Dick,  Or  rather  of  ftealing  a  cade  of  herrings. 

Cade,  For  our  enemies  fhall  fall  before  us,  infpired  with 
the  fpirit  of  putting  down  Kings  and  Princes  5  command 
iilence. 

Dick.  Silence. 

Cade.  My  father  was  a  Mortimer  ■ 
Dick,  He  was  an  honeft  man  and  a  good  bricklayer. 
Cade.  My  mother  a  Plantagenet 
Dick,  I  knew  her  well,  fhe  was  a  midwife. 
Cade,  My  wife  defcended  of  the  Lacies— — 
Dick.  She  was  indeed  a  pedlar's  daughter,  and  fold  ma- 
ny laces. 

Weav.  But  now  of  late  not  able  to  travel  with  her 
furr'd  pack,  fhe  wafhes  bucks  here  at  home. 

Cade.  Therefore  am  I  of  an  honourable  houfe. 

Dick,  Ay,  by  my  faith,  the  field  is  honourable,  and 
there  was  he  born  under  a  hedge  5  for  his  father  had 
never  a  houfe  but  the  cage. 

Cade.  Valiant  I  am. 

Weav.  A'  muft  needs,  for  beggary  is  valiant. 

Cade,  I  am  able  to  endure  much. 

Dick,  No  queftion  of  that 5  for  I  have  feen  him  whipt 
three  market  days  together. 

Cade.  I  fear  neither  fword  nor  fire, 

Wea<v.  He  need  not  fear  the  fword,  for  his  coat  is  of 
proof  *.  Dick. 

*  A  quibble  intended  between  two  fenfes  of  the  word,  one  as  be- 
ing able  to  refijti  the  other  as  being  well  tried,  that  is,  long  worn. 
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Dick.  But  methinkshe  mould  ftan4  in  fear  of  fire,  be- 
ing burnt  i'th'  hand  for  ftealing  of  flieep. 

Cade,  Be  brave  then,  for  your  captain  is  brave  and  vows 
reformation.  There  mall  be  in  England  feven  half-penny 
loaves  fold  for  a  penny ;  the  three-hoop'd  pot  fhall  have 
ten  hoops,  and  I  will  make  it  felony  to  drink  fmall  beer. 
All  the  Realm  mail  be  in  common,  and  in  Cheapjide  mall 
my  palfry  go  to  grafsj  and  when  I  am  King,  as  King  I 
will  be 

All.  God  faveyour  Majefty. 

Cade,  I  thank  you,  good  people.  There  fhall  be  no 
mony,  all  fhall  eat  and  drink  upon  my  fcore,  and  I  will 
apparel  them  all  in  one  livery,  that  they  may  agree  like 
brothers,  and  worfliip  me  their  Lord. 

Dick.  The  firft  thing  we  do,  let's  kill  all  the  lawyers. 

Cade.  Nay,  that  I  mean  to  do.  Is  not  this  a  lamentable 
thing,  that  the  fkin  of  an  innocent  lamb  fhould  be  made 
parchment}  that  parchment  being  fcribbled  o'er,  mould 
undo  a  man  ?  Some  fay  the  bee  flings,  but  I  fay  'tis  bees 
wax  j  for  I  did  but  feal  once  to  a  thing,  and  I  was  never 
my  own  man  fince.  How  now  ?  who  is  there  ? 

Enter  a  Clerk. 

JVeav.  The  clerk  of  Chatham  3  he  can  write  and  read, 
an4  carl  accompt. 
Cade,  O  monftrous  ! 

JVeav.  We  took  him  fetting  boys  copies. 
Cade.  Here's  a  villain  ! 

Wca<v.  He'as  a  book  in  his  pocket  with  red  letters  in't. 
Cade,  Nay  then  he's  a  conjurer. 

Dick.  Nay,  he  can  make  obligations  and  write  court- 
hand. 

Cade.  I  am  forry  for't:  tbe  man  is  a  proper  man,  of 
mine  honour  5  unlefs  I  find  him  guilty,  he  mail  not  die. 
Come  hither,  Sirrah,  I  muft  examine  thee  ;  what  is  thy 
name  ? 

Clerk.  Emanuel. 

Dick.  They  ufe  to  write  it  on  the  top  of  letters  *  : 
'twill  go  hard  with  you. 

Cade.  Let  me  alone,  Doft  thou  ufe  to  write  thy  name  ? 
#  Several  inflates  Of  This  may  be  found  mMabillon's  Dtplomata. 

Js  %  or 
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or  haft  thou  a  mark  to  thy  felf  like  an  honeft  plain- 
dealing  man  ? 

Clerk.  Sir,  I  thank  God  I  have  been  fo  well  brought 
up,  that  I  can  write  my  name. 

AH.  He  hath  confeft  j  away  with  him  j  he  is  a  vil- 
lain and  a  traitor. 

Cade,  Away  with  him,  I  fay  ;  hang  him  with  his  pen 
and  ink-horn  about  his  neck.  [Exit  one  with  the  Clerk, 
Enter  Michael. 

Mich,  "Where  is  our  General  ? 

Cade.  Here  I  am,  thou  particular  fellow. 

Mich.  Fly,  fly,  fly  ;  Sir  Humphry  Stafford  and  his  bro- 
ther are  hard  by  with  the  King's  forces. 

Cade.  Stand,  villain,  ftand,  or  I'll  fell  thee  down ;  he 
fhall  be  encounter' d  with  a  man  as  good  as  himfelf.  He 
as  but  a  Knight,  is  a'  ? 

Mich,  No. 

'Cade.  To  equal  him  I  will  make  my  felf  a  Knight  pre- 
fentlyj  rife  up,  Sir  "John  Mortimer.    Now  have  at  him. 
SCENE  III. 
Enter  Sif  Humphry  Stafford,  and  young  Stafford,  with 
drum  and  Soldiers. 

Staf.  Rebellious  hinds,  the  filth  and  fcum  of  Kenty 
Mark'd  for  the  gallows,  lay  your  weapons  down, 
Home  to  your  cottages,  forfake  this  groom  ; 
The  King  is  merciful  if  you  revolt. 

Y.Staf.  But  angry,  wrathful,  and  inclin'd  to  blood, 
Jf  you  go  forward  ;  therefore  yield  or  die. 

Cade,    Ks  for  thefe  filken-coated  flaves  I  pafs  them. 
It  is  to  you,  good  people,  that  I  fpeak, 
O'er  whom  (in  time  to  come)  I  hope  to  reign  j 
For  I  am  rightful  heir  unto  the  crown. 

Staf.  Villain^  thy  father  was  a  plaifterer, 
And  thou  thy  felf  a  fliearman,  art  thou  not  ? 

Cade.  And  Adam  was  a  gardener. 

Y.  Staf.  And  what  of  that  ? 

Cade.  Marry,  this.  Edmund Mortimer  Earl  of  March 

ma:ried  the  Duke  of  Clarence*  s  daughter,  did  he  not  ? 
A.  of.  Ay,  Sir. 

fade.  By  her  he  had  two  children  at  one  birth. 

'  Y.  Staf, 
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Y.  Staf.  That's  falfe. 

CW<?.  Ay,  there's  the  queftion  ;  but  I  fay  'tis  true : 
The  elder  of  them  being  put  to  nurfe, 
Was  by  a  beggar-woman  ftol'n  away, 
And  ignorant  of  his  birth  and  parentage, 
Became  a  bricklayer  when  he  came  to  age. 
His  fon  am  I,  deny  it  if  you  can. 

Dick.  Nay,  'tis  too  true,  therefore  he  mail  be  King. 

Weav,  Sir,  he  made  a  chimney  in  my  father's  houfe, 
and  the  bricks  are  alive  at  this  day  to  teftify  it  j  there- 
foie  deny  it  not. 

Staf.  And  will  you  credit  this  bafe  drudge's  words, 
That  fpeaks  he  knows  not  what  ? 

All.  Ay  marry  will  we,  therefore  get  you  gone. 

Y.  Staf.  Jack  Cade,  the  Duke  of  York  hath  taught  you 
this. 

Cade.  He  lies,  for  I  invented  it  my  felf.  Goto,  Sirrah, 
tell  the  King  from  me,  that  for  his  father's  fake,  Henry 
the  Fifth,  (inwhofe  time  boys  went  to  fpan-counter  for 
F  ench  crowns)  I  am  content  he  mail  reign,  but  I'll  be 
Protector  over  him. 

Dick  And  furthermore  we'll  have  the  Lord  Say* s  head, 
for  feiling  the  Dukedom  of  Maine. 

Cade.  And  good  reafon  ;  for  thereby  is  Englandmzim' d, 
and  fain  to  go  with  a  ftaff,  but  that  my  puiffance  holds  it 
up.  Fellow-Kings,  I  tell  you,  that  Lord  Say  hath  gelded 
the  Common-wealth,  and  made  it  an  eunuch;  and  more 
than  that,  he  can  fpeak  French,  and  therefore  he  is  a 
traitor. 

Staf  O  grofs  and  miferable  ignorance  ! 

Cade.  Nay,  anfwer  if  you  can  :  the  Frenchmen  are  our 
enemies :  go  to  then  5  I  afk  but  this  5  can  he  that  fpeaks 
with  the  tongue  of  the  enemy  be  a  good  counfellor  or  no  ? 

All.  No,  no,  and  therefore  we'll  have  his  head. 

Y.  Staf  Well,  feeing  gentle  words  will  not  prevail, 
Affail  them  with  the  army  of  the  King. 

Staf  Herald,  away,  and  throughout  every  town 
Proclaim  them  traitors  that  are  up  with  Cade  ; 
That  thpfe  which  fly  before  the  battle  ends, 
May  (even  in  their  wives  and  childrens  fight) 
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Be  hang'd  up  for  example  at  their  doors  j 
And  you  that  be  the  King's  friends  follow  me. 

[Ex.  the  two  StafFords  with  their  Followers, 

Cade.  And  you  that  love  the  Commons  follow_j»e. 
Now  mew  your  felves  men,  'tis  for  liberty. 
We  will  not  leave  one  Lord,  one  gentleman  5 
Spare  none,  but  fuch  as  go  in  clouted  fhoone, 
For  they  are  thrifty  honelt  men,  and  fuch 
As  would  (but  that  they  dare  not)  take  our  parts. 

Dick*  They  are  all  in  order,  and  march  toward  us. 

Cade.  But  then  are  we  in  order,  when  we  are  moll  out 
of  order. 

Come,  march  forward.  [Ex..  Cade  and  his  Party. 

[Alarum  to  fight,  wherein  both  the  Staffords  are Jlain, 
Enter  Cade  and  the  reft. 
Cade.  Where's  Dick,  the  butcher  of  AJhfordf 
Dick.  Here,  Sir. 

Cade.  They  fell  before  thee  like  fheep  and  oxen,and  thou 
behaved' ft  thy  felf  as  if  thou  hadft  been  in  thine  own 
llaughter-houfe;  therefore  thus  I  will  reward  thee  {  the 
Lent  mall  be  as  iong  again  as  it  is,  and  thou  malt  have  a 
licenfe  to  kill  for  a  hundred  lacking  one. 

Dick,  I  defire  no  more. 

Cade.  And  to  fpeak  truth,  thou  deferv'ft  no  lefs.  This 
monument  of  the  victory  will  I  bear,  artd  the  bodies  mall 
be  dragg'dat  my  horfe's  heels  'till  I  do  come  to  London, 
where  we  will  have  the  Mayor's  fword  born  before  us. 

Dick.  If  we  mean  to  thrive  and  do  good,  break  open 
the  goals,  and  let  out  the  prifoners. 

Cade,  Fear  not  that,  I  warrant  thee.  Come,  let's 
march  towards  London.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    IV.  Black-heath. 
Enter  King  Henry  with  a  fupplication,  and^ueen  Margaret 

with  Suffolk' J  head,  the  Duke  ^Buckingham,  and 
the  Lord  Say. 

Q^Mar.  Oft  have  I  heard  that  grief  foftens  the  mind, 
And  makes  it  fearful  and  degenerate  5 
Think  therefore  on  revenge,  and  ceafe  to  weep. 
But  who  can  ceafe  to  weep,  and  look  on  this  ? 
Here  may  his  head  lye  on  my  throbbing  breaft  ; 

But 
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But  where' s  the  body  that  I  mould  imbrace  ? 

Buck,  What  anfwer  makes  your  Grace  to  the  rebels 
fupplication  ? 

K.  Hettry,  I'll  fend  fome  holy  Bifhop  to  intreat  ; 
For  God  forbid  fo  many  fimple  fouls 
Should  perifh  by  the  fword  !  And  I  my  felf, 
Rather  than  bloody  war  fhould  cut  them  fhort, 
Will  parly  wither*  Cade  their  General. 
But  ftay,  I'll  read  it  over  once  again. 

Q^Mar.  Ah  barbarous  villains  !  hath  this  lovely  face 
Rul'd  like  a  wand'ring  planet  over  me, 
And  could  it  not  inforce  them  to  relent, 
That  were  unworthy  to  behold  the  fame  ? 

K.  Henry.  Lord  Say,  Jack  Cade  hath  fworn  to  have 
thy  head. 

Say.  Ay,  but  I  hope  your  Highnefs  fhall  have  his, 

K,  Henry.  How  now,  Madam  ? 
Lamenting  ftill,  and  mourning  Suffolk's  death  ? 
I  fear  me,  love,  if  that  I  had  been  dead, 
Thou  would'ft  not  half  have  mourn'd  fo  much  for  me. 

Q^Mar.My  love,  I  fhould  not  mourn>but  die  for  thee. 
Enter  a  Meffenger. 

K.  Henry.  How  now  ?  what  news  ?  whycom'ft  thou 
in  fuch  Jiafte  ? 

Mef.  The  rebels  are  in  Southwark ;  fly,  my  Lord  : 
Jack  Cade  proclaims  himfelf  Lord  Mortimer. 
Defcended  from  the  Duke  of  Clarence*  houfe, 
And  calls  your  Grace  ufurper  openly, 
And  vows  to  crown  himfelf  in  Wefiminfier. 
His  army  is  a  ragged  multitude 
Of  hinds  and  peafants,  rude  and  mercilefs  : 
Sir  Humphry  Stafford  and  his  brother's  death 
Hath  given  them  heart,  and  courage  to  proceed  : 
All  fcholars,  lawyers,  courtiers,  gentlemen, 
They  call  falfe  caterpillars,  and  intend  their  death. 

K.  Hen.  O  gracelefs  men  !  they  know  not  what  they  do. 

Buck.  My  gracious  Lord,  retire  to  Killingwortb, 
Until  a  power  be  rais'd  to  put  them  down. 

Q^Mar.  Ah  !  were  the  Duke  of  Suffolk  now  alive, 
Theie  Kentifh  rebels  fhould  be  foon  appeas'd. 

K.  Henry. 
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K.  Henry.  Lord  Say,  the  traitors  hate  thee, 
Therefore  away  with  us  to  Killingioorth . 

Say.  So  might  your  Grace's  perfon  be  in  danger: 
The  fight  of  me  is  odious  in  their  eyes  j 
And  therefore  in  this  city  will  I  flay, 
And  live  alone  as  fecret  as  I  may. 

Enter  another  MeJ/enger, 

z  Mef,  Jack  Cade  hath  gotten  London-bridge, 
The  citizens  fly  him,  and  forfake  their  houfes  : 
The  rafcal  people  thirfting  after  prey 
Join  with  the  traitor,  and  they  jointly  fwear 
To  fpoil  the  city  and  your  royal  Court. 

Buck.  Then  linger  not,  my  Lord,  away,  take  horfe  5 

K.  Hen,  Come, Marg ret, God  our  hope  will  fuccour  us. 

Q^Mar,  My  hope  is  gone,  now  Suffolk  is  deceased. 

K.  Hen,  Farewel,  my  Lord,  truft  not  to  Kentijb  rebels* 

■Buck.  Truft  no  body,  for  fear  you  be  betray 'd. 

Say,  The  truft  I  have  is  in  mine  innocence, 
And  therefore  am  I  bold  and  refolute.  Exeunt, 

SCENE   V.  LONDON. 
Enter  Lord  Scales  upon  the  Tower  walking.  Then  enter  tWQ 
or  three  Citizens  below. 

Scales,  How  now  ?  is  Jack  Cade  llain  ? 

1  tit.  No,  my  Lord,  nor  like  to  be  (lain  :  for  they  have 
won  the  bridge,  killing  all  thofe  that  withftand  them  : 
the  Lord  Mayor  craves  aid  of  your  honour  from  the  Totwr 
to  defend  the  city  from  the  rebels. 

Scales,  Such  aid  as  I  can  fpare  you  fhall  command, 
But  I  am  troubled  here  with  them  my  felf. 
The  rebels  have  aflay'd  to  win  the  Tower. 
But  get  you  into  Smithfield,  gather  head, 
And  thither  will  I  fend  you  Matthew  Goff. 
Fight  for  your  King,  your  country  and  your  lives, 
And  fo  farewel,  for  I  muft  hence  again.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE    VI.    Changes  to  Cannon-Street. 
Enter  Jack  Cade  and  the  reft,  and ftrikes  his  fiaff  on  Lon- 
don-Stone. 

Cade.  Now  is  Mortimer  Lord  of  this  city,  and  here  fitting  I 
upon  London- Stone,  I  charge  and  command  that  of  the  city's 
coft  the  pilling  conduit  run  nothing  but  claret  wine  thefirft 

year  1 

1 1 
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year  of  our  reign.  And  now  henceforward  it  mall  be  trea- 
son for  any  that  calls  me  other  than  Lord  Mortimer, 
Enter  a  Soldier  rnnning* 
Sold.  Jack  Cade,  Jack  Cade! 

Cade.  Knock  him  down  there.  [They  kill  him. 

Wea<v.  If  this  fellow  be  wife,  he'll  never  call  you  Jack 
Cade  more  ;  I  think  he  hath  a  very  fair  warning. 

Dick.  My  Lord,  there's  an  army  gathered  together 
in  Smitbfie/d, 

Cade.  Come  then,  let's  go  fight  with  them  :  but  firft  go 
and  fet  London-Bridge  on  fire,  and  if  you  can,  bum 
down  the  Tower  too.  Come,  let's  away.    [Exeunt  Gtnnes* 

SCENE    VII.    Changes  to  Smithfield. 
Alarum.   Mathew  GofF  is  fiain,  and  all  the  reft.  Then 
enter  Jack  Cade  with  his  company. 
Cade.  So,  Sirs ;  Now  go  fome  and  pull  down  the  Sa- 
voy :  others  to  the  Inns  of  courts,  down  with  them  all ! 
Dick.  I  have  a  fuit  unto  your  Lordmip. 
Cade.  Be  it  a  Lord/hip,  thou  /halt  have  it  for  that  word. 
Dick.  Only  that  the  iaws  of  England  may  come  out  of 
your  mouth.  > 

John.  Mafs,  'twill  be  fore  law  then,  for  he  was  thruft 
in  the  mouth  with  a  fpear,  and  'tis  not  whole  yet.  . 

Smith.  Nay,  John,  it  will  be  ftinking  law,  for  his 
breath  ftinks  with  toafted  cheefe. 

Cade.  I  have  thought  upon  it,  it  mail  be  fo.  Away, 
burn  all  the  records  of  the  realm,  my  mouth  mall  be 
the  parliament  of  England. 

John.  Then  we  are  like  to  have  biting  ftatute*,  un- 
lefshis  teeth  be  puU'dout, 

Cade.  And  henceforward  all  things  mall  be  in  common. 

SCENE    VIII.     Enter  a  Mejenger. 
MeJJT.  My  Lord,  a  prize,  a  prize!  here's  the  Lord  Say 
which  fold  the  towns  in  France^  he  that  made  us  pay  one 
and  twenty  fifteens  and  one  milling  to  the  pound,  the  laft 
fubfidy. 

Enter  George  with  the  Lord  Say. 
Cade.  Well,  he  mail  be  beheaded  for  it  ten  times.  Ah, 
thou  Say,  thou  ferge,  nay,  thou  buckram  Lord,  now  art 
thou  within  point-blank  of  our  jurifdiftion  regal.  What 

canft 
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canft  thou  anfwerto  myMajefty  for  giving  up  of  Normandy 
unto  Monfieur  *  Bajimecu,  the  Dauphin  of  France  ?  be  it 
known  unto  thee  by  thefe  prefents,  even  the  prefence  of 
Lord  Mortimer ,  that  I  am  the  befom  that  muft  fweep  the 
Court  clean  of  fuch  filth  as  thou  art:  thou  haft  moft  trai- 
teroufly  corrupted  the  youth  of  the  realm  in  erecting  a 
grammar- fchoolj  and  whereas  before  our  fore-fathers  had 
no  other  books  but  the  fcore  and  the  tally, thou  haft  caufed 
printing  to  be  us'd  5  and  contrary  to  the  King,  his  crown 
and  dignity,  thou  haft  built  a  paper-mill.  It  will  be  prov'd 
to  thy  face  that  thou  haft  men  about  thee,  that  ufually 
talk  of  a  Noun  and  a  Verb,  and  fuch  abominable  words,  as 
no  chriftian  ear  can  endure  to  hear.  Thou  haft  appointed 
juftices  of  the  peace  to  call  poor  men  before  them  about 
matters  they  were  not  able  to  anfwer.  Moreover,thou  haft 
put  them  in  prifon,  and  becaufe  they  could  not  read,  thou 
haft  hang' d  them  5  when  indeed,  only  for  that  caufe 
they  have  been  moft  worthy  to  live.  Thou  doft  ride  on 
a  foot-cloth,  doft  thou  not  ? 
Say.  What  of  that  ? 

Cade.  Marry,  thou  ought' ft  not  to  let  thy  horfe  wear 
a  cloak,  when  honefter  men  than  thou  go  in  their  hofe 
and  doublets. 

Dick.  And  work  in  their  fhirt  too,  as  my  felf  for 
example,  that  am  a  butcher. 

Say.  You  men  of  Kent3> 

Dick.  Well,  what  fay  you  of  Kent  f 

Say.  Nothing  but  this  :  Bona  terw  mala  gens. 

Cade,  Away  with  him,  away  with  him,  he  fpeaks  latin. 

Say.  Here  me  but  fpeak,and  bear  me  where  you  will. 
Kent,  in  the  commentaries  Cafar  writ, 
Is  term'd  the  civil' ft  place  of  all  this  Ifle  5 
Sweet  is  the  country,  beauteous,  full  of  riches, 
The  people  liberal,  valiant,  active,  worthy : 
Which  makes  me  hope  thou  art  not  void  of  pity, 
I  fold  not  Maine,  I  loft  not  Normandy, 
Yet  to  recover  them  would  lofe  my  life  5 
Juftice  with  favour  have  I  always  done, 


*  He  means  to  fay,  Bafix  ma  queue* 

Prayers 
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Prayers  and  tears  have  mov'd  me,  gifts  could  never  j 
When  have  I  ought  exacted  at  your  hands  ? 
Kent  to  maintain,  the  King,  the  realm  and  you, 
Large  gifts  have  I  beftow'd  on  learned  clerks, 
Bccaufe  my  book.  preferr'd  me  to  the  King : 
And  feeing  ignorance  is  the  curfe  of  God, 
Knowledge  the  wing  wherewith  we  fly  to  heav'nj 
Unlefs  you  be  pofTert.  with  dev'lifh  fpirits, 
Ye  cannot  but  forbear  to  murther  me  : 
This  tongue  hath  parlied  unto  foreign  Kings 
For  your  behoof. 

Cade.  Tut,  tut !  when  ftruck'ft  thou  one  blow  in  the 
field  ? 

Say.  Great  men  have  reaching  hands ;  oft  have  I  ftruck 
thofe  that  Ineverfaw,  and  ftruck  them  dead. 

George.O  monftrous  coward !  what, tocome behind  folks? 

Say.  Thefe  cheeks  are  pale  with  watching  for  your  goodt 

Cade.  Give  him  a  box  o'th'  ear,  and  that  will  make  'em 
red  again. 

Say.  Long  fitting  to  determine  poor  mens  caufes 
Hath  made  me  full  of  ficknefs  and  difeafes. 

Cade.  Ye  fhall  have  a  hempen  caudle  then,  and  the  help 
of  a  hatchet. 

Dick.  Why  dofi;  thou  quiver,  man  ? 

Say.  The  palfie,  and  not  fear,  provoketh  me. 

Cade.  Nay,  he  nods  at  us,  as  who  mould  fay,  I'll  be 
even  with  you.  I'll  fee  if  his  head  will  ftand  {readier  on 
a  pole  or  no  :  take  him  away,  and  behead  him. 

Say,  Tell  me,  wherein  have.  I  offended  moft  ? 
Have  I  affected  wealth  or  honour  ?  fpeak. 
Are  my  chefts  fili'd  up  with  extorted  gold  ? 
Is  my  apparel  fumptuous  to  behold  ? 
Whom  have  I  injur'd,  that  ye  feek  my  death  ? 
Thefe  hands  are  free  from  guiltlefs  blood-fhedding, 
This  breaft  from  harb'ring  foul  deceitful  thoughts. 
O,  let  me  live  ! 

Cade.  I  feel  remorfe  in  my  felf  with  his  words  ;  but  I'll 
bridle  it  j  he  fhall  die,  an  it  be  but  for  pleading  fo  well  for 
his  life.  Away  with  him,  he  has  a  familiar  under  his 
tongue,  he  fpeaks  not  o'  God's  name,  Go,  take  him  away 
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I  fay,  and  ftrikeoffhis  head  prefently,  and  then  break 
into  his  fon-in- law's  houfe,  Sir  James  Cromer,  and  ftrike 
off  his  head,and  bring  them  both  upon  two  poles  hither* 
AIL  It  mall  be  done. 

Say.  Ah,  country-men,   if  when  you  make  your 
God  mould  be  fo  obdurate  as  yourfelves,  [pray'rsj 
How  would  it  fare  with  your  departed  fouls  ? 
And  therefore  yet  relent,  ,and  fave  my  life.  , 

Cade.  Away  with  him,  and  do  as  I  command  ye:  [Ex.. 
fome  with  Lord  Say.]  the  proudeft  Peer  of  the  realm  mall 
not  wear  a  head  on  his  moulders,  unlefs  he  pay  me  tribute  ; 
theremall  not  a  maid  be  married^but  fhe  mail  pay  me  her 
maidenhead  ere  they  have  it  $  men  fhall  hold  of  me  in 
Capite.  And  we  charge  and  command,  that  their  wives 
be  as  free  as  heart  can  wifli,  or  tongue  can  tell. 

Dick.  My  Lord,  when  mail  we  go  to  Cheapjide,  and 
take  up  commodities  upon  our  bills  ? 

Cade.  Marry,  prefently. 

AIL  O  brave  ! 

Enter  one  with  the  beads. 

Cade.&ut  is  not  this  braver?  let  them  kifs  onejanother  j 
for  they  lov'd  well  when  they  were  alive :  Now  part 
them  again,  left  they  confult  about  the  giving  up  of 
fome  more  towns  in  France.    Soldiers,  defer  the  fpoil 
of|the  city  until  night  $  for  with  thefe  borne  before  us, 
inftead  of  maces,  will  we  ride  through  the  ftreets,  and 
at  every  corner  have  them  kifs.    Away  1  [Exeunt. 
SCENE    IX    Changes  to  Southward 
Alarum,  and  Retreat.    Enter  again  Cade,  and  all  his 
Rabblement. 

Cade.  Up  Fijb-ftreet,  down  St  Magnes*  Corner,  kill 
and  knock  down,  throw  them  into  Thames. 

A  Parley  founded. 
"What  noife  is  this  I  hear  ?  dare  any  be  fo  bold  to  found 
retreat  or  parley,  when  I  command  them  kill  ? 
Enter  Buckingham  and  old  Clifford. 

Buck.  Ay, here  they  be  that  dare  and  will  difturb  thee  • 
Kkow,  Cade,  we  come  ambarTadors  from  the  King 
Unto  the  Commons,  whom  thou  haft  mif-led, 
And  here  pronounce  free  pardon  to  them  all 
That  will  forfake  thee,  and  go  home  in  peace.  Clif* 
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CKf.  What  fay  yey  country-men,  will  ye  relent, 
And  yield  to  mercy,  whilft  'tis  ofter'd  you, 
Or  let  a  rabble  lead  yeu  to  your  deaths  ? 
Who  loves  the  King,  and  will  embrace  his  pardon, 
Fling  up  his  cap,  and  fay,  God  fave  his  Majefiy  ! 
Who  hateth  him,  and  honours  not  his  father, 
Henry  the  fifth,  that  made  all  France  to  quake, 
Shake  he  his  weapon  at  us,  and  pafs  by. 
1    All.  God  fave  the  King  !  God  fave  the  King ! 

Cade,  What,  Buckingham  and  Clifford,  are  ye  fo  brave  ? 
and  you,  bafe  peafants,  do  ye  believe  them  ?  will  you  needs 
l>e  hang'd  with  your  pardons  about  your  necks?  hath  my 
fword  therefore  broke  thxo\i$iLondon  gates,that  you  mould 
leave  me  at  the  White- hart  in  Soutfawark  f  I  thought  you 
would  never  have  given  out  thefe  arms  'till  you  had  reco- 
vered your  ancient  freedom  :  but  you  are  all  recreants  and 
daflards,  and  delight  to  live  in  ilavery  to  the  Nobility.  Let 
them  break  your  backs  with  burthens,  take  your  houfes 
ever  your  heads,  ravifh  yourwives  and  daughters  before  your 
feces.  For  me,  I  will  make  ihift  for  one,  and  fo  God** 
curfe  light  upon  you  all  X 

All  We'll  follow  Cade,  we'll  follow  Cade: 

Clif.  Is  Cade  the  fon  of  Henry  the  fifth, 
That  thus  you  do  exclaim  you'll  go  with  him  ? 
Will  he  conduct  you  through  the  heart  of  France, 
And  make  the  meaneft  of  you  Earls  and  Dukes  ? 
Alas,  he  hath  no  home,  no  place  to  fly  to  : 
Nor  knows  he  how  to  live,  but  by  the  fporl, 
Unlefs  by  robbing  of  your  friends  and  us. 
Were't  not  a  fhame,  that  whilft  you  live  at  jar, 
The  fearful  French,  whom  you  late  vanquimed, 
Should  make  a  ftart  o'er  feas,  and  vanquifh  you  ? 
Methinks  already  in  this  civil  broil 
1  fee  them  lording  it  in  London  ftreets, 
Crying  Villageois  !  unto  all  they  meet. 
Better  ten  thoufand  bafe-born  Cades  mifcarry, 
Thau  you  mould  ftoop  unto  a  Frenchman's  mercy. 
To  France  !  to  France  /  and  get  what  you  have  loft  ; 
Spare  England,  for  it  is  your  native  coaft. 
Henry  hath  money,  you  are  ftrong  and  manly : 
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God  on  our  fide,  doubt  not  of  victory. 

AIL  A  Clifford!  a  Clifford!  we'll  follow  the  King 
and  Clifford, 

Cade.  Was  ever  feather  fo  lightly  blown  to  and  fro,  as 
this  multitude  ?  the  name  of  Henry  the  fifth  hales  them  to 
an  hundred  milchiefs,  and  makes  them  leave  me  defolate, 
I  fee  them  lay  their  heads  together  to  furprize  me.  My 
fword  make  way  for  me,for  here  is  no  flaying  ;  in  defpight 
of  the  devils  and  hell,  have  through  the  very  midft  of  you  9 
and  heavens  and  honour  be  witnefs,that  nowantofrefolu- 
tion  in  me,  but  only  my  followers  bafe  and  ignominious 
treafons  make  me  betake  me  to  my  heels.  [Exit* 

Buck.  What,  is  he  fled  ?  go  fome  and  follow  him« 
And  he  that  brings  his  head  unto  the  King, 
Shall  have  a  thoufand  crowns  for  his  reward. 

[Exeunt  form  of  them* 
Follow  me,  foldiers  ;  we'll  devife  a  mean 
To  reconcile  you  all  unto  the  King.       [Exeunt  omntu 

SCENE    X.    'The  Palace  at  Killingworth. 
Sound  trumpets.    Enter  King  Henry,  Qu*en  Margaret 
and  Somerfet  on  the  Terras. 
K  Henry*  Was  ever  King  that  'joy'd  an  earthly  throne, 
And  could  command  no  more  content  than  I  ? 
No  fooner  was  I  crept  out  of  my  cradle, 
But  I  was  made  a  King  at  nine  months  old  : 
Was  never  fubjed  long'd  to  be  a  King, 
As  I  do  long  and  wifli  to,  be  a  fubjecl. 

Enter  Buckingham  and  Clifford. 
Buck.  Health  and  glad  tidings  to  your  Majefty! 
K.  Henry.  Why,  Buckingham,  is  the  traitor  Cade  far- 
Or  is  he  but  retir'd  to  make  him  ftrong  ?  priz'd  ? 

Enter  multitudes  with  halters  about  their  necks. 
Clif.  He's  fled,  my  Lord,  and  all  his  pow'rs  do  yield, 
And  humbly  thus  with  halters  on  their  necks 
Expect  your  Highnefs*  doom  of  life  or  death. 

K.  Henry.  Then,  heav'n,  fet  ope  thy  everlafting  gates, 
To  entertain  my  vows  of  thanks  and  praife  ! 
Soldiers,  this  day  have  you  redeemed  your  lives, 
And  fhew'd  how  well  you  love  your  Prince  and  country  : 
Continue  ftill  in  this  fo  good  a  mind, 
And  H$nryt  though  he  be  unfortunate,  Allure 
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Allure  ycurfelves  will  never  be  unkind  : 
And  fo  with  thanks  and  pardon  to  you  all, 
I  do  difmifs  you  to  your  feveral  countries. 

AIL  God  fave  the  King  !  God  fave  the  King  !  [Exeunt. 
Enter  Mejj'enger .  . 

Mef.  Pleafe  it  your  Grace  to  be  advertifed, 
The  Duke  of  Tork  is  newly  come  from  Ireland, 
And  with  a  puiffant  and  mighty  pow'r 
Of  defp'rate  gallow-glaffes  and  flout  kerns, 
Jsxnarching  hitherward  in  proud  array  : 
And  ftill  proclaimeth  as  he  comes  along, 
His  arms  are  only  to  remove  from  thee 
The  Duke  of  Somerfet,  whom  he  terms  a  traitor. 

K.  Henry.    Thus  ftands  my  ftate  'twixt  Cade  and  Ttrk 
diitreft, 

Like  to  a  ^hip  that  having  'fcap'd  a  tempeft 
Is  ftraitway  calm'd  and  boarded  with  a  pirate. 
But  now  is  Cade  driv'n  back,  his  men  difpers'd, 
And  now  is  Tork  in  arms  to  fecond  him. 
I  pray  thee,  Buckingham,  go  and  meet  with  him, 
And  afk  him  what's  the  reafon  of  thefe  arms  ; 
Tell  him  Til  fend  Duke  Edmund  to  the  Tower, 
And,  Somerfet,  we  will  commit  thee  thither, 
Until  his  army  be  difmift  from  him. 

Som.  My  Lord, 
1*11  yield  myfelf  to  prifon  willingly, 
Or  unto  death  to  do  my  country  good, 

K.  Henry.  In  any  cafe  be  not  too  rough  in  terms, 
For  he  is  fierce  and  cannot  brook  hard  language. 

Buck.  I  will,  my  Lord,  and  doubt  not  fo  to  deal, 
As  all  things  ihall  redound  unto  your  good. 

K. iiVffry. Come  wife,  let's  in, and  learn  to  govern  better; 
For  yet  may  England  curfe  my  wretched  reign.  [Exeunt. 
SCENE    XI.    A  Garden  in  sKent. 
Enter  Jack  Cade. 

Cade.  Fie  on  ambition  5  fie  on  myfelf  that  have  a  fword, 
and  yet  am  ready  to  famifh. Thefe  five  days  have  I  hid  me 
in  thefe  woods  and  durft  not  peep  out,  for  all  the  country  is 
laid  for  me  :  but  now  am  I  fo  hungry,  that  if  I  might  have 
ft  leafe  of  my  Hfeforathoufand  years,  Icould  ftay  no  longer. 
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Wherefore  o'er  a  brick- wall  have  I  climb'd  into  this  garden 
to  fee  if  I  can  eat  grafs,  or  pick  a  fallet  another  while, 
which  is  not  amifs  to  cool  a  man's  ftomach  this  hot  wea- 
ther 5  and  I  think  this  word  fallet  was  born  to  do  me  good, 
for  many  a  time  but  for  a  fallet  my  brain-pan  had  been  cleft 
with  a  brown  bill ;  and  many  a  time  when  I  have  been  dry, 
and  bravely  marching,  ithathferv'd  meinfteadof  a  quart- 
pot  to  drink  in  j  and  now  the  word  fallet  mull  fer  ve  me  to 
feed  on.  Enter  Iden. 

Iden.  Lord  !  who  would  live  turmoiled  in  the  Court, 
And  may  enjoy  fuch  quiet  walks  as  thefe  ? 
This  fmall  inheritance  my  father  left  me 
Contenteth  me,  and's  worth  a  monarchy* 
I  feek  not  to  wax  great  by  others  waining, 
Or  gather  wealth  I  care  not  with  what  envy  ; 
Sufficeth,  that  I  have  maintains  my  ftate, 
And  fends  the  poor  well  pleafed  from  my  gate» 

Cade.  Here's  the  Lord  of  the  foil  come  tofeizeme  for  a 
ftray  forentring  his  fee-fimple  without  leave.  Ah,  vil- 
lain, thou  wilt  betray  me  and  get  a  thoufand  crowns  of  the 
King  by  carrying  my  head  to  him  j  but  I'll  make  thee  eat 
iron  like  an  oflridge,  and  fwallow  my  fword  like  a  great 
pin,  ere  thou  and  I  part. 

Iden,  Why,  rude  companion,  whatfoe'er  thou  be^ 
I  know  thee  not  5  why  then  mould  I  betray  thee  r 
Is't  not  enough  to  break  into  my  garden, 
And  like  a  thief  to  come  to  rob  my  grounds, 
Climbing  my  walls  in  fpight  of  me  the  owner, 
But  thou  wilt  brave  me  with  thefe  fawcy  terms  ? 

Cade.  Brave  thee  ?  by  the  beft  blood  that  ever  was 
broach'd,  and  beard  thee  too.  Look  on  me  well,  I  have 
cat  no  meat  thefe  five  days,  yet  come  thou  and  thy  five 
men,  and  if  I  do  net  leave  you  as  dead  as  a  door  nail,  I 
pray  God  I  may  never  eat  grafs  more. 

Iden.  Nay,  it  fhall  ne'er  be  faid  while  England  ftuids, 
That  Alexander  Iden  an  Efquire  of  Kent , 
Took  odds  to  combat  a  poor  fami/h'd  man*  ^ 
Oppofe  thy  fledfaft  gazing  eyes  to  mine, 
See  if  thou  canft  out-face  me  with  thy  looks  \ 
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Set  limb  to  limb,  and  thou  art  far  the  leffer  : 

Thy  hand  is  but  a  finger  to  my  fift, 

Thy  leg  a  ftick  compared  with  this  truncheon, 

My  foot  fhall  fight  with  all  the  ftrength  thou  haft  j 

Aad  if  mine  arm  be  heaved  in  the  air, 

Thy  grave  is  digg'd  already  in  the  earth  : 

As  for  more  words,  let  this  my  fword  report 

(Whofe  greatnefs  anfwers  words)  what  fpeech  forbears. 

Cade.  By  my  valour,  the  moft  complete  champion  that 
ever  I  heard.  Steel,  if  thou  turn  thine  edge,  or  cut  not 
out  the  burly-bon'd  clown  in  chines  of  beef  ere  thou 
fkep  in  thy  fheath,  I  befeech  Jove  on  my  knees  thou 
may'it  be  turned  into  hobnails. 

Here  they  jight. 
©  I  am  flain !  famine,  and  no  other,  hath  flain  me  \  let  ten 
thoufand  devils  come  againft  me,  and  give  me  but  the  tea 
meals  I  have  loft,  and  I'd  defy  them  all.  Wither,  garden, 
and  be  henceforth  a  burying-place  to  all  that  do  dwell  in 
thishoufe,  becaufe  the  unconquer'd  foul  of  Cade  is  fled  \ 

Tden.  Is' t  Cade  that  I  have  flain,  that  monftrous  traitor  ? 
Sword,  I  will  hallow  thee  for  this  thy  deed, 
And  hang  thee  o'er  my  tomb  when  I  am  dead. 
Ne'er  fhall  this  blood  be  wiped  from  thy  point, 
But  thou  fhalt  wear  it  as  a  herald's  coat, 
To  emblaze  the  honour  which  thy  mafter  got. 

Cade.  Idetty  farewel,  and  be  proud  of  thy  victory  :  tell 
Kent  from  me  ihe  hath  loft  her  beft  man,  and  exhort  all 
the  world  to  be  cowards  5  for  I  that  never  fear'd  any> 
am  vanquished  by  famine,  not  by  valour.  [Dies* 

Iderr.  How  much  thou  wrong'ft  me,  heaven  be  my  judge  ! 
Die,  damned  wretch,  the  curfe  of  her  that  bare  thee  t 
And  as  I  thruft  thy  body  in  with  my  fword, 
So  wifh  I,  I  might  thruft  thy  foul  to  hell. 
Hence  will  I  drag  thee  headlong  by  the  heels 
Unto  a  dunghill  which  lhall  be  thy  grave, 
And  there  cut  off  thy  moft  ungracious  head, 
Which  I  will  bear  in  triumph  to  the  King, 
Leaving  thy  trunk  for  crows  to  feed  upon,  [Exit, 
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ACTV.     SCENE  I. 

In  the  Fields  near  London. 

Enter  York,  and  his  army  of  I  rim,  with  drum  and  colours. 

Tor i.T^Rom  Ireland  thus  comes  Tork  to  claim  his  right, 
1/  And  pluck  the  crown  from  feeble  Henry's  head. 

Ring  bells  aloud,  burn  bonfires  clear  and  bright, 

To  entertain  great  England's  lawful  King  ! 

Ah  Majefty  !  who  would  not  buy  thee  dear  ? 

Let  them  obey  that  know  not  how  to  rule. 

This  hand  was  made  to  handle  nought  but  golcU 

I  cannot  give  due  action  to  my  words, 

Except  a  fword  or  fceptre  balance  it. 

A  fceptre  {hall  it  have,  (have  I  a  foul,) 

On  which  I'll  tofs  the  Flower-de-Luce  of  France, 
Enter  Buckingham. 

Whom  have  we  here  ?  Buckingham  to  difturb  me  ? 

The  King  hath  fent  him  fure  :  I  muft  diffemble; 

Buck.  Tork,  if  thou  meaneft  well,  I  greet  thee  well. 
Tork,  Humphry  of  Buckingham ,  I  accept  thy  greeting* 

Art  thou  a  meflenger,  or  come  of  pleafure  ? 

Buck.  A  meflenger  from  Henry  our  dread  Liege, 
To  know  the  reafon  of  thefe  arms  in  peace  ; 
Or  why  thou  being  a  fubjecl:  as  I  am,  / 
Againft  thy  oath  and  true  allegiance  fworn, 
Should' ft  raife  fo  great  a  power  without  his  leave  j 
Or  dare  to  bring  thy  force  fo  near  the  Court. 

York.  Scarce  can  I  fpeak,  my  choler  is  fo  great. 
Oh  !  I  could  hew  up  rocks  and  fight  with  flint, 
I  am  fo  angry  at  thefe  abject  terms. 
And  now  like  Ajax  Telamoniusy 
On  fheep  or  oxen  could  I  fpend  my  fury. 
I  am  far  better  born  than  is  the  King  : 
More  like  a  King,  more  kingly  in  my  thoughts* 
But  I  muft  make  fair  weather  yet  a  while, 
'Till  Henry  be  more  weak  and  I  more  ftrong.  \Afide. 
O  Buckingham  I  I  pr'ythee,  pardon  me, 
That  I  have  giv'n  no  anfwer  all  this  while  ; 
My  mind  was  troubled  with  deep  melancholy. 
The  caufe  why  I  have  brought  this  army  hither, 
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Is  to  remove  proud  Somerfet  from  the  King, 
Seditious  to  his  Grace  and  to  the  ftate. 

Buck,  That  is  too  much  prefumption  on  thy  part  $ 
But  if  thy  arms  be  to  no  other  end, 
The  King  hath  yielded  unto  thy  demand  : 
The  Duke  of  Somerfet  is  in  the  Tower. 
York.  Upon  thine  honour,  is  he  prifoner  ? 
Buck*  Upon  mine  honour,  he  is  prifoner. 
York,  Then,  Buckingham,  I  do  difmifs  my  powers* 
Soldiers,  I  thank  you  all  5  difperfe  your  felves  j 
Meet  me  to-morrow  in  St.  George' s  field, 
You  mail  have  pay  and  ev'ry  thing  you  wilh, 
And  let  my  Sovereign,  virtuous  Henry, 
Command  my  eldeft  fon,  nay,  all  my  fons, 
As  pledges  of  my  fealty  and  love, 
I'll  fend  them  all  as  willing  as  I  live  5 
Lands,  goods,  horfe,  armour,  any  thing  I  have 
Is  his  to  ufe,  fo  Somerfet  may  die. 

Buck,  York,  I  commend  this  kind  fubmiflion, 
We  twain  will  go  into  his  Highnefs'  tent.  [Exeunt,, 

SCENE    II.    The  King's  Pavilion. 
Enter  King  Henry  and  Attendants.  Re-enter  Buckingham 
and  York  with  Attendants. 
K.  Henry.  Buckingham,  doth  York  intend  no  harm  to  us, 
That  thus  he  marcheth  with  thee  arm  in  arm  ? 

York,  In  all  fubmiflion  and  humility, 
York  doth  prefent  himfelf  unto  your  Highnefs.   [ bring  ? 
K.  Henry.  Then  what  intend  thefe  forces  thou  doft 
York.  To  have  the  traitor  Somerfet  from  hence, 
And  fight  againfl  that  monftrous  rebel  Cade, 
Whom  lince  I  heard  to  be  difcomfited* 

Enter  Iden  with  Cade's  head. 
Jden.  If  one  fo  rude  and  of  fo  mean  condition 
May  pafs  into  the  prefence  of  a  King, 
Lo,  I  prefent  your  Grace  a  traitor's  head  ; 
The  head  of  Cade,  whom  I  in  combat  flew. 

K.  Henry.  The  head  of  Cade  f  great  God !  how  juft  art 
thou  ! 

O  let  me  view  his  vifage  being  dead, 

That  living  wrought  me  fuch  exceeding  trouble* 

Tell 
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Tell  me,  my  friend,  art  thou  the  man  that  flew  him? 

Iden.  I  was,  an't  like  your  Majefty. 

K.  Henry,  How  art  thou  call'd  ?  and  what  is  thy  degree  ? 

Iden.  Ev'n  Alexander  Iden,  that's  my  name,  \ 
A  poor  Efquire  of  Kent  that  loves  the  King. 

Buck,  So  pleafe  it  you,  my  Lord,  'twere  not  amife 
He  were  created  Knight  for  his  good  fervice. 

K.  Hen  Iden,  kneel  down;  and  rife  thou  up  a  Knight; 
We  give  thee  for  reward  a  thoufand  marks, 
And  will  that  thou  henceforth  attend  on  us, 

Iden,  May  Iden  live  to  merit  fuch  a  bounty, 
.And  never  live  but  true  unto  his  Liege ! 

SCENE  III. 
Enter  B^ueen  Margaret  and  Somerfet. 

K.  ffetf.See, Buckingham tSomerfet  comes  with  the  Queenj 
Go,  bid  her  hide  him  quickly  from  the  Duke. 

Mar.  For  thoufand  Yorks  he  mall  not  hide  his  head, 
But  boldly  ftand  and  front  him  to  his  face. 

York,  How  now,  is  Somerfet  at  liberty  ? 
Then,  York,  unloofe  thy  long  imprifon'd  thoughts, 
And  let  thy  tongue  be  equal  with  thy  heart. 
Shall  I  endure  the  fight  of  Somerfet  ? 
Falfe  King,  why  haft  thou  broken  faith  with  me,  " 
Knowing  how  hardly  I  can  brook  abufe  ? 
King  did  I  call  thee  ?  no,  thou  art  no  King: 
Not  fit  to  govern  and  rule  multitudes, 
Which  dar'ft  not,  no,  nor  canft  not  rule  a  traitor. 
That  head  of  thine  doth  not  become  a  crown  : 
Thy  hand  is  made  to  grafp  a  palmer's  ftaff, 
And  not  to  grace  an  awful  princely  fcepter. 
That  gold  muft  round  engirt  thefe  brows  of  mine, 
Whofe  fmile  and  frown  (like  to  Achillea  fpear  *) 

*  The  ftory  is  that  Telephus  the  Son  of  Hercules  being  King  of 
Myfia  oppofed  the  paffage  of  theGreeks  to7VQj>,and  being  grievoufly 
wounded  by  Achilles  confulted  the  oracle  how  he  might  be  cured. 
The  anfwer  he  received  was  that  nothing  but  the  fameSpear  which 
gave  the  wound  could  heal  it :  upon  which  he  made  friends  to  A- 
cbiUes,who  by  the  ruft  from  the  fteel  of  his  Spear  fcraped  into  the 
Wound  cured  him.  And  in  return  for  fo  great  a  benefit  T tiepbus 
followed  Achilles  as  an  Auxiliary  to  the  fiege  of  Troy,  Ovid  refers 
to  this  Story  in  the  following  verfes  i 

VuU 


King  Henry  VL  83 

Is  able  with  the  change  to  kill  and  cure. 
Here  is  a  hand  to  hold  a  fcepter  up, 
And  with  the  fame  to  act  controlling  laws : 
Give  place  5  by  heaven,  thou  fhalt  rule  no  more 
O'er  him,  whom  heav'n  created  for  thy  ruler. 

Som,  O  monftrous  traitor  !  I  arreft  thee,  York, 
Of  capital  treafon  'gainft  the  King  and  crown  j 
Obey,  audacious  traitor,  kneel  for  grace. 

York.  Sirrah,  call  in  my  fons  to  be  my  bail : 
Would' ft  have  me  kneel  ?  fir  ft,  let  me  afk  of  them, 
If  they  can  brook  I  bow  a  knee  to  man. 
I  know,  ere  they  will  let  me  go  to  ward, 
They'll  pawn  their  fwords  for  my  enfranchifement. 

Q^Mar.  Call  hither  Clifford ,  bid  him  come  amain, 
To  fay,  if  that  the  baftard  boys  of  York 
Shall  be  the  furety  for  their  traitor  father, 

York.  O  blood- befpotted  Neapolitan. 
Out-caft  of  Naples ,  England's  bloody  fcourge  ! 
The  fons  of  York,  thy  betters  in  their  birth, 
Shall  be  their  father's  bail,  and  bane  to  thole 
That  for  my  furety  will  refufe  the  boys. 

Enter  Edward  Plantagenet  and  Richard  Plantagenet. 
See  where  they  come,  I'll  warrant  they'll  make  it  good. 
Enter  Clifford. 

Q^Mar.  And  here  comes  Clifford,  to  deny  their  bail. 

Clif.  Health  and  all  happinefs  to  my  Lord  the  King  ! 

York.  I  thank  thee  Clifford ;  fay,  what  news  with  thee  ? 
Nay,  do  not  fright  me  with  an  angry  look  ; 
We  are  thy  fovereign,  Clifford,  kneel  again  ; 
For  thy  miftaking  fo,  we  pardon  thee. 

Clif,  This  is  my  King,  York,  I  do  not  miftake, 
But  thou  miftak'ft  me  much  to  think  I  do ; 
To  Bedlam  with  him,  is  the  man  grown  mad  ? 

K.  Henry  t  Ay,  Clifford,  a  Bedlam  and  ambitious  hu- 
Makes  him  oppofe  himfelf  againft  his  King.  [mour 

Vulnui  in  Herculeo  qua  quondam  fecerat  bojie 

Vulneris  auxilium  Pelias  bajia  tulit. 
And  Propertius, 

My/us  &  JEmonia  juvenis  qua  cufpide  vulnus 

Senferat,  bacipsa  cu/pidt  fenjit  opem* 

Cliff. 
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Clif.  He  is  a  traitor,  let  him  to  the  Tower, 
And  crop  away  that  factious  pate  of  his. 

Q^Mar.  He  is  arretted,  but  will  not  obey  : 
His  fons,  he  fays,  fhall  give  their  words  for  him. 

York.  Will  you  not,  fons  ? 

E.  Plan.  Ay,  noble  father,  if  our  words  will  ferve« 

R.  Plan-  And  if  words  will  not,  then  our  weapons  fhall* 

Clif.  Why,  what  a  brood  of  traitors  have  we  here ! 

York,  Look  in  a  glafs,  and  call  thy  image  fo. 
I  am  the  King,  and  thou  a  falfe- heart  traitor  5 
Call  hither  to  the  flake  my  two  brave  bears,  * 
That  with  the  very  making  of  their  chains 
They  may  aftonifh  thefe  fell-lurking  curs  : 
Bid  Salijbury  and  Warwick  come  to  me* 
SCENE  IV. 
Enter  the  Earls  of  Salifbury  and  Warwick, 

Clif.  Are  thefe  thy  bears  ?  we'll  bait  thy  bears  to  death, 
And  manacle  the  bear-ward  in  their  chains, 
If  thou  dar'ft  bring  them  to  the  baiting-place. 

R.  Plan.  Oft  have  I  feen  a  hot  o'er-weening  cue 
Turn  back  and  bite,  becaufe  he  was  with-held, 
Who  being  furTer'd  with  the  bear's  fell  paw, 
Hath  clapt  his  tail  betwixt  his  legs  and  cry'd  : 
And  fuch  a  piece  of  fervice  will  you  do, 
If  yon  oppofe  your  felves  to  match  Lord  Warwick, 

Clif.  Hence,  heap  of  wrath,  foul  indigefted  lump, 
As  crooked  in  thy  manners,  as  thy  lhape. 

York.  Nay,  we  fhall  heat  you  thoroughly  anon. 

Clif.  Take  heed  left  by  your  heat  you  burn  your  felves. 

K.  Henry.  Why, Warwick,  hath  thy  knee  forgot  to  bow  ? 
Old  Salijbury,  fhame  to  thy  filver-hair, 
Thou  mad  mif-leader  of  thy  brain-fkk  fon, 
What,  wilt  thou  on  thy  death-bed  play  the  ruffian, 
And  feek  for  forrow  with  thy  fpectacles  ? 
Oh,  where  is  faith  ?  oh,  where  is  loyalty  ? 
If  it  be  banhVd  from  the  frofty  head, 
Where  fhall  it  find  a  harbour  in  the  earth  ? 
Wilt  thou  go  dig  a  grave  to  find  out  war, 
And  fhame  thine  honourable  age  with  blood  ? 
♦Alluding  to  the  NeviW  creft  which  was  the  Bear  and  ragged-ftaff. 

Why 
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Why  art  thou  old,  and  want'ft  experience  ? 
Or  wherefore  doft  abufeit,  if  thou  haft  it  ? 
For  fhame,  in  duty  bend  thy  knee  to  me, 
That  bows  unto  the  grave  with  milky  age. 

Sal.  My  Lord,  J  have  confider'd  with  myfelf 
The  title  of  thismoft  renowned  Duke, 
And  in  my  Confcience  do  repute  his  Grace 
The  rightful  heir  to  England's  royal  feat. 

K.  Henry.  Haft  thou  not  fworn  allegiance  unto  me  ? 

Sal.  I  have. 

K.  Henry.  Can' ft  thou  difpenfe  with  heav'n  for  fuch 
Sal.  It  is  great  fin  to  fwearunto  a  fin  5      [an  oath  ? 
But  greater  fin  to  keep  a  finful  oath  : 
Who  can  be  bound  by  any  folemn  vow 
To  do  a  murderous  deed,  to  rob  a  man, 
To  force  a  fpotlefs  virgin's  chaftity, 
To  'reave  the  orphan  of  his  patrimony, 
To  wring  the  widow  from  her  cuftom'd  right, 
And  have  no  other  reafon  for  his  wrong, 
But  that  he  was  bound  by  a  folemn  oath  ? 

Q.  Mar.  A  fubtle  traitor  needs  no  fophifter. 
K.  Henry.  Call  Bukingham,  and  bid  him  arm  himfelf. 
Tork.  Call  Buckingham,  and  all  the  friends  thou  haft, 
I  am  refolv'd  for  death  or  dignity. 

Old  Clif.  The  firft,  I  warrant  thee  5  if  dreams  prove 
War. You  were  beft  go  to  bed  and  dream  again,  [true. 
To  keep  thee  from  the  tempeft  of  the  field. 

Old  Clif.  I  am  refolv'd  to  bear  a  greater  ftorm 
Than  any  thou  canft  conjure  up  to-day  : 
And  that  I'll  write  upon  thy  burgonet, 
Might  I  but  know  thee  by  thy  houfe's  badge. 

War.  Now  by  my  father's  badge,  old  NerviW%  creft, 
The  rampant  bear  chain'd  to  the  ragged  ftaff, 
This  day  I'll  wear  aloft  my  burgonet, 
(As  on  a  mountain-top  the  cedar  Ihews, 
That  keeps  his  leaves  in  fpight  of  any  ftorm) 
Ev'n  to  affright  thee  with  the  view  thereof. 

Old  Clif.  And  from  thy  burgonet  I'll  rend  thy  bear, 
And  tread  it  under  foot  with  all  contempt, 
Defpight  the  bear-warji  that  protects  the  bear, 
.  Vol.  VI.  H  Y.  Clif. 
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Y.  Clif  And  fo  to  arms,  victorious  noble  father, 
To  quell  the  rebels  and  their  complices. 

R.  Plan.  Fie,  charity  for  fhame,  fpeak  not  in  fpight, 
For  you,  mall  fup  with  Jefu  Chrift  to-night.  [tell. 

Y.  Clif.  Foul  ftigmatick,  that's  more  than  thou  "canft 

R,  Plan,  If  not  in  heav'n,  you'll  furely  fup  in  hell, 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE    V.     The  Battle,  at  St.  Albans. 
Enter  Warwick. 
War,  Clifford  of  Cumberland,  'tis  Warwick  calls  j 
And  if  thou  doft  not  hide  thee  from  the  bear, 
Now  when  the  angry  trumpet  founds  alarum, 
And  dying  mens  cries  do  fill  the  empty  air, 
Clifford,  I  fay,  come  forth  and  fight  with  me, 
Proud  northern  Lord,  Clifford  of  Cumberland, 
Warwick  is  hoarfe  with  calling  thee  to  arms. 

Enter  York. 

War,  How  now,  my  noble  Lord  ?  what  all  a-foot  ? 

York.  The  deadly- handed  Clifford  flew  my  fteed  : 
But  match  to  match  I  have  encountred  him, 
And  made  a  prey  for  carrion  kites  and  crows. 
Even  of  the  bonny  beaft  he  lov'd  fo  well. 

Enter  Clifford. 

War.  Of  one  or  both  of  us  the  time  is  come. 

York,  Hold,  Warwick  :  feek  thee  out  fome  other  chafe, 
For  I  my  felf  muft  hunt  this  deer  to  death. 

War. Then  n°bly>  York  !  'tis  for  a  crown  thou  fight' ft : 
As  I  intend,  Clifford,  to  thrive  to-day. 
It  grieves  my  foul  to  leave  theeunaifaird.  [Exit  War. 

Clif.  What  feeft  thou  in  me, York  f  why  doit  thou  paufe  ? 

York.  With  thy  brave  bearing  mould  I  be  in  love, 
But  that  thou  art  fo  fall  mine  enemy. 

Clif.  Ncr  mould  thy  prowefs  want  praife  and  efteem*  j 
But  that  'tis  fliewn  ignobly,  and  in  treafon. 

York.  So  let  it  help  me  now  againft  thy  fword, 
As  I  in  juftice  and  true  right  exprefs  it  ! 

Clif  My  foul  and  body  on  the  action  both ! 

York.  A  dreadful  lay,  addrefs  thee  inftantly.  [Fight* 

Clif,  La  fin  couronne  les  oeuvres*  [Dies. 
J      J  York. 
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York.Thus  war  hath  given  thee  peace, for  thou  art  ftilli 
Peace  with  his  foul,  heav'n,  if  it  be  thy  will! 
Enter  young  Clifford. 
Y.  Clif,  Shame  and  confufion  !  all  is  on  the  rout : 
Fear  frames  diforder,  arid  diforder  wounds 
Where  it  mould  guard.    O  war  !   thou  fon  of  hell, 
Whom  angry  heav'ns  do  make  their  minifter, 
Throw  in  the  frozen  bofoms  of  our  part 
Hot  coals  of  vengeance  :  Let  no  foldiers  fly. 
He  that  is  truly  dedicate  to  war 
Hath  no  felf-love  ;  for  he  that  loves  himfelf 
Hath  not  eflentially,  but  by  circumftance, 
The  name  of  valour.  Q  let  the  vile  world  end, 

[Seeing  bis  Father* 
And  the  premifed  flames  of  the  laft  day 
Knit  earth  and  heav'n  together  ! 
Now  let  the  general  trumpet  blow  his  blare, 
Particularities  and  petty  founds 
To  ceafe  !  Waft  thou  ordained,  O  dear  father, 
To  lofe  thy  youth  in  peace,  and  to  atchieve 
The  filver  livery  of  advifed  age  ; 
And  in  thy  reverence,  and  thy  chair-days,  thus 
To  die  in  ruffian  battle  ?  Even  at  this  fight 
My  heart  is  turn'd  to  ftone  5  and  while  'tis  mine 
It  lhall  be  ftony.    York  not  our  old  men  fpares  : 
No  more  will  I  their  babes  :  tears  virginal 
Shall  be  to  me  even  as  the  dew  to  fire  5 
And  beauty,  that  the  tyrant  oft  reclaims, 
Shall  to  my  flaming  wrath  be  oil  and  flax. 
Henceforth  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  pity. 
Meet  I  an  infant  of  the  houfe  of  York, 
Into  as  many  gobbets  will  I  cut  it, 
As  wild  Medea  young  Abfyrtus  did. 
In  cruelty  will  I  feek  out  my  fame. 
Come,  thou  new  ruin  of  old  Clifford's  houfe  : 
As  did  Mneas<A&Anchijes  bear, 
So  bear  I  thee  upon  my  manly  moulders  5 
But  then  ^neashzvt  a  living  load, 
Nothing  fo  heavy  as  thefe  woes  of  mine. 

[Exit,  hearing  off  bis  Father. 

H  2  %nUr  \ 
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Enter  Richard  Plantagenet  and  Somerfet,  to  fight, 
R.  Flan.  So,  lye  thou  there        [Somerfet  is  kill"  d. 
For  underneath  an  ale-houfe'  paltry  lign, 
The  cattle  in  St.  Albans,  Somerfet 
Hath  made  the  *  wizard  famous  in  his  death  ; 
Sword,,  hold  thy  temper  $  heart  be  wrathful  ftill  : 
Priefts  pray  for  enemies,  but  Princes  kill. 

[ExitK.  Plantagenet. 
SCENE    VI.     Fight.  Excurfioni. 
Enter  King  Henry,  Queen  Margaret,  and  others^ 
Q^Mar.  Away, my  Lord,you  areflow ;  for  fhame,away ! 
K.Henry.  Can  we  out-run  the  heav'ns  ?  good  Marg*1  ret, 
ftay. 

Q^Mar.  What  are  you  made  of?  you'll  not  fight  nor 
Now  is  it  manhood,  wifdom,  and'  defence,          [fly  : 
To  give  the  enemy  way,  and  to  fecure  us 
By  what  we  can,  which  can  no  more  but  fly. 

[Alarum  afar  off* 
If  you  be  ta'en,  we  then  mould  fee  the  bottom 
Of  all  our  fortunes ;  but  if  we  haply  'fcape, 
(As  well  we  may,  if  not  through  your  negle&,)> 
We  fhall  to  London  get,  where  you  are  loVd, 
And  where  this  breach  now  in  our  fortunes  made. 
May  readily  be  ftopt. 

Enter  Clifford. 

Clif.  But  that  my  heart's  on  future  mifchief  fet* 
I  would  fpeak  blafphemy  ere  bid  you  fly  j 
But  fly  you  muft :  uncurable  difcomfit 
Reigns  in  the  hearts  of  all  our  prefent  pow'rs. 
Away  for  your  relief,  and  we  will  live 
To  fee  their  day,  and  them  our  fortune  give. 
Away,  my  Lord,  away  !  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  VII. 
Alarum,    Retreat.    Enter  York,  Richard  Plantagenet, 
Warwick,  and  Soldiers,  with  Drum  and  Colours, 

Tork.  Of  Salijhury,  who  can  report  of  him  ? 
That  winter  lion,  who  in  rage  forgets 
Aged  contufions  and  all  brum  of  time  j 

•  See  before,  p.  22. 

And, 
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And,  like  a  gallant  in  the  brow  of  youth, 
Repairs  him  with  occafion.    This  happy  day 
Is  not  it  felf,  nor  have  we  won  one  foot, 
If  Salijbury  be  loft. 

K.  Plan.  My  noble  father, 
Three  times  to-day  I  holp  him  to  his  horfe, 
Three  times  beftrid  him  5  thrice  I  led  him  off, 
Perfuaded  him  from  any  further  act  : 
But  ftill  where  danger  was,  ftill  there  I  met  him , 
And  like  rich  hangings  in  an  homely  houfe, 
So  was  his  will  in  his  old  feeble  body, 
But  noble  as  he  is,  look  where  he  comes. 

Enter  £alifbury. 

Sal.  Now,  by  my  fword,  well  haft  thou  fought  to- day  j. 
By  th'  Mafs,  fo  did  we  all.    I  thank  you,  Richard, 
God  knows  how  long  it  is  I  have  to  live  ; 
And  it  hath  pleas'd  him  that  three  times  to-day 
You  have  defended  me  from  imminent  death. 
Well,  Lords,  we  have  not  got  that  which  we  havejj 
*Tis  not  enough  our  foes  are  this  time  fled, 
Being  oppofites  of  fuch  repairing  nature. 

Tork.  I  know  our  fafety  is  to  follow  them, 
For,  as  I  hear,  the  King  is  fled  to  London, 
To  call  a  prefent  court  of  Parliament. 
Let  us  purfue  him  ere  the  writs  go  forth. 
What  fays  Lord  Warwick,  fhall  we  after  them  ? 

War.  After  them!  nay,  before  them,  if  we  can. 
Now  by  my  hand,  Lords,  'twas  a  glorious  day. 
St.  Albarfz  battel,  won  by  famous  Tork, 
Shall  be  eterniz'd  in  all  age  to  come. 
Sound  drums  and  trumpets,  and  to  London  all, 
And  more  fuch  days  as  this  to  us  befall !  Exeunt. 
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A  C  T  I.     SCENE  I. 

LONDON. 

Before  the  Parliament -Houfe. 
Alarum.    Enter  Duke  of  York,  Edward,  Richard,  Nor* 

folk,  Montague,  Warwick,  and  Soldier  t. 
War,  'W  Wonder  how  the  King  efcap'd  our  hands. 

I  York*  While  we  purfu*d  the  horfemen  of  the 
JL  north, 
He  flily  ftole  away  and  left  his  men  i 
Whereat  the  great  Lord  of  Northumberland, 
Whofe  warlike  ears  could  never  brook  retreat, 
Chear'd  up  the  drooping  army  ;  and  himfelf, 
Lord  Clifford  and  Lord  Stafford,  all  a-breaft, 
Charg'd  our  main  battel's  front  j  and  breaking  in, 
Were  by  the  fwords  of  common  foldiers  flain. 

Edw.  Lord  Stafford's  father,  Duke  of  Buckingham, 

*  Firft  printed  under  the  title  of  The  true  Tragedy  of  Richard 
Diike  of  York,  and  the  good  King  Henry  the  Sixth,  or  the  fecond 
4>art  of  the  Contention  of  York  and  lanca/}ert  1600. 
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Is  either  (lain  or  wounded  dangerous. 

I  cleft  his  keaverwith  a  down-right  blow  i 

That  this  is  true,  father,  behold  his  blood. 

Mont.  And,  brother,  here's  the  Earl  of  Wilt/hire*  $ 
Whom  I  encounter'd  as  the  battels  join'd.  [blood, 
Rich,  Speak  thou  for  me,  and  tell  them  what  I  did. 

[S^ew/wg-Somerfet'i  bead, 
York.  .R/o&tf^hath  beft  deferv'd  of  all  my  fons. 
Norf.  Is  his  Grace  dead,  my  Lord  of  Somerfetf 
Such  hope  have  all  the  line  of  John  of  Gaunt  ! 
Rich,  Thus  do  I  hope  to  make  King  Henry'' 's  head. 
War.  And  fo  do  I  ?  victorious  Prince  of  York, 
Before  I  fee  thee  feated  in  the  throne, 
Which  now  the  houfe  of  Lancafter  ufurps, 
I  vow  by  heav'n  thefe  eyes  fhall  never  clofe* 
This  is  the  palace  of  the  fearful  King, 
And  this  the  regal  feat  5  poffefs  it,  York, 
For  this  is  thine,  and  not  Kingf/iwry's  heir's, 

York.  AIM  me  then,  fweet  Warwick,  and  I  will  J 
For  hither  we  have  broken  in  by  force. 

Norf.  We'll  all  aflift  you  j  he  that  flies  mail  die, 
York.  Thanks,  gentle  Norfolk ;  ftay  by  me,  my  Lords, 
And,  foldiers,  itay  and  lodge  by  me  this  night  [They  go  up. 

War.  And  when  the  King  comes,  offer  him  no  violence, 
Unlefs  he  feek  to  thruft  you  out  by  force. 

York.  The  Queen  this  day  here  holds  her  Parliament, 
But  little  thinks  we  fhall  be  of  her  council $ 
By  words  or  blows  here  let  us  win  our  right. 

Rich.  Arm'd  as  we  are,  let's  flay  within  this  houfe. 
War,  The  bloody  Parliament  fhall  this  be  call'd, 
Unlefs  Plantagenet  Duke  of  York  be  King, 
And  bafhful  Harry  depos'd,  whofe  cowardife 
Hath  made  us  by-words  to  our  enemies. 

York,  Then  leave  me  not,  my  Lords,  be  refolute  ; 
I  mean  to  take  poffefiion  of  my  right. 

War.  Neither  the  King,  nor  he  that'loves  him  beft, 
The  prouder*.  He  that  holds  up  Lancafter, 
Pares  ftir  a  wing,  if  Warwick  lhake  his  bells. 
I'll  plant  Plant  agenet,  root  him  up  who  dare  : 
Refblve  thee,  Richer d.  claim  thefrnglifi  crown, 

SCENE. 
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scene  11. 

1  Enter  King  Henry,  Clifford,   Northumberland,  Weft- 
morland,  Exeter,  and  others, 
K.  Henry.  My  Lords,  look  where  the  fturdy  rebel  fits, 
Even  in  the  chair  of  ftate  ;  belike  he  means 
(Back'd  by  the  power  of  Warwick,  that  falfe  Peer,) 
T'  afpire  unto  the  crown,  and  reign  as  King. 
Earl  of  Northumberland,  he  flew  thy  father, 
And  thine,  Lord  Clifford,  and  you  vow'd  revenge 
On  him,  his  fons,  his  favVites,  and  his  friends. 
North.  If  I  be  not,  heav'ns  be  rcveng'd  on  me  ! 
Clif.  The  hope  thereof  makes  Clifford  mourn  in  Heel. 
Weft.  What,ihall  we  fuffer  this  ?  let's  pluck  him  down. 
My  heart  for  anger  burns,  I  cannot  brook  it. 

K.  Henry.  Be  patient,  gentle  Earl  of  Weftmorland. 
Clif.  Patience  is  for  poltroons,  and  fuch  is  he  : 
He  durft  not1  fit  there  had  your  father  liv'd. 
My  gracious  Lord,  here  in  the  Parliament 
Let  us  aflail  the  family  of  York. 

North.  Well  halt  thou  fpoken,  coufin,  be  it  fo. 
K.  Henry.  Ah,  know  you  not  the  city  favours  them, 
And  they  have  troops  of  foldiers  at  their  beck  ? 

Exe.  But  when  the  Duke  is  flain,  they'll  quickly  fly. 
K.Henry.  Far  be  the  thought  of  this  from  Henry'*  s  heart, 
To  make  a  fhambles  of  the  Parliament-houfe  ! 
Coufin  of  Exeter,  frowns,  words  and  threats, 
Shall  be  the  war  that  Henry  means  to  ufe. 
Thou  factious  Duke  of  York,  defcend  my  throne, 

[To  the  Duke. 
And  kneel  for  grace  and  mercy  at  my  feet : 
I  am  thy  Sovereign. 

York.  Henry,  I  am  thine. 

Exe.  For  fhame  come  down :  he  made  thee  Duke  of  York, 
York.  'Twas  my  inheritance,  as  the  Earldom  was. 
Exe.  Thy  father  was  a  traitor  to  the  crown. 
War.  Exeter,  thou  art  a  traitor  to  the  crown. 
In  following  this  usurping  Henry . 
Clif.  Whom  fhould  he  follow  but  his  natural  King  ? 
War.  True,  Clifford,  and  that's  RichardDuke  of  York. 
K.  Henry,  And  lhaU  I  ftand .  and  thou  fit  in  my  throne  > 

York, 
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York.  It  muft  and  fhall  be  fo,  content  thy  felf. 
War.  Be  Duke  of  Lancafter,  let  him  be  King. 
Weft.  He  is  both  King  and  Duke  of  Lancafter, 
And  that  the  Lord  of  Weftmorland  fhall  maintain. 

War,  And  Warwick  fhall  difprove  it.    You  forget, 
That  we  are  thofe  which  chas'd  you  from  the  field, 
And  flew  your  fathers,  and  with  colours  fpread 
March' d  thro'  the  city  to  the  palace -gates. 

North,  Yes,  Warwick,  I  remember  it  to  my  grief. 
And,  by  his  foul,  thou  and  thy  houfe  fhall  rue  it. 

Weft,  P/antagenet,  of  thee  and  thefe  thy  fons 
Thy  kinfmen  and  thy  friends,  I'll  have  more  lives 
Than  drops  of  blood  were  in  my  father's  veins. 

Clif*  Urge  it  no  more,  left  that  inftead  of  words 
I  fend  thee,  Warwick,  fuch  a  mefTenger, 
As  fhall  revenge  his  death  before  I  flir. 

War,  Poor  Clifford!,  how  I  fcorn  his  worthlefs  threats  \ 
York.  Will  you,  wefhew  our  title  to  the  crown  ? 
If  not,  our  fwords  fhall  plead  it  in  the  field. 

K.  Henry,  What  title  haft  thou,  traitor,  to  the  crown  ? 
Thy  father  was,  as  thou  art,  Duke  of  York  5 
Thy  grandfather  Roger  Mortimer,  Earl  of  March, 
I  am  the  fon  of  Henry  the  Fifth, 
Who  made  the  Dauphin  and  the  French  to  ftoop, 
And  feiz'd  upon  their  towns  and  provinces. 

War.  Talk  not  of  France  fith  thou  haft  loft  it  all, 
K.  Henry.  The  Lord  Protector  loft  it,  and  not  1  5 
When  I  was  crown'd  I  was  but  nine  months  old. 

Rich.  You're  old  enough  now,  yet  methinks  you  lofe  : 
Tear  the  crown,  father,  from  the  ufurper's  head. 
Ediv,  Sweet  father,  do  fo,  fet  it  on  your  head. 
Mont.  Good  brother,  as  thou  lov'ftand  honour'ftarms 
Let's  fight  it  out,  and  not  ftand  cavilling  thus. 

Rich,  Sound  drums  and  trumpets,  and  the  King  will 
York.  Sons,  peace  !  (fiy« 
K.  Henry.  Peace  thou,  and  give  King  Henry  leave  to 
fpeak. 

War.  Plantagenet  fhall  fpeak  firft  :  hear  him,  Lord?, 
And  be  you  filent  and  attentive  too,  v 
For  he  that  interrupts  him  lhall  not  live, 

K,  Htnryt 
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K.  Henry  ,  Think"  ft  thou  that  I  will  leave  my  kingly 
throne, 

Wherein  my  grandfire  and  my  father  fat  ? 
No  :  firft  fhaJl  war  unpeople  this  my  realm  ; 
Ay,  and  their  colours  often  born  in  France, 
And  now  in  England  to  our  heart's  great  forrow, 
Shall  be  my  winding  meet :  why  faint  you,  Lords, 
My  title's  good  and  better  far  than  his> 

War.  But  prove  it,  Henry,  and  thou  (halt  be  King. 

K.  Henry.  Henry  the  Fourth  by  conqueft  got  the  crown. 

York.  'Tvvas  by  rebellion  sgainft  his  King. 

K.  Henry.  I  knew  not  what  to  fay,  my  title's  weak  ; 
Tell  me,  may  not  a  King  adopt  an  heir  ? 

York.  What  then/ 

K.  Henry.  And  if  he  may,  then  ami  lawful  King: 
For  Richard  in  the  view  of  many  Lords, 
Refign'd  the  crown  to  Henry  the  Fourth, 
Whofe  heir  my  father  was,  and  I  am  his. 

York.  He  roie  againft  him,  being  his  Sovereign, 
And  made  him  to  refign  his  crown  perforce. 

War.  Suppofe,  my  Lords,  he  did  it  unconltrain'd, 
Think  you  'twere  prejudicial  to  his  crown  ? 

Exe.  No,  for  he  could  not  fo  refign  his  crown, 
But  that  the  next  heir  mould  fucceed  and  reign. 

K.  Henry.  Art  thou  againft  us,  Duke  cf  Exeter  f 

Exe  His  is  the  right,  and  therefore  pardon  me. 

York.  Why  whifperyou,  my  Lords,  and  anfwer  not  ? 

Exe.  My  confeience  tells  me  he  is  lawful  King. 

K.  Henry.  All  will  revolt  from  me  and  turn  to  him* 

North.  Plantagenet,  for  all  the  claim  thou  lay'ft, 
Think  not  that  Henry  mall  be  fo  depos'd. 

War.  Depos'd  he  ihall  be  in  defpight  of  all. 

North  Thou  art  deceiv'd  :  'tis  not  thy  fouthem  power 
Of  Effex,  Norfolk,  Suffolk,  nor  of  Kent, 
Which  makes  thee  thus  prefumptuous  and  proud, 
Can  fet  the  Duke  up  in  defpight  of  me, 

Clif.  King  Henry,  be  thy^  title  right  cr  wrong, 
Lord  Clifford  vows  to  fight  in  thy  defence  5 
May  that  ground  grpe  and  fwallew  me  alive, 
Where  I  mail  kneel  to  him  that  Hew  my  father  ! 

V^h*  VI,  I  K.  Henry, 
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K.  Henry .  Oh  Clifford,  how  thy  words  revive  my  heart  I 
York.  Henry  of  Lancafter,  refign  thy  crown : 
What  mutter  you,  or  what  confpire  you,  Lords  ? 

War.  Do  right  unto  this  princely  Duke  of  York% 
Or  I  will  fill  this  houfe  with  armed  men, 
And  o'er  the  chair  of  ftate  where  now  he  fits 
Write  up  his  title  with  ufurping  blood. 

[He  ftamps  with  bis  foot,  and  the  Soldiers  jheiv 
themfeloes. 

K.  Henry. My  Lord  of  Warw  V£,hear  me  but  one  word  j 
]Let  me  for  the  time  prefent  reign  as  King. 

York.  Confirm  the  crown  to  me  and  to  mine  heirs, 
And  thou  flialt  reign  in  quiet  while  thou  liv'ft. 

K.  Henry.  I  am  content  :  Richard  Plantagenet, 
Enjoy  the  kingdom  after  my  deceafe. 

Clif.  What  wrong  is  this  unto  the  Prince  your  fon  ! 

War.  What  good  is  this  to  England  and  himfelf ! 

Weft.  Bafe,  fearful  and  defpairing  Henry  I 

Clif.  How  haft  thou  injur'd  both  thy  felf  and  us  ! 

Weft.  I  cannot  ftay  to  hear  thefe  articles. 

North.  Nor  I. 

Clif.  Come,  coufin,  let  us  tell  the  Queen  thefe  news# 
Weft.  Farewel,  faint-hearted  and  degenerate  King, 
In  whofe  cold  blood  no  fpark  of  honour  bides  ! 

North.  Be  thou  a  prey  unto  the  houfe  of  Ysrk, 
And  die  in  bands  for  this  unmanly  deed ! 

Clif.  In  dreadful  war  may'ft  thou  be  overcome, 
Or  live  in  peace  abandon'd  and  defpis'd  ! 

[Exeunt  North.  CJif.  Weft* 
SCENE  III. 
War.  Turn  this  way,  Htnry}  and  regard  them  not. 
Exe.  They  feek  revenge,  and  therefore  will  not  yield. 

K.  Henry.  Ah,  Exeter!  

War.  Why  fhould  you  figh,  my  Lord  ? 
K.  Henry,  Not  for  my  felf,  Lord  Warwick  }b\it  my  fori, 
"\  "horn  I  unnaturally  fhall  difinherit. 
But  be  it  as  it  may  5  I  here  entail 

crown  to  thee,  and  to  thine  heirs  for  ever  ; 
C  01  rationally,  that  here  thou  take  an  oath 
To  ceafe  this  civil  war  5  and  whilft  I  live, 
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To  honour  me  as  thy  true  King  and  Sovereign : 

Neither  by  treafon  nor  hoftility 

To  feek  to  put  me  down,  and  reign  thy  felf. 

Tork,  This  oath  I  willingly  take,  and  will  perform. 
War. Long  live  Kin%  Henry  I  Plantagenet ,embrace  him. 
K.  Henry,  And  long  live  thou,  and  thefe  thy  forward 
Tork,  Now  Tork  and  Lancafter  are  reconciPd.     [fons ! 
Exe.  Accurft  be  he  that  leeks  to  make  them  foes  ! 

[Tucket.  Here  they  come  down* 
Tork.  Farewel,  my  gracious  Lord,  I'll  to  my  cattle. 
War.  And  I'll  keep  London  With,  my  foldiers, 
Norf.  And  I  to  Norfolk  with  my  followers. 
Mont.  And  I  unto  the  fea,from  whence  I  came. 

Exeunt  York,  War.  Norf.  and  Mont* 
K.  Henry.  And  I  with  grief  and  for  row  to  the  Court. 

Enter  Queen  Margaret,  and  the  Prince  of  Wales. 
Exe.  Here  comes  the  Queen,  whofe  looks  bewray  her 
anger : 
I'll  fteal  away. 
K.  Henry.  So,  Exeter,  will  I.  [Going* 
Q^Mar,  Nay,  go  not  from  me,  I  will  follow  thee— 
K.  Henry.  Be  patient,  gentle  Queen,  and  I  will  ftay. 
Q^Mar.  Who  can  be  patient  in  fuch  extreams  ? 
Ah  wretched  man !  would  I  had  dy'd  a  maid, 
And  never  feen  thee,  never  born  thee  fon, 
Seeing  thou  haft  prov'd  fo  unnatural  a  father. 
Hath  hedeferv'd  tolofe  his  birth-right  thus  ? 
Hadftthou  but  lov'd  him  half  fo  much  as  I, 
Or  felt  that  pain  which  I  did  for  him  once, 
Or  nourifh'd  him  as  I  did  with  my  blood  5 
Thou  would' ft  have  left  thy  deareft  heart- blood  thei£, 
Rather  than  made  that  favage  Duke  thine  heir, 
And  difinherited  thine  only  fon. 

Prince.  Father,  you  cannot  difinherit  me  : 
If  you  be  King,  why  fhould  not  I  fucceed  ? 

K.Henry.  Pardon  me,  Margaret  5  pardon  me,fweet  fon  5 
The  Earl  of  Warwick  and  the  Duke  enforc'd  me. 

QMar.  Enforc'd  thee  ?  art  thouKing,and  wilt  be  forc'd  ? 
I  fhame  to  hear  thee  fpeak  :  ah  tim'rous  wretch  ! 
Thou  haft  undone  thyfelf,  thy  fon,  and  me, 
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And  given  unto  the  houfe  of  York  fuch  head, 
As  thou  malt  reign  but  by  their  i "utterance. 
To  entail  him  and  his  heirs  unto  the  crown, 
What  is  it  but  to  make  thy  fepulchre, 
And  creep  into  it  far  before  thy  time  ? 
Warwick'^  Chancellor  and  the  Lord  of  Calais, 
Stern  Faulconbridge  commands  the  narrow  feas, 
The  Duke  is  made  Protector  of  the  realm, 
And  yet  malt  thou  be  fate  ?  fuch  lafety  finds 
The  tremblirg  lamb,  invironed  with  wolves* 
Had  I  been  there,  which  am  a  filly  woman, 
The  foldiers  Ihouldhave  tofs'd  me  on  their  pikes. 
Before  I  would  have  granted  to  that  act. 
But  thou  prtferr'ft  thy  life  before  thine  honour. 
And  feeing  thou  dofr,  I  here  divorce  my  felf 
Both  from  thy  table,  Henry,  and  thy  bed, 
Until  that  act  of  Parliament  be  repealed, 
Whereby  my  fon  is  difinherited. 
The  northern  Lords,  that  have  forfworn  thy  colours, 
Will  follow  mine,  if  once  they  fee  them  fpread  ; 
And  fpread  they  mall  be,  to  thy  foul  difgrace, 
/\nd  utter  ruin  of  the  houfe  of 
Thus  do  I  leave  thee  ;  come,  fon,  let's  awary, 
Our  army's  ready,  come,  we'll  after  them. 
K.  Henry,  Stay,  gentle  Margaret,  and  hear  me  fpeak# 
Q^Mar.  Thou  haft  fpoke  too  much  already  5  get  thee 
gone. 

"K.Henry.  Gentle  fon  Ed*uardythou  wilt  ftay  with  me  ? 

Q^Mar.  Ay,  to  be  murther'd  by  his  enemies. 

Prince,  When  I  return  with  victory  from  the  field 
l'l]  fee  your  Grace;  *  till  then  I'll  follow  her. 

Q^Mar.Comt,  fon,  away,  we  may  not  linger  thus. 

Exeunt.  ^  Mar.  and  Prince. 

K.  Henry.  Poor  Queen,  how  love  to  me  and  to  her  fon 
Hath  made  her  break  out  into  terms  of  rage ! 
tUveng'd  may  ihe  be  on  that  hateful  Duke, 
Whofe  haughty  fpirit  winged  with  defire 
Will  truis  my  crown,  and  like  an  empty  eagle 
Tire  on  the  flefh  of  me  and  of  my  fon  ! 
The  lofs  of  thofe  three  Lords  torments  my  heart  $ 
I'll  write  unto  them,  and  intreat  them  fair  5 

Come, 
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Come,  coufin,  you  mall  be  the  meflenger. 

Exe.  And  as  I  hope  mall  reconcile  them  all.  [Exeunt, 

Scene  iv. 

Changes  to  Sandal- Caftle  in  York/hire. 
Enter  Richard  Plantagenet,  Edward  Plantagenet,  and 
Montague. 

Rich.  Brother,  though  I  be  youngeft,  give  me  leave* 
Edw.  No,  I  can  better  play  the  orator. 
Mont.  But  I  have  reafons  ftrong  and  forcible. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  York. 
Tork.  Why,  how  now,  fons  and  brother,  at  a  ftrife  ? 
What  is  your  quarrel  ?  how  began  it  firft  ? 
Edw.  No  quarrel,  but  a  fweet  contention, 
Tork,  About  what  ? 

Rich.  About  that  which  concerns  your  Grace  and  us, 
The  crown  of  England,  father,  which  is  yours, 

Tork.  Mine,  boy  ?  not  'till  King  Henry  be  dead. 

Rich.  Your  right  depends  riot  on  his  life  or  death* 

Edw.  Now  you  are  heir,  therefore  enjoy  it  now  ; 
By  giving  th'  houfe  of  Lancajier  leave  to  breathe, 
It  will  out-run  you,  father,  in  the  end. 

Tork.  I  took  an  oath  that  he  mould  quietly  reign. 

Edw.  But  for  a  kingdom  any  oath  may  be  broken  : 
I'd  break  a  thoufand  oaths  to  reign  one  year. 

Rich.  No  $  God  forbid  your  Grace  Ihould  beforfworn! 

Tork.  I  mail  be,  if  I  claim  by  open  war. 

Rich.  I'll  prove  the  contrary,  if  you'll  hear  me  fpeak« 

Tork.  Thou  can' ft  not,  fon,  it  is  impoflible. 

Rich.  An  oath  is  of  no  moment,  being  not  took 
Before  a  true  and  lawful  magiftratej 
That  hath  authority  o'er  him  thatlwears, 
Henry  had  none,  but  did  ufurp  the  place. 
Then  feeing 'twas  he  that  made  you  to  depofe, 
Your  oath,  my  Lord,  is  vain  and  frivolous  5 
Therefore  to  arms  !  and,  father,  do  but  think 
How  fweet  a  thing  it  is  to  wear  a  crown, 
Within  whofe  circuit  is  Elyfium 
And  all  that  poets  feign  of  blifs  and  joy. 
Why  do  ws  linger  thus  ?  I  cannot  reft, 

I  3  Until 
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Until  the  white  rcfe  that  I  wear  be  dy'd 
Even  in  the  lukewarm  blood  of  Henry's  heart. 

York.  Richard,  enough  :  I  will  be  King,  or  die. 
Brother,  thou  lhalt  to  London  prefently, 
And  whet  on  Warwick  to  this  enterprize. 
Thou,  Richard,  fhalt  to  th'  Duke  of  Norfolk  go, 
And  tell  him  privily  of  our  intent. 
You,  Edward,  fhall  unto  my  Lord  of  Cobham, 
With  whom  the  Kentijkmeti  will  willingly  rife.  » 
In  them  I  truft  j  for  they  are  foldiers, 
Wealthy  and  courteous,  liberal,  full  of  fpirit. 
While  you  are  thus  employ'd,  what  refteth  more 
But  that  I  feek  occafion  how  to  rife  ; 
As  yet  the  King  not  privy  to  my  drift, 
$for  any  of  the  houfe  of  Lancafier  f 
Enter  Meffenger. 
But  ftay,  what  news  ?  why  com' ft  thou  in  fuch  poft  ? 

M«r/,TheQueen,with  all  the  northern  Earls  and  Lords, 
Intends  here  to  beliege  you  in  your  caftle. 
She  is  hard  by  with  twenty  thoufand  men  ; 
And  therefore  fortifie  your  hold,  my  Lord. 

York.    Ay,  with  my  fword.    What,  think' ft  thou 
that  we  fear  them  ? 
Edivard  and  Richard,  you  ftiall  ftay  with  me  ; 
JMy  brother  Montague  /ball  poft  to  London. 
Let  noble  Warwick,  Cobkam,  and  the  reft, 
Whom  we  have  left  Protectors  of  the  King, 
With  powerful  policy  ftrengthen  themfelves, 
And  truft  not  fimple  Henry  nor  his  oaths* 

Mont.  Brother,  I  go  ;  I'll  win  them,  fear  it  not, 
And  thus  moft  humbly  I  do  take  my  leave. 

[Exit  Montague. 
Enter  Sir  John  Mortimer  and  Sir  Hugh  Mortimer. 

York.  Six  jfohn  and  Sir  Hugh  Mortimer,  mine  uncles, 
You  are  come  to  Sandal  in  a  happy  hour. 
The  army  of  the  Queen  means  to  befiege  us. 

Sir  John  She  fhall  not  need,  we'll  meet  her  in  the 

York.  What,  with  five  thoufand  men  ?  [field. 

Rich.  Ay,  with  five  hundred,  father,  for  a  need. 
A  woman's  General  j  what  fhouid  we  fear  ?    \A  march 
afar  off.  '  £dw» 
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Edw.  I  hear  their  drums :  let's  fet  our  men  in  order, 
And  iflfue  forth,  and  bid  them  battel  ftrait. 

York.  Five  men  to  twenty  !  though  the  odds  be  great, 
I  doubt  not,  uncle,  of  our  victory. 
Many  a  battel  have  I  won  in  France, 
Whtn  as  the  enemy  hath  been  ten  to  one  : 
Why  mould  I  not  now  have  the  like  fuccefs  ? 

Alarm.  Exeunt* 
SCENE    V.    A  Field  of  Battle. 
Enter  Rutland  and  hit  Tutor. 

Rut.  Ah,  whither  mall  I  fly  to  'fcape  their  hands  ? 
Ah,  Tutor,  look  where  bloody  Clifford  comes. 
Enter  Clifford,  and  Soldiers. 

Clif.  Chaplain,  away  !  thy  priefthood  faves  thy  life  5 
As  for  the  brat  of  this  accurfed  Duke, 
Whofe  father  flew  my  father,  he  mall  die. 

Tutor.  And,  I,  my  Lord,  will  bear  him  company, 

Clif.  Soldiers,  away  with  him  ! 

Tutor.  Ah  !  Clifford,  murther  not  this  innocent  child, 
Left  thou  be  hated  both  of  God  and  man. 

[Exit  with  Soldiers, 

Clif.  How  now  ?  is  he  dead  already  ?   or  is»it  fear 
That  makes  him  clofe  his  eyes  ?  I'll  open  them. 

Rut.  So  looks  the  pent-up  Lion  o'er  the  wretch 
That  trembles  under  his  devouring  paws  5 
An4  fo  he  walks  infulting  o'er  his  prey, 
And  fo  he  comes  to  rend  his  limbs  afunder. 
Ah,  gentle  Clifford,  kill  me  with  thy  fword, 
And  not  with  fuch  a  cruel  threatning  look. 
Sweet  Clifford,  hear  me  fpeak  before  I  die  5  * 
I  am  too  mean  a  fa bje£l  of  thy  wrath, 
Be  thou  reveng'd  on  men,  and  let  me  live  ! 

Clif.  In  vain  thou  fpeak' ft,  poor  boy  :  my  father's 
Hath  ftopt  the  paffage  where  thy  words  fhould  enter  .{blood 

Rut.  Then  letmy  father's  blood  open't  again: 
He  is  a  man,  and,  Clifford,  cope  with  him. 

Clif.  Had  I  thy  brethren  here,  their  lives  and  thine 
Were  not  revenge  fufficient  for  me  : 
No,  if  I  digg'd  up  thy  forefather's  graves, 
And  tyng  their  rotten  coffins  up  in  chains, 
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It  could  not  flake  mine  ire  nor  eafe  my  heart* 
The  fight  of  any  of  the  houfe  of  York 
Is  as  a  fury  to  torment  my  foul : 
And  'till  I  root  out  their  accurfed  line, 
And  leave  not  one  alive,  I  Jive  in  hell. 
Therefore 

Rut.  O  let  me  pray  before  I  take  my  death 
To  thee  I  pray         fweet  Clifford,  pity  me  ! 
Clif  Such  pity  as  my  rapier's  point  affords. 
Rut.  I  never  did  thee  harm,  why  wilt  thou  flay  me  ? 
Clif.  Thy  father  hath. 
Rut.  But  'twas  ere  I  was  born. 
Thou  haft  one  fon,  for  his  fake  pity  me  ! 
Left  in  revenge  thereof  (fith  God  is  juft) 
He  be  as  mifcrably  flain  as  I. 
Ah,  let  me  live  in  prifon  all  my  days, 
And  when  I  give  occafion  of  offence, 
Then  let  me  die,  for  now  thou  haft  no  caufe. 

Clif.  No  caufe ! 
Thy  father  flew  my  father,  therefore  die,  [CXrf.ftabs  him. 
Rut.  Dii  faciant  laudis  fumma  Jit  ifta  tua  !  [Dies. 
Clif.  Flantagenet,  I  come,  Plantagenet, 
And  this  thy  fon's  blood  cleaving  to  my  blade 
Shall  ruft  upon  my  weapon,  'till  thy  blood 
CongeaFd  with  this  do  make  me  wipe  off  both.  [Exit* 
SCENE    VI,    Alarum.    Enter  the  Duke  of  York. 

York.  The  army  of  the  Queen  hath  got  the  field  : 
My  uncles  both  are  flain  in  refcuing  me, 
And  all  my  followers  to  the  eager  foe 
Turn  back,  and  fly  like  fliips  before  the  wind, 
Or  lambs  purfuM  by  hunger-ftarved  wolves. 
My  fons,  God  knows  what  hath  bechanced  them  ; 
But  this  I  know,  they  have  demeanM  themfelves 
Like  men  born  to  renown,  by  life  or  death. 
Three  times  did  Richard  make  a  lane  to  me, 
And  thrice  cry'd,  Courage,  father,  fight  it  out ! 
And  full  as  oft  came  Edward  to  my  fide, 
With  purple  falchion  painted  to  the  hilt 
In  blood  of  thofe  that  had  encounter'd  him : 

4jUid  when  the  hardieft  wajriors  did  retire, 

Midori 
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Richard  cry*  A,  Charge  !  and  give  no  foot  of  ground  5 

And  cry'd,  A  crown  or  elf e  a  glorious  tomb, 

A  fcepter  or  an  earthly  fepulchre. 

"With  this  we  charg'd  again  5  but,  out  alas ! 

We  bodg'd  again  5  as  I  have  feen  a  Swan 

With  bootlefs  labour  fwim  againft  the  tide, 

And  fpend  her  ftrength  with  over-matching  waves. 

[A port  alarum  within* 

Ah  !  hark,  the  fatal  followers  do  purfue, 

And  I  am  faint  and  cannot  fly  their  fury. 

And  were  I  ftrong,  I  would  not  fhun  their  fury* 

The  fands  are  number' d  that  make  up  my  life, 

Here  muft  I  flay,  and  here  my  lifemuft  end. 

Enter  £$ueen  Margaret,  Clifford,  Northumberland,  th$ 
Prince  of  Wales,  and  Soldiers. 

Come,  bloody  Clifford,  rough  Northumberland, 

I  dare  your  quenchlefs  fury  to  more  rage  ; 

I  am  your  butt,  and  I  abide  your  mot. 
North*  Yield  to  our  mercy,  proud  Plantagenet  ! 
Clif  Ay,  to  fuch  mercy  as  his  ruthlefs  arm 

With  downright  payment  fhew'd  unto  my  father. 

Now  Phaeton  hath  tumbled  from  his  car, 

And  made  an  evening  at  the  noon -tide  prick. 

York.  My  afhes,  as  the  Phcenix,  may  bring  forth 

A  bird  that  will  revenge  upon  you  all  : 

And  in  that  hope  I  throw  mine  eyes  to  heav'n, 

Scorning  whatever  you  can  afflict  me  with. 

Why  come  you  not  ?  what !  multitudes  and  fear  ? 

'    Clif.  So  cowards  fight  when  they  can  fly  no  farther  5 
So  doves  do  peck  the  falcon's  piercing  talons  ; 
So  defp'rate  thieves,  all  hopelefs  of  their  lives, 
Breathe  out  invectives  'gainft  the  officers, 

York.  OhCliffordj  but  bethink  thee  once  again, 
And  in  thy  thought  o'er-run  my  former  time  j 
And,  if  thou  can'ft  for  blufhing,  view  this  face, 
And  bite  thy  tongue  that  flandcrs  him  with  cowardife, 
Whofe  frown  hath  made  thee  faint  and  fly  ere  this. 

Clif  I  will  not  bandy  with  thee  word  for  word, 
But  buckle  with  thee  blows  twice  two  for  one. 

CJ.  Mar.  Hold,  valiant  Clifford,  for  a  thoufand  eaufea 
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I  would  prolong  a  while  the  traitor's  life  J 

Wrath  makes  him  deaf  5  fpeak  thou,  Northumberland, 

North,  Hold,  Clifford,  do  not  honour  him  fo  much, 
To  prick  thy  finger,  though  to  wound  his  heart. 
"What  valour  were  it,  when  a  cur  doth  grin, 
For  one  to  thruft  his  hand  between  his  teeth, 
"When  he  might  fpurn  him  with  his  foot  away  ? 
It  is  war's  prize  to  take  all  'vantages, 
And  ten  to  one  is  no  impeach  of  valour, 

Clif.  Ay,  ay,  fo  ftrives  the  woodcock  with  t!ie  gin, 

Norf,  So  doth  the  cony  ftruggle  in  the  net. 

[They  take  York  Prifoner, 

York,  So  triumph  thieves  upon  their  conquer'd  booty  ; 
So  true  men  yield,  with  robbers  fo  o'er-matcht.    [  now  ? 

North,  What  would  your  Grace  have  done  unto  him 
Mar,  Brave  warriors,  Clifford  and  Northumber- 
Come  make  him  ftand  upon  this  mole-hill  here,  [land, 
That  raught  at  mountains  with  out-ftretched  arms, 
Yet  parted  but  the  fhadow  with  his  hand, 
Wftat>  was  it  you  that  would  be  England's  King  ? 
Was' t  you  that  revelPd  in  our  Parliament, 
And  made  a  preachment  of  your  high  defcent  ? 
Where  are  your  mefs  of  fons  to  back  you  now, 
The  wanton  Eward,  and  the  lufty  George  ? 
And  where's  that  valiant  crook-back  prodigy, 
Dicky  your  boy,  that  with  his  grumbling  voice 
Was  wont  to  cheer  his  dad  in  mutinies  ? 
Or  with  the  reft,  where  is  your  darling  Rutland  f 
Look,  York,  Iftain'd  this  napkin  with  the  blood 
That  valiant  Clifford  with  his  rapier's  point 
Made  iffue  from  the  bofom  of  the  boy  : 
And  if  thine  eyes  can  water  for  his  death, 
I  give  thee  this  to  dry  thy  cheeks  withal. 
Alas,  poor  York,  but  that  I  hate  thee  deadly, 
I  lhould  lament  thy  miferable  ftate. 
I  pr'ythee  grieve,  to  make  me  merry,  York, 
What,  hath  thy  fiery  heart  fo  parent  thine  intrails, 
That  not  a  tear  can  fall  for  Rutland's  death  ? 
Why  art  thou  patient,  man  ?  thou  fliould'ft  be  mad  j 
And  I,  to  make  thee  mad,  do  mock  thee  thus : 

Stamps 
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Stamp,  rave  and  fret,  that  I  may  ling  and  dance. 
Thou  would' ft  be  fee'd  I  fee  to  make  me  fport  : 
York  cannot  fpeak  unlefs  he  wear  a  crown. 

A  crown  for  York  and,  Lords,  bow  low  to  him : 

Hold  you  his  hands  whilft  I  do  fet  it  on. 

[Putting  a  paper  crown  on  his  bead* 
Ay  marry,  Sir,  now  looks  he  like  a  king  : 
Ay,  this  is  he  that  took  K  ing  Henry's  chair, 
And  this  is  he  was  his  adopted  heir. 
But  how  is  it  that  great  Plantagenet 
Is  crown' d  fo  foon,  hath  broke  his  folemn  oath  ? 
As  I  bethink  me,  you  mould  not  be  King 
'Till  our  King  Henry  had  /hook  hands  with  death* 
And  will  you  pale  your  head  in  Henry's  glory, 
And  rob  his  temples  of  the  diadem, 
Now  in  his  life,  againft  your  holy  oath  ? 
Oh,  'tis  a  fault  too  too  unpardonable  : 
Off  with  the  crown,  and  with  the  crown  his  head, 
And  whilft  we  breathe  take  time  to  do  him  dead. 

Clif.  That  is  my  office,  for  my  father's  fake. 

^  Mar,  Nay,  ftay,  lets  hear  the  orifons  he  makes. 

York,  She-woif  of  France,  but  worfe  than  wolves  of 
France, 

Whofe  tongue  more  poifons  than  the  adder's  tooth  \ 

How  ill-befeeming  is  it  in  thy  fex 

To  triumph  like  an  Amaxonian  trull, 

Upon  their  woes  whom  fortune  captivates ! 

But  that  thy  face  is  vizard-like,  unchanging, 

Made  impudent  with  ufe  of  evil  deeds, 

I  would  aflay,  proud  Queen,  to  make  thee  blufh. 

To  tell  thee  whence  thou  cam'ft,  of  whom  deriv'd, 

Were  fhame  enough  to  fhame  thee,  wert  thou  not  fliame- 

Thy  father  bears  the  type  of  King  of  Naples,        [lefs  ; 

Of  both  the  Sicih  and  Jerusalem, 

Yet  not  fo  wealthy  as  an  Englijh  yeoman. 

Hath  that  poor  Monarch  taught  thee  to  infult  ? 

It  needs  not,  nor  it  boots  thee  not,  proud  Queen, 

Unlefs  the  adage  muft  be  verify'd, 

That  beggars  mounted  run  their  horfe  to  death, 

>Tis  beauty  that  doth  oft  make  women  proud, 
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But  God  he  knows  thy  fhare  thereof  is  fmall# 

*Tis  virtue  that  doth  make  them  moft  admir'd, 

The  contrary  doth  make  thee  wonder'd  at. 

'Tis  government  that  makes  them  feem  divine, 

The  want  thereof  makes  thee  abominable. 

Thou  art  as  oppofite  to  every  good, 

As  the  Antipodes  are  unto  us, 

Or  as  the  fouth  to  the  Septentrion, 

Oh  tyger's  heart  wrapt  in  a  woman's  hide, 

How  could' ft  thou  drain  the  life-blood  of  the  child, 

To  bid  the  father  wipe  his  eyes  withal, 

And  yet  be  feen  to  wear  a  woman's  face  ? 

"Women  are  foft,  mild,  pitiful  and  flexible  ; 

Thou  ftern,  obdurate,  flinty,  rough,  remorfelefs. 

Bidit  thou  me  rage  ?  why,  now  thou  haft  thy  wim. 

Would'ft  have  me  weep  ?  why,  now  thou  haft  thy  will. 

For  raging  wind  blows  up  incefiant  ihow'rs, 

And  when  the  rage  allays,  the  rain  begins. 

Thefe  tears  are  my  fweet  Rutland's  oblequies, 

And  ev'ry  drop  cries  vengeance  for  his  death, 

*Gainft  thee,  fjell  Clifford }  and  thee,  falfe  French  woman. 

North,  Befhrew  me  but  his  pafiions  move  me  fo, 
That  hardly  can  I  check  mine  eyes  from  tears. 

York.  That  face  of  his 
The  hungry  Canibals  would  not  have  touchM, 
Would  not  have  ftain'd  the  rofes  juft  i'th'  bud  : 
You* re  more  inhuman,  more  inexorable, 
Oh  ten  times  more,  than  tygers  of  Hyrcania. 
See,  ruthlefs  Queen,  a  haplefs  father's  tears : 
This  cloth  thou  dip'dft  in  blood  of  my  fweet  boy, 
And  I  with  tears  do  wafh  the  blood  away. 
Keep  thou  the  napkin,  and  go  boaft  of  this  5 
And  if  thou  tell'ft  the  heavy  ftory  right, 
Upon  my  foul,  the  hearers  will  fhed  tears  : 
Yea,  even  my  foes  will  fhed  faft-falling  tears, 
And  fay,  Alas,  it  ivas  a  piteous  deed. 
There  take  the  crown,  and,  with  the  crown,  my  curfe. 
And  in  thy  need  fuch  comfort  come  to  thee, 
As  now  I  reap  at  thy  too  cruel  hand  ! 
Hard -hearted  Clifford,  take  me  from  the  world, 
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My  foul  to  heav'n,  my  blood  upon  your  heads  ! 

North.  Had  he  been  flaughter-man  to  all  my  kin, 
I  mould  not  for  my  life  but  weep  with  him, 
To  fee  how  injy  forrow  gripes  his  foul. 

Q.  Mzr.What,  weeping  ripe,  my  LoxANortbumberland? 
Think  but  upon  the  wrong  he  did  us  all, 
And  that  will  quickly  dry  thy  melting  tears. 

Gif,  Here's  for  my  oath,  here's  for  my  father's  death. 

[Stabbing  him, 

Q^Mar,  And  here's  to  right  our  gentle -hearted  King. 

[Stabs  him  aifo. 

York.  Open  thy  gate  of  mercy,  gracious  God! 
IWy  foul  flies  through  thefe  wounds  to  feek  out  thee.  [Dies, 

Q^Mar.  Off  with  his  head  and  fet  it  on  York  gates ; 
So  York  may  overlook  the  town  of  York,  [Exeunt, 

ACT    II.   SCENE  I. 

The  Marches  of  Wales. 
A  March.  Enter  Edward  Plan tagenet,  Richard  Plantage- 

net,  and  their  Power, 
Edw.  T  Wonder  how  our  Princely  father  'fcap'd  5 

X  Or  whether  he  be  'fcap'd  away,  or  no 
Trom  Clifford's  and  Northumberland's  purfuit. 
Had  he  been  ta'en,  we  mould  have  heard  the  news  5 
Had  he  been  flain,  we  mould  have  heard  the  news  5 
Or  had  he  'fcap'd,  methinks  we  mould  have  heard 
The  happy  tidings  of  his  good  efcape. 
How  fares  my  brother  ?  why  is  he  fo  fad  ? 

Rich.  I  cannot  joy,  until  I  be  refolv'd 
Where  our  right  valiant  father  is  become* 
I  faw  him  in  the  battle  range  about, 
And  watch'd  him  how  he  fingled  Clifford  forth  5 
Methought  he  bore  him  in  the  thickell  troop, 
As  doth  a  lion  in  a  herd  of  neat  5 
Or  as  a  bear  encompifs'd  round  with  dogs, 
"Who  having  pincht  a  few  and  made  them  cry, 
The  reft  ftand  all  aloof  and  bark  at  him. 
So  far'd  our  father  with  his  Enemies, 
So  fled  his  enemies  my  warlike  father  : 
Methinks  'tis  prize  enough  to  be  hisfon, 
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Edw.  See  how  the  morning  opes  her  golden  gates,, 
And  takes  her  farewel  of  the  glorious  fun  5 
How  well  refembles  it  the  prime  of  youth, 
Trim'd  like  a  yonker  prancing  to  his  love ! 
Dazzle  mine  eyes  ?  or  do  I  fee  three  funs  ? 

Rich.  Three  glorious  funs,  each  one  a  perfect  fun. 
Not  feparated  with  the  racking  clouds, 
But  fever'd  in  a  pale  clear-mining  iky. 
See,  fee,  they  join,  embrace,  and  feem  to  kifs, 
As  if  they  vow'd  fome  league  inviolable : 
Now  are  they  but  one  lamp,  one  light,  one  furu 
In  this  the  heaven  figures  fome  event. 

Ediv. *T'is  wond'rous  ftrange,the  like  yet  never  heard  of* 
I  think  it  cites  us,  brother,   to  the  field, 
That  we  the  fons  of  brave  Plantagenet , 
Each  one  already  blazing  by  our  meeds, 
Should  notwithstanding  join  our  lights  together. 
And  over-mine  the  earth,  as  this  the  world. 
Whatever  it  bodes,  henceforward  will  I  bear 
Upon  my  target  three  fair  mining  funs. 

Rich. Nay, bear  three  daughters :  by  your  leave,I  fpeak  it, 
You  love  the  breeder  better  than  the  male. 

Enter  a  Meffengcr, 
But  what  art  thou,  whofe  heavy  looks  foretel 
Some  dreadful  ftory  hanging  on  thy  tongue  ? 

Mtf.  Ah !  one  that  was  a  woful  looker  on 
When  as  the  noble  Duke  of  York  was  flain, 
Your  Princely  father,  and  my  loving  Lord. 

Ediv.  Oh,  fpeak  no  more  !  for  I  have  heard  too  mucbj 

Rich,  Say  how  he  dy'd^  for  I  will  hear  it  all. 

Mef.  Environed  he  was  with  many  foes, 
And  Hood  againft  them,  as  the  hope  of  Troy 
Againft  the  Greeks  that  would  have  entred  Tray, 
But  Hercules  himfelf  muft  yield  to  odds  5 
And  many  ftroaks,  though  with  a  little  ax, 
Hew  down  and  fell  the  hardeft-timber'd  oak. 
By  many  hands  your  father  was  fubdu'd, 
But  only  flaughterM  by  the  ireful  arm 
Of  unrelenting  Clifford  and  the  Queen  j 
Who  crown' d  the.  gracious  puke  in  high  defpight, 
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Laugh'd  in  his  face  j  and  when  with  grief  he  wept, 
The  ruthlefs  Queen  gave  him,  to  dry  his  cheek, 
A  napkin  fteeped  in  the  harmlefs  blood 
Of  fweet  young  Rutland,  by  rough  Clifford  flain  : 
And  after  many  fcorns,  many  foul  taunts, 
They  took  his  head,  and  on  the  gates  of  York 
They  fet  the  fame,  and  there  it  doth  remain 
The  faddeft  fpectacle  that  e*er  I  view'd. 

Ediv.  Sweet  Duke  of  York,  our  prop  to  lean  upon, 
Now  thou  art  gone  v/e  have  no  ftaff,  no  ftay. 
Oh  Clifford,  boift'reus  Clifford  thou  haft  flain 
The  flower  of  Europe  for  his  chivalry, 
And  treacheroufly  haft  thou  vanquiftYd  him* 
For  hand  to  hand  he  would  have  vanquifh'd  thee. 
Now  my  foul's  palace  is  become  a  prifon  : 
Ah,  would  me  break  from  hence,  that  this  my  body 
Might  in  the  ground  be  clofed  up  in  reft! 
For  never  henceforth  mall  I  joy  again, 
Never,  oh  never  fhall  I  fee  more  joy. 

Rich,  I  cannot  weep  ;  for  all  my  body's  moifture 
Scarce  ferves  to  quench  my  furnace-burning  heart : 
Nor  casv  my  tongue  unload  my  heart's  great  burthen  j 
For  th'  felf-fame  wind  that  I  mould  fpeak  withal 
Is  kindling  coals  that  fire  up  all  mybreaft, 
And  burn  me  up  with  flames  that  tears  would  quench* 
To  weep,  is  to  makelefs  the  depth  of  grief: 
Tears  tken  for  babes  ;  blows  and  revenge  for  me  I 
"Richard,  I  bear  thy  name,  I'll  venge  thy  death, 
Or  die  renowned  by  attempting  it. 

Ed<w.  His  name  that  valiant  Duke  hath  left  with  thee : 
His  Dukedom  and  his  chair  with  me  is  left. 

Rich*  Nay,  if  thou  be  that  princely  eagle's  bird, 
Shew  thy  defcent  by  gazing  'gainft  the  fun  : 
For  chair  and  Dukedom,  throne  and  Kingdom  fay, 
Either  they're  thine,  or  elfe  thou  wert  not  his. 

March.  Enter  Warwick,  Marquifs  of  Montague,  and 
their  Army. 

War.  How  now,  fair  Lords  ?  what  fare  >  what  news 
abroad  ? 

Rich,  Great  Lord  of  Warwick,  if  wc  mould  recount 
»  Ka  Our 
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Our  baleful  news,  and  at  each  word's  deliv'rance 

Stab  poniards  in  ourflefh  'till  all  were  told, 

The  words  would  add  more  anguifli  than  the  wounds* 

0  valiant  Lord,  the  Duke  of  York  is  flain. 
Edw.  O  Warwick  !  Warwick  !  that  Plamagenet 

"Which  held  thee  dearly  as  his  foul's  redemption, 
Is  by  the  ftern  Lord  Clifford  done  to  death. 

War*  Ten  days  ago  I  drown' d  thefe  news  in  tears  | 
And  now,  to  add  more  meafure  to  your  woes, 

1  come  to  tell  you  things  lith  then  befal'n. 
After  the  bloody  fray  at  Wakefield  fought,  , 
Where  your  brave  father  breath'd  his  lateft  gafp, 
Tidings,  as  fwiftly  as  the  poft  could  run, 

Were  brought  me  of  your  lofs  and  his  depart. 
I  then  in  London,  keeper  of  the  King, 
Mufter'd  my  foldiers,  gather'd  flocks  of  friends, 
March'd  towards  St,  Albans  t'  intercept  the  Queen* 
Bearing  the  King  in  my  behalf  along  t 
For  by  my  fcouts  I  was  advertiied 
That  me  was  coming,  with  a  full  intent 
To  dam  our  late  decree  in  parliament, 
Touching  King  Henry*  s  oath,  and  your  fuceeflion  s 
Short  tale  to  make,  we  at  St.  Albeni  met, 
Our  battles  join'd,  and  both  fides  fiercely  fought  5 
But  whether  'twas  the  coldnefs  of  the  King, 
Who  look'd  full  gently  on  his  warlike  Queen, 
That  robb'd  my  foldiers  of  their  heated  lpleen  ; 
Or  whether  'twas  report  of  her  fuccefs, 
Or  more  than  common  fear  of  Clifford?*  rigour, 
Who  thunders  to  his  captives  blood  and  death, 
1  cannot  judge  :  but  to  conclude  with  truth, 
Their  weapons  like  to  lightning  came  and  went  £ 
Our  foldiers  like  the  night-owl's  lazy  flight, 
Or  like  a  lazy  thrafher  with  a  flail, 
Fell  gently  down,  as  if  they  ftruck  their  friends* 
I  cheer'd  them  up  with  juftice  of  our  caufe, 
With  promife  of  high  pay  and  great  reward  j 
But  all  in  vain,  they  had  no  heart  to  fight, 
And  we,  in  them,  no  hope  to  win  the  day, 
So  that  we  fled  $  the  King  unto  the  Queen, 
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Lerd  George  your  brother,  Norfolk,  and  myfclf, 
Jr  hafte,  poft  haft,  are  come  to  join  with  you  : 
For  in  the  marches  here  we  heard  you  were, 
Making  another  head  to  fight  again. 

Edw.  Where  is  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  gentle  Warwick  f 
And  when  came  George  from  Burgundy  to  EngLndt 

War.  Some  fix  miles  off  the  Duke  is  with  the  lbldiers  5 
And  for  your  brother  he  was  lately  fent 
From  your  kind  aunt,  Dutchefs  of  Burgundy, 
"With  aid  of  foldiers  to  this  needful  war. 

Rich.  1  Twas  odds  belike  when  valiant  Warwick  fled  5 
Oft  have  I  heard  his  praifes  in  purfuit, 
But  ne'er,  till  now,  his  fcandal  of  retire* 

War.  Nor  now  my  fcandal,  Richard,  doft  thou  hear  : 
For  thou  (halt  know  this  ftrong  right  hand  of  mine 
Can  pluck  the  diadem  from  faint  Henry1 's  head> 
And  wring  the  awful  fceptre  from  his  fift, 
Were  he  as  famous  and  as  bold  in  war, 
As  he  is  fam'd  for  mildnefs,  peace  and  prayer. 

Rich.  I  know  it  well,  Lord  Warwick,  blame  me  not,. 
*Tis  love  I  bear  thy  glories  makes  me  fpeak. 
But  in  this  troublous  time  what's  to  be  done  ? 
Shall  we  go  throw  away  our  coats  of  fteel, 
And  wrap  our  bodies  in  black  mourning  gowns, 
Numbering  our  Ave  Maries  with  our  beads  ? 
Or  fliall  we  on  the  helmets  of  our  foes 
Tell  our  devotion  with  revengeful  arms  ? 
If  for  the  laft,  fay  ay,  and  to  it,  Lords  ! 

War.  Why,  therefore  Warwick  came  to  feek  you  out, 
And  therefore  comes  my  brother  Montague. 
Attend  me,  Lords,  the  proud  infulting  Queen, 
With  Clifford,  and  the  haught  Northumberland, 
And  of  their  feather  many  more  proud  birds., 
Have  wrought  the  cane-melting  King,  like  wax. 
He  fwore  confent  to  your  fucceftion, 
•  His  oath  enrolled  in  the  Parliament : 
And  now  to  London  all  the  crew  are  gone, 
To  fruftrate  both  his  oath,  and  what  befide 
May  make  againft  the  houfe  of  Lancafler. 
Their  Power,  I  think,  is  thirty  thoufand  ftrong  : 

K  3  N«w 
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Now  if  the  help  of  Norfolk  and  myfelf, 

With  all  the  friends  that  thou,  brave  Earl  of  Marshy 

Amongft  the  loving  Weljhmen  canft  procure, 

Will  but  amount  to  five  and  twenty  thoufand  : 

Why,  Via  I  ftraight  to  London  will  we  march, 

And  once  again  beftride  our  foaming  Heeds, 

And  once  again  cry  charge  upon  our  foes, 

But  never  once  again  turn  back  and  fly. 

Rich,  Ay,  now  methinks  I  hear  great  Warwick  fpeakj 
Ne'er  may  he  live  to  fee  a  fun-mine  day 
That  cries  retire,  if  Warwick  bid  him  flay ! 

Edw,  Lord  Warwick,  on  thy  moulder  will  I  lean, 
And  when  thou  fail' ft  (as  God  forbid  the  hour!) 
Muft  Edward  fall,  which  peril  heav'n  forefend ! 

War.  No  longer  Earl  of  March,  but  Duke  of  Ysri  j 
The  next  degree  is  England's  royal  throne  ; 
For  King  of  England  malt  thou  be  proclaim' d 
In  every  borough  as  we  pafs  along : 
And  he  that  throws  not  up  his  cap  for  joy, 
Shall  for  the  fault  make  forfeit  of  his  heacL 
King  Edward,  valiant  Richard,  Montague, 
Stay  we  no  longer  dreaming  of  renown, 
But  found  the  trumpets,  and  about  our  ta/k# 

Rich.  Then,  Clifford,  were  thy  heart  as  hard  as  fteel, 
As  thou  haft  fhewn  it  flinty  by  thy  deeds, 
I  come  to  pierce  it,  or  to  give  thee  mine, 

Edw. Then  ftrike  up,drums ;  God  and  St.  George  for  us  ! 
Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

War.  How  now  ?  what  news  ? 

Mef.  The  Duke  of  Norfolk  fends  you  word  by  me 
The  Queen  is  coming  with  a  puiflant  hoft, 
And  craves  your  company  for  fpeedy  counfel. 

War.  Why  then  it  forts  3  brave  warriors,  let's  away! 

[Exeunt  onmes. 
SCENE    III.    TO  R  K. 
Enter  King  Henry,  ^ueen  Margaret,  Clifford,  Northum- 
berland, and  the  Prince  of  Wales,  with  Drums  and 

Trumpets. 

Q^Mar.  Welcome,  myLord,to  this  brave  town  of  York  ! 
Yonder y»  the  head  of  that  arch-enemy 

That 
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That  fought  to  be  encompaft  with  your  crown. 
Doth  not  the  object  cheer  your  heart,  my  Lord  ? 

K.  Henry  9  Ay,  as  the  rocks  cheer  them  that  fear  their 
To  fee  this  fight  it  irks  my  very  foul :  [wreck  - 

With-hold  revenge,  dear  God  !  'tis  not  my  fault, 
Nor  wittingly  have  I  infring'd  my  vow. 

Clif.  My  gracious  Liege,  this  too  much  lenity 
And  harmful  pity  mult  be  laid  afide. 
To  whom  do  lions  caft  their  gentle  looks  ? 
Not  to  the  beaft  that  would  ufurp  their  den. 
Whofe  hand  is  that  the  foreft  bear  doth  lick  ? 
Not  his  that  fpoils  her  young  before  her  face. 
Who  'fcapes  the  lurking  ferpent's  mortal  fting  ? 
Not  he  that  fets  his  foot  upon  her  back* 
The  fmalkft  worm  will  turn  being  trodden  on, 
And  doves  will  peck  in  fafeguard  of  their  brood. 
Ambitious  York  did  level  at  thy  crown, 
Thou  fmiling,  while  he  knit  his  angry  brows* 
He  but  a  Duke,  would  have  his  fon  a  King, 
And  raife  his  ifiue  like  a  loving  lire ; 
Thou  being  a  King,  bleft  with  a  goodly  fon, 
Didft  yield  confent  to  dilinherit  him  ; 
"Which  argu'd  thee  a  molt  unloving  father. 
Unreafonable  creatures  feed  their  young, 
And  tho'  man's  face  be  fearful  to  their  eyes, 
Yet  in  protection  of  their  tender  ones 
Who  hath  not  feen  them  (even  with  thofe  wings 
Which  fometimes  they  have  us'd  with  fearful  flight) 
Make  war  with  him  that  climb'd  unto  their  neft, 
Offering  their  own  lives  in  their  young's  defence  ? 
For  lhame,  my  Liege,  make  them  your  prelident« 
Were  it  not  pity,  that  this  goodly  boy 
Should  lofe  his  birth -right  by  his  father's  fault, 
And  long  hereafter  fay  unto  his  child, 
What  my  great-grandfather  and  grandfire  got, 
My  carelefs  father  fondly  gave  away  ? 
Ah,  what  a  lhame  was  this  !  look  on  the  boy, 
And  let  his  manly  face,  which  promifeth 
Succefsfu  1  fortune,  fteel  thy  melting  heart 
To  hold  thine  own,  and  leave  thine  own  $o  him. 

K.  Henry. 
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K.  Henry,  Full  well  hath  Clifford  plaid  the  orator, 
Inferring  arguments  of  mighty  force  : 
But,  Clifford,  tell  me,  didft  thou  never  hear, 
That  things  ill-gotten  have  had  bad  fuccefs  ? 
And  happy  always  was  it  for  that  fon, 
Whofe  father  for  his  hoarding  went  to  hell  ? 
I'll  leave  my  fon  my  virtuous  deeds  behind  j 
And  would  my  father  had  left  me  no  more ! 
For  all  the  reft  is  held  at  fuch  a  rate, 
As  brings  a  thoufand-fold  more  care  to  keep, 
Than  in  poffeffion  any  jot  of  pleafure. 
Ah,  coulin  York,  would  thy  belt  friends  did  know 
How  it  doth  grieve  me  that  thy  head  is  here ! 

QjMar.  MyLord,cheer  up  your  fpirits,our  foes  are  nigh, 
And  this  foft  courage  makes  your  followers  faint : 
You  promis'd  Knighthood  to  our  forward  fon, 
TJnfheath  your  fword,  and  dub  him  prefently. 
Edward,  kneel  down. 

K.  Henry,  Edward  Plantagenety  arife  a  Knight, 
And  learn  this  leffon,  draw  thy  fword  in  right. 

Prince.  My  gracious  father,  by  your  kingly  leave, 
I'll  draw  it  as  Apparent  to  the  crown, 
And  in  that  quarrel  ule  it  to  the  death. 

Clif,  Why  that  is  fpoken  like  a  toward  Prince# 
Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Mef,  Royal  commanders,  be  in  readinefs  5 
For  with  a  band  of  thirty  thoufand  men 
Comes  Warwick,  backing  of  the  Duke  of  Torki 
And  in  the  towns  as  they  do  march  along 
Proclaims  him  King,  and  many  fly  to  him. 
Darraign  your  battel,  they  are  near  at  hand. 

Clif.  I  would  your  Highnefs  would  depart  the  field  : 
The  Queen  hath  beft  fuccefs  when  you  are  abfent. 

Q*Mar.  Ay,  good  my  Lord,  and  leave  us  to  our  fortune, 
K.  Henry.  Why,  that's  my  fortune  too ;  therefore 
I'll  ftay. 

Norths  Be  it  with  refolution  then  to  fight. 

Prince.  My  royal  father,  cheer  thefe  noble  Lords, 
And  hearten  thofe  that  fight  in  your  defence  : 
Unlheath  your  fword,  good  father  :  cry  St.  George! 

SCENE 
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S.CENE  IV, 
March,    Enter  Edward,  Warwick,  Richard,  Clarence, 
Norfolk,  Montague,  and  Soldiers, 
Ednv.  Now,  perjur'd  Henry,  wilt  thou  kneel  for  grace, 
And  fet  thy  diadem  upon  my  head  j 
Or  bide  the  mortal  fortune  of  the  field  ? 

Q^Mar.  Go  rate  thy  minions,  proud  infulting  boy. 
Becomes  it  thee  to  be  thus  bold  in  terms 
Before  thy  Sovereign  and  thy  lawful  King  ? 

Edw,  I  am  his  King,  and  he  mould  bow  his  knee  ; 
I  was  adopted  heir  by  his  confent  j 
Since  when  his  oath  is  broke  t  for,  as  I  hear, 
You  that  are  King,  though  he  do  wear  the-  crown, 
Have  causM  him  by  new  act  of  Parliament 
To  blot  out  me  and  put  his  own  fon  in. 

Clif.  And  reafon  too  : 
"Who  mould  fucceed  the  father,  but  the  fon  ? 

Rich.  Are  you  there,  butcher  ?  O,  I  cannot  fpeak. 
Clif,  Ay,  crook-back,  here  I  ftand  to  anfwer  thee, 
Or  any  he  the  proudeft  of  thy  fort. 

ic/V£.'Twasthou  that  kilPd  youngRutland,  was  it  not  ? 
Clif,  Ay,  and  old  TV^,  and  yet  not  fatisfy'd. 
Rich,  For  God's  fake,  Lords,  give  fignal  to  the  fight. 
War.  What  fay'ftthou,i/l?wr)>,wilt  thou  yield  the  crown? 
Qj_  Mar,  Why,  how  now,  long-tongu'd  Warwick, 
dare  you  fpeak  ? 
When  you  and  I  met  at  St.  Allans  laft, 
Your  legs  did  better  fervice  than  your  hands. 

War,  Then  'twas  my  turn  to  fly,  and  now  'tis  thine, 
Clif.  You  faid  fo  much  before,  and  yet  you  fled. 
Z^r.'Twas  not  your  valour,  Clifford,  drove  me  thence, 
JWf£.No,  nor  your  manhood  that  durft  make  you  ftay. 
Rich.  Northumberland,  I  hold  thee  reverently. 
Break  off  the  parley  ,  fcarce  I  can  refrain 
The  execution  of  my  big-fwoln  heart 
Upon  that  Clifford,  that  cruel  child-killer. 

Clif  I  flew  thy  father,  call'ft  thou  him  a  child  ? 
Rich,  Ay,  like  a  daftard,  and  a  treacherous  coward, 
As  thou  didft  kill  our  tender  brother  Rutland: 
But  ere  fun  fet  I'll  make  theecurfe  the  deed. 

K.  Henry i 
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K.  Henry,  Have  done  with  words,  my  Lords,  and  hear 
me  fpeak. 

QjMar.  Defie  them  then,  orelfehold  clofe  thy  lips. 

K.  Henry.  I  pr'ythee,  give  no  limits  to  my  tongue  j 
1  am  a  King,  and  privileged  to  fpeak. 

Clif,  My  Liege,  the  wound  that  bred  this  meeting  here 
Cannot  be  curM  by  words,  therefore  be  ftill. 

Rich,  Then,  execution,  re-unfheath  thy  fword  : 
By  him  that  made  us  all,  I  am  refolv'd 
That  Clifford's  manhood  lyes  upon  his  tongue. 

Edw,  Say,  Henry,  {hall  I  have  my  right  or  no  ? 
A  thoufand  men  have  broke  their  falls  to  -day, 
That  ne'er  fhall  dine  unlefs  thou  yield  the  crown. 

War,  If  thou  deny,  their  blood  upon  thy  head  ! 
For  York  in  juftice  puts  his  armour  on. 

Prince,  If  that  be  right  which  Warwick  fays  is  right, 
There  is  no  wrong,  but  every  thing  is  right. 

Rich*  Whoever  got  thee,  there  thy  mother  fiands, 
For  well  I  wot  thou  haft  thy  mother's  tongue. 

Mar.  But  thou  art  neither  like  thy  lire  nor  dam, 
But  like  a  foul-mifhapen  ftigmatick, 
Mark'd  by  the  deftinies  to  be  avoided, 
As  venomous  toads,  or  lizards  dreadful  flings. 

Rich,  Iron  of  Naples  hid  with  Englijb  gilt, 
Whofe  father  bears  the  title  of  a  King, 
(As  if  a  channel  fhould  be  calFd  the  fea) 
Sham' ft  thou  not,  knowing  whence  thou  art  extraughr, 
To  let  thy  tongue  detect  thy  bafe-born  heart  ? 

Ediv,  A  wifp  of  ftraw  were  worth  a  thoufand  crowns, 
To  make  this  fhamelefs  callat  know  herfelf. 
Helen  of  Greece  was  fairer  far  than  thou. 
Although  thy  hufband  may  be  Menclaus  5 
And  ne'er  was  Agamemnon's  brother  wrong' d 
By  that  falfe  woman,  as  this  King  by  thee. 
His  father  revell'd  in  the  heart  of  France* 
And  tam'd  the  King,  and  made  the  Dauphin  ftoop  z 
And  had  he  match'd  according  to  his  ftate, 
He  might  have  kept  that  glory  to  this  day. 
But  when  he  took  a  beggar  to  his  bed, 
And  grac'd  thy  poor  fire  with  his  bridal  day, 

Eve* 
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Even  then  that  fun-mine  brew'd  a  ihow'r  for  him, 
That  wafh'd  his  father's  fortunes  forth  of  France, 
And  heap'd  fedition  on  his  crown  at  home  : 
For  what  hath  broach'd  this  tumult  but  thy  pride  ? 
Hadft  thou  been  meek,  our  title  ftill  had  flept, 
And  we  in  pity  of  the  gentle  King 
Had  flipt  our  claim  until  another  age. 

Cla.  But  when  we  faw  our  fun-mine  made  thy  fpring, 
And  that  thy  fummer  bred  us  no  increafe, 
"We  fet  the  ax  to  thy  ufurping  root  ; 
And  though  the  edge  hath  fomething  hit  ourfelves, 
Yet  know  thou,  fince  we  have  begun  to  ftrike, 
We'll  never  leave  'till  we  have  hewn  thee  down, 
f)r  bath'd  thy  growing  with  our  heated  bloods. 

Edw.  And  in  this  refolution  I  defie  thee, 
Not  willing  any  longer  conference, 
Since  thou  deny'dft  the  gentle  King  to  fpeak. 
Sound  trumpets,  let  our  bloody  colours  wave, 
And  either  vidtory,  or  elfe  a  grave. 

Q^Mar.  Stay,  Edward . 

Edw.  No,  wrangling  woman,  we'll  no  longer  ftay, 
Thefe  words  will  coft  ten  thoufand  lives  this  day. 

[Exeunt  omnes, 
SCENE    V.    A  Field  of  Battle. 
Alarum.    Excurjions.    Enter  Warwick. 
War.  Fore-fpent  with  toil,  as  runners  with  a  race, 
I  lay  me  down  a  little  while  to  breathe  : 
For  ftrokes  receiv'd  and  many  blows  repaid 
Have  robb'd  my  ftrong-knit  finews  of  their  ftrength, 
And  fpight  of  fpight  needs  mult  I  reft  a  while. 

Enter  Edward  running, 
Ediv.  Smile,  gentle  heav'ni  or  ftrike,  ungentle  death; 
For  this  world  frowns,  and  Edward's  fun  is  clouded. 
War.  How  now,  myLord,what  hap?  what  hope  of  good? 

Enter  Clarence. 
Cla,  Our  hap  is  lofs,  our  hope  but  fad  defpair, 
Our  ranks  are  broke,  and  ruin  follows  us. 
What  couniel  give  you  ?  whither  ftiall  we  fly  ? 

Edw.  Bootlefs  is  flight,  they  follow  us  with  wings; 
And  weak  we  are,  and  cannot  fhun  purfuit. 

Enter 
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Enter  Richard. 
Rich.  Ah,  Warwick, why  haft  thou  withdrawn  thyfelf* 
*  Thy  brother's  blood  the  thirfty  earth  hath  drunk, 
Broach* d  with  the  fteely  point  of  Clifford's  lance  j 
And  in  the  very  pangs  of  death  he  cry'd, 
(Like  to  a  difmal  clangor  heard  from  far) 
Warwick,  revenge  !  brother,  revenge  my  death  ! 
So  underneath  the  belly  of  his  fteeds, 
That  ftain'd  their  fetlocks  in  his  fmoaking  blood, 
The  noble  gentleman  gave  up  the  ghoft. 

War.  Then  let  the  earth  be  drunken  with  our  blood  5 
I'll  kill  my  horfe  becaufe  I  will  not  fly: 
Why  ftand  we  like  foft- hearted  women  here, 
Wailing  our  loffes,  whiles  the  foe  doth  rage, 
And  look  upon,  as  if  the  tragedy 
Were  play'd  in  jeft  by  counterfeiting  actors  ? 
Here  on  my  knee  I  vow  to  God  above, 
I'll  never  paufe  again,  never  ftand  ftill, 
*  Till  either  death  hath  clos'd  thefe  eyes  of  mine, 
Or  fortune  given  me  meafure  of  revenge. 

Edw.  O  Warwick,  I  do  bend  my  knee  with  thine, 
And  in  this  vow  do  chain  my  foul  to  thine 
And  ere  my  knee  rife  from  the  earth's  cold  face, 
I  throw  my  hands,  mine  eyes,  my  heart  to  thee, 
Thou  fetter  up  and  plucker  down  of  Kings  ! 
Befeeching  thee,  if  with  thy  will  it  ftands 
That  to  my  foes  this  body  muft  be  prey, 
Yet  that  thy  brazen  gates  of  heav'n  may  ope, 
And  give  fweet  pafTage  to  my  finful  foul« 
Now,  Lords,  take  leave  until  we  meet  again, 
Where-e'er  it  be,  in  heav'n  or  on  earth. 

£zV£.Brother,  give  me  thy  hand,  and,  gentle  Warwick, 
Let  me  embrace  thee  in  my  weary  arms : 
I  that  did  never  weep,  now  melt  with  woe, 
That  winter  mould  cut  off  our  fpring-time  fo. 

War.  Away,  away  \  once  more,  fweet  Lords,  farewel  ! 
Cla.  Yet  let  us  all  together  to  our  troops  ; 
And  give  them  leave  to  fly  that  will  not  ftay  ; 

*  It  was  not  the  Marquifs  of  Montague  who  was  flain  in  this 
battle,  but  a  natural  brother  of  the  Ear)  of  Warwick. 
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And  call  them  pillars  that  will  ftand  to  us ; 
And  if  we  thrive,  promife  them  fuch  rewards, 
As  victors  wear  at  the  Olympian  games. 
This  may  plant  courage  in  their  quailing  breafts, 
For  yet  is  hope  of  life  and  victory  ; 
Fore-flow  no  longer,  make  we  hence  amain.  [Exeunt, 
Excurjions.  Enter  Richard  and  Clifford. 

Rich.  Now,  Clifford,  I  have  fmgled  thee  alone, 
Suppofe  this  arm  is  for  the  Duke  of  York, 
And  this  for  Rutland,  both  bound  to  revenge, 
Wert  thou  environ'^  with  a  brazen  wall. 

Clif.  Now,  Richard,  I  am  with  thee  here  alone, 
This  is  the  hand  that  ftabb'd  thy  father  York, 
And  this  the  hand  that  flew  thy  brother  Rutland, 
And  here's  the  heart  that  triumphs  in  their  death, 
And  cheers  thefe  hands  that  flew  thy  fire  and  brother 
To  execute  the  like  upon  thy  felf  j 
And  fo  have  at  thee. 

They  fight,  Warwick  enters,  Clifford  Jlies. 

Rich,  Nay,  Warwick,  Angle  out  fome  other  chafe, 
For  I  my  felf  will  hunt  this  wolf  to  death.  [Exeunt. 
SCENE    VI.  Alarum.  Enter  King  Henry  alont. 

K,  Henry.  This  battle  fares  like  to  the  morning's  war, 
When  dying  clpuds  contend  with  growing  light, 
What  time  the  fhepherd  blowing  cf  his  nails, 
Can  neither  call  it  perfect  day  nor  night. 
Now  fways  it  this  way,  like  the  felf-fame  fea 
Forc'd  by  the  tide  to  combat  with  the  wind  j 
Now  fways  it  that  way,  like  the  felf-fame  fea 
ForcM  to  retire  by  fury  of  the  wind. 
Sometime  the  flood  prevails,  and  then  the  wind  j 
Now  one  the  better,  then  another  befc, 
Both  tugging  to  be  victors,  breaft  to  breaft, 
Yet  neither  conqueror  nor  conquered  j 
So  is  the  equal  poize  of  this  fell  war. 
Here  on  this  mole-hill  will  I  fit  me  down  : 
To  whom  God  will,  there  be  the  victory  ! 
For  Margaret  my  Queen  and  Clifford  too 
Have  chid  me  from  the  battle,  fwearing  both 
They  profper  beft  of  all  when  I  am  thence. 

Vol,  VI.  L  vVquU 
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Would  I  were  dead,  if  God's  good  will  were  fo  ! 
For  what  is  in  this  world  but  grief  and  woe  ? 
G  God !  methinks  it  were  a  happy  life 
To  be  no  better  than  a  homely  fwain, 
To  fit  upon  a  hill  as  I  do  now, 
To  carve  out  dials  queintly,  point  by  point, 
Thereby  to  fee  the.  minutes  how  they  run : 
How  many  make  the  hour  full  cornpleat, 
How  many  hours  bring  about  the  day, 
How  many  days  will  finifh  up  the  year, 
How  many  years  a  mortal  man  may  live. 
When  this  is  known,  then  to  divide  the  times  t 
So  many  hours  muft  I  tend  my  flock, 
So  many  hours  muft  I  take  my  reft, 
So  many  hours  muft  I  contemplate, 
So  many  hours  muft  I  fport  myfelf ; 
So  many  days  my  ewes  have  been  with  young, 
So  many  weeks  ere  the  poor  fools  will  yean, 
So  many  months  ere  I  ftiall  fheer  the  fleece : 
So  minutes,  hours,  days,  weeks,  months  and  years 
Paft  over,  to  the  end  they  were  created, 
Would  bring  white  hairs  unto  a  quiet  grave, 
Ah !  what  a  life  were  this,  how  fweet,  how  lovely  \ 
Gives  not  the  haw-thorn  bulh  a  fweeter  fliade 
To  fhepherds  looking  on  their  lilly  iheep, 
Than  doth  a  rich  embroider'd  canopy 
To  Kings  that  fear  their  fubjedts  treachery  ? 
Oyes  it  doth,  a  thoufand-fold  it  doth. 
And  to  conclude,  the  fhepherd's  homely  curds, 
His  cold  thin  drink  out  of  his  leather  bottle.^ 
His  wonted  fleep  under  a  frefh  tree's  fhade, 
All  which  fecure,  and  fweetly  he  enjoys, 
Is  far  beyond  a  Prince's  delicates, 
His  viands  fparkling  in  a  golden  cup, 
His  body  couched  in  a  curious  bed, 
When  care,  miftruft  and  treafons  wait  on  him. 
SCENE  VII.  Alarum.  Enter  a  Son,  bearing  bis  Fa{lfr, 

Son.  Ill  blows  the  wind  that  profits  no  body. 
This  Man,  whom  hand  to  hand  I  flew  in  fight, 
May  be  pofiefTed  with  fame  ftore  of  crowns, 
And  I  that,  haply,  take  thei»  froffli  fam,  new, 
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May  yet,  ere  night,  yield  both  my  life  and  them 
To  fome  man  elfe,  as  this  dead  man  to  me. 
Who's  this  ?  oh  God  !  it  is  my  father's  face, 
"Whom  in  this  conflict  I  un' wares  have  kill'd  t 
O  heavy  times,  begetting  fuch  events  ! 
From  London  by  the  King  was  I  preft  forth, 
My  father  being  the  Earl  of  Warwick's  man 
Came  on  the  part  of  York,  preft  by  his  mafter  5 
And  I,  who  at  his  hands  receiv'd  my  life, 
Have  by  my  hands  of  life  bereaved  him. 

Pardon  me,  God  !  I  knew  not  what  I  did  ; 

And  pardon,  father,  for  I  knew  not  thee. 

My  tears  mall  wipe  away  thefe  bloody  marks  ; 

And  no  more  words,  'till  they  have  flow'd  their  fill. 

K.  Henry .  O  piteous  fpectacle  !  O  bloody  times  \ 
"Whiles  lions  war  and  battle  for  their  dens, 
Poor  harmlefs  lambs  abide  their  enmity. 
Weep,  wretched  man,  I'll  aid  thee  tear  for  tear  ; 
And  let  our  hearts  and  eyes  like  civil  war, 

Be  blind  with  tears,  and  break  o'er-charg'd  with  grief. 
Enter  a  Father ,  bearing  a  Son. 
Fatb.  Thou  that  fo  ftoutly  haft  refilled  me, 

Give  me  thy  gold,  if  thou  haft  any  gold  : 

For  I  have  bought  it  with  an  hundred  blows. 

But  let  me  fee,  is  this  our  foe-man's  face  ? 

Ah,  no,  no,  no,  it  is  my  only  fon! 

Ah,  boy,  if  any  life  be  left  in  thee 

Throw  up  thine  eye ;  fee,  fee  what  mowers  arife, 

Blown  with  the  windy  tempeft  of  my  heart 

Upon  thy  wounds,  that  kill  mine  eye  and  heart* 

O  pity,  God,  this  miferable  age  ! 

What  ftratagems,  how  fell,  how  butcherly, 

Erroneous,  mutinous,  and  unnatural, 

This  deadly  quarrel  daily  doth  beget  ! 

O  boy !  thy  father  gave  thee  life  too  late, 

And  hath  bereft  thee  of  thy  life  too  foon. 

K.  Henry.  Woe  above  woe  $  grief  more  than  common 

O  that  my  death  would  ftay  thefe  rueful  deeds !   [grief  I 

O  pity,  pity,  gentle  heaven,  pity  ! 

T4ie  red  rofe  and  the  white  are  on  his  face* 

h  z  Th« 
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The  fatal  colours  of  our  ftriving  houfes. 
The  ©ne  his  purple  blood  right  well  refembles, 
The  other  his  pale  cheek,  methinks,  prefenteth: 
Wither  one  rofe,and  let  the  other  flourifh! 
If  you  contend,  a  thoufand  lives  muft  wither. 

Son.  How  will  my  mother,  for  a  father's  death, 
Take  on  with  me,  and  ne'er  be  fatisfy'd  ! 

Fatb,  How  will  my  wife,  for  daughter  of  my  fon, 
Shed  feas  of  tears,  and  ne'er  be  fatisfy'd  ! 

K.  Hen.  How  will  the  country,  for  thefe  woful  chances,; 
Mif-think  the  King,  and  not  be  fatisfy'd  ! 

Son,     Tis  ever  fon  fo  rued  a  father's  death? 

Fatb.  Was  ever  father  fo  bemoan'd  his  fon  ? 

K.  i'enry.  Was  ever  King  fo  griev'd  for  fubjects  woe  ? 
Much  it  yo.'j-  '  .'-row  3  mine,  ten  times  fo  much. 

Son,  V 11  bea.  thee  hence,where  I  mayweep  my  fill.  \Ex, 

Fatb,  Thele  arms  of  mine  mall  be  thy  winding-meet, 
My  heart,  fweet  boy,  fhall  be  thy  fepulchre, 
For  from  my  heart  thine  image  ne'er  (hall  go. 
My  fighing  breaft  fliall  be  thy  funeral  bell ; 
And  fo  obfequious  will  thy  father  be, 
Sad  for  the  lofs  of  thee,  having  no  more, 
As  Priam  was  for  all  his  valiant  fons. 
I'll  bear  thee  hence,  and  let  them  fight  that  will, 
For  1  have  murtjier'd  where  I  mould  not  kill.  [Exit, 

K.  Henry,  Sad-hearted  men,  much  overgone  with  care, 
Here  fits  a  King  more  woful  than  you  are. 

SCENE  VIIL 
Alarums,    Excurjions.    Enter  Queen  Margaret,  Prince  of 
Wales,  and  Exeter. 

Prinee.  Fly,  father,  fly  5  for  all  your  friends  are  fled  5 
And  Warwick  rages  like  a  chafed  bull : 
Away,  for  death  doth  hold  us  in  purfuit.  [amain. 

Q^Mar.  Mount  you,  my  Lord,  towards  Berwick  poft 
Edward  and  Richard,  like  a  brace  of  grey-hounds 
Having  the  fearful  flying  hare  in  fight, 
With  fiery  eyes  fparkling  for  very  wrath, 
And  bloody  fteel  grafpt  in  their  ireful  hands, 
Are  at  our  backs,  and  therefore  hence  amain  I 

Exc%  Away  5  for  vengeance  comes  along  with  themv 

Nay, 
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"Nay,  ftay  not  to  expoftulate,  make  fpeed. 
Or  elfe  come  after,  I'll  away  before. 

K.  Henry.  Nay,  take  me  with  thee,  good  tweet  Exeter  j 
Not  that  I  fear  to  ftay,  but  love  to  go 
Whither  the  Queen  intends.  Forward,  away !  [Exeunt, 
SCENE  XI. 
A  loud  Alarum.    Enter  Clifford  wounded. 

Clif.  Here  burns  my  candle  out  ;  ay,  here  it  dies, 
Which  while  it  lafted,  gave  King  Henry  light. 
O  Lancajler  !  I  fear  thy  overthrow, 
More  than  my  body's  parting  with  my  foul. 
My  love  and  fear  glew'd  many  friends  to  thee,  [Falling* 
And  now  I  fall,  thy  tough  commixtures  melt, 
Impairing  Henry ,  ftrengthning  mif-proud  York  ; 
The  common  people  fwarm  like  fummer  flies, 
And  whither  fly  the  gnats,  but  to  the  fun  ? 
And  who  mines  now,  but  Henry^s  enemies  ? 

0  Phoebus  I  hadft  thou  never  giv'n  confent 
That  Phaeton  mould  check  thy  fiery  fteeds, 
Thy  burning  car  had  never  fcorch'd  the  earth  s 
And,  Henry,  hadft  thou  fway'd  as  Kings  mould  do, 
Or  as  thy  father,  and  his  father  did, 

Giving  no  ground  unto  the  houfe  of  York, 

They  never  then  had  fprung  like  fummer  flies* 

I,  and  ten  thoufand  in  this  lucklefs  realm, 

Had  left  no  mourning  widows  for  our  death  ; 

And  thou  this  day  hadft  kept  thy  chair  in  peace. 

For  what  doth  cherifh  weeds,  but  gentle  air  ? 

And  what  makes  robbers  bold,  but  too  much  lenity? 

Bootlefs  are  plaints,  and  curelefs  are  my  wounds, 

No  way  to  fly,  nor  ftrength  to  hold  out  flight ; 

The  foe  is  mercilefs,  and  will  not  pity  ; 

For  at  their  hands  I  have  deferv'd  no  pity. 

The  air  hath  got  into  my  deadly  wounds, 

And  much  effufe  of  blood  doth  make  me  faint  5 

Come  York  and  Richard,  Warwick  and  the  reft, 

1  ftabb'd  your  father's  bofom  j  fplitmy  breaft.  [He faiptu 
Alarum  and  Retreat,  Enter  Edward,  Warwick,  Richard, 

Montague,  Clarence,  and  Soldiers. 
&/w,Nqw  breathe  we, Lords,good  fortune  bids  us  pauftv 
L  3  And 
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And  fmooth  the  frowns  of  war  with  peaceful  looks* 

Some  troops  purfue  the  bloody-minded  Queen, 

That  led  calm  Henry,  though  he  were  a  King, 

As  doth  a  Sail  fill'd  with  a  fretting  guft 

Command  arr  Argofie  to  ftem  the  waves. 

But  think  you,  Lords,  that  Clifford  fled  with  them  ? 

War,  No,  'tis  impoflible  he  mould  efcape : 
For  though  before  his  face  I  fpeak  the  word, 
Your  brother  Richard  mark' d  him  for  the  grave, 
And  where  foe'er  he  is,  he's  furely  dead.  [Clifford  groans. 

Rich*  Whofe  foul  is  that  which  takes  her  heavy  leave  ? 
A  deadly  groan,  like  life  in  death  departing. 
See  who  it  is. 

Edw,  And  now  the  battle's  ended, 
If  friend  or  foe,  let  him  be  gently  ufed. 

Rich,  Revoke  that  doom  of  mercy,  for  'tis  Clifford  j 
Who  not  contented  that  he  lopp'd  the  branch, 
In  hewing  Rutland  when  his  leaves  put  forth, 
Set  his  fell  murth'ring  knife  unto  the  root 
From  whence  that  tender  fpray  did  fweetly  fpring, 
I  mean  our  princely  father,  Duke  of  York. 

War,  From  off  the*  gates  of  York  fetch  down  the  head, 
Your  father's  head,  which  Clifford  placed  there ; 
Inftead  whereof  let  his  fupply  the  room. 
Meafure  for  meafure  muft  be  anfwered. 

Edw,  Bring  forth  that  fatal  fcreech-owl  to  our  houfe, 
That  nothing  fung  but  death  to  us  and  ours : 
Now  death  mall  ftop  his  difmal  threatning  found, 
And  his  ill-boading  tongue  no  more  mall  fpeak. 

War,  I  think  his  underftanding  is  bereft : 
Speak,  Clifford,  doft  thou  know  who  fpeaks  to  thee  ? 
Dark  cloudy  death  o'er-mades  his  beams  of  life, 
And  he  nor  fees,  nor  hears  us  what  we  fay. 

Rich,  O,  would  he  did !  and  fo  perhaps  he  doth. 
'Tis  but  his  policy  to  counterfeit, 
Becaufe  he  would  avoid  fuch  bitter  taunts 
As  in  the  time  of  death  he  gave  our  father. 

Cla.  If  fo  thou  think'ft,  vex  him  with  eager  words. 
Rich.  Clifford,  afk  mercy,  and  obtain  no  grace. 
Edwt  Clifford,  repent  in  bootlefs  penitence, 

i  Wart 
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War.  Clifford ,  devife  excufes  for  thy  faults. 

Cla.  While  we  devife  fell  tortures  for  thy  faults. 

Rich.  Thou  didft  love  York,  and  I  am  fon  to  York. 

Edw.  Thou  pitied' ft  Rutland,  I  will  pity  thee. 

Cla.  Where's  Captain  Margaret  to  fence  you  now  ? 

T^r.They  mock  thee  ,Cliffordy  fwear  as  thou  waft  wont» 

Rich.  What-not  an  oath  I  nay  then  the  world  goes  hard, 
When  Clifford cannot  fpare  his  friends  an  oath : 
I  know  by  that  he's  dead  ;  and  by  my  foul, 
If  this  right  hand  would  buy  but  two  hours  life, 
That  I  in  all  defpight  might  rail  at  him, 
This  hand  mould  chop  it  off  j  and  with  the  iffuing  blood 
Stifle  the  villain,  whofe  unftanched  thirft 
York  and  young  Rutland  could  not  fatisfie. 

War.  Ay,  but  he's  dead.  Off  with  the  traitor's  head, 
And  rear  it  in  the  place  your  father's  ftands. 
And  now  to  London  with  triumphant  march, 
There  to  be  crowned  England" 's  royal  King: 
From  whence  mall  Warwick  cut  the  fea  to  France, 
And  alk  the  Lady  Bona  for  thy  Queen. 
So  malt  thou  finew  both  thefe  lands  together. 
And  having  France  thy  friend,  thou  (halt  not  dread 
The  fcatter'd  foe  that  hopes  to  rife  again  : 
For  though  they  cannot  greatly  fting  to  hurt, 
Yet  look  to  have  them  buz  t'  offend  thine  ears. 
Firft  will  I  fee  the  coronation, 
And  then  to  Br  it  any  I'll  crofs  the  fea, 
T'effeclthis  marriage,  fo  it  pleafe  my  Lord. 

Edw.  Ev'n  as  thou  wilt,  fweet  Warwick^  let  it  be  5 
For  on  thy  moulder  do  I  build  my  feat : 
And  never  will  I  undertake  the  thing 
Wherein  th^counfel  and  confent  is  wanting. 
Richard,  I  will  create  thee  Duke  of  Gfofter, 
And  George,  of  Clarence  j  Warwick  as  our  felf 
Shall  do  and  undo,  as  him  pleafeth  belt. 

Rich.  Let  me  be  Duke  of  Clarence  5  George,  of  Glo'Jier  j 
For  Glower's  Dukedom  is  too  ominous. 

War,  Tut,  that's  a  foolifh  obfervation: 
Richard,  be  Duke  of  Gfcjier :  now  to  Lwdon, 
To  fee  thefe  honours  in  pofieflion,  [Exeunt. 
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ACT    III.    SCENE  t 
A  Foreji  in  the  North  of  England. 
Enter  Sinklo  and  Humphry,  with  crofs  bows  in  their 
hands. 

Sin.j  TNDER  this  thick-grown  brake  we'll  Jhroud 

\J  our  felves, 
For  through  this  laund  anon  the  Deer  will  come} 
And  in  this  covert  will  we  make  our  ftand, 
Culling  the  principal  of  all  the  Deer. 

Hum.        ftay  above  the  hill,  fo  both  may  moot* 

Sin.  That  cannot  be  :  the  noife  of  thy  crofs-bow 
Will  fcare  the  herd,  and  fo  my  moot  is  loft  : 
Here  ftand  we  both,  and  aim  we  at  the  beft. 
And,  for  the  time  mall  not  feem  tedious, 
I'll  tell  thee  what  befell  me  on  a  day, 
In  this  felf-place  where  now  we  mean  to  ftand. 

Hum.  Here  comes  a  man,  let's  ftay  'till  he  be  paft. 
Enter  King  Henry,  with  a  prayer-book. 

K.  Henry.  From  Scot/and  am  I  ftol'nev'n  of  pure  love, 
To  greet  mine  own  land  with  my  wifhful  fight  : 
No,  Harry,  Harry,  'tis  no  land  of  thine, 
Thy  place  is  fill'd,  thy  fcepter  v/rungfrom  thee, 
Thy  balm  wafht  off  wherewith  thou  waft  anointed  : 
No  bending  knee  will  call  thee  Cafar  now, 
No  humble  fuitors  prefs,to  fpeak  for  right : 
No,  not  a  man  comes  for  redrefs  to  thee ; 
For  how  can  I  help  them,  and  not  myfelf  ? 

Sin.  Ay,  here's  a  deer,  whofe  fkin's  a  keeper's  fee  % 
This  is  the  quondam  King,  let's  feize  upon  him. 

K.  Henry.  Let  me  embrace  thefe  four  adverfities  5 
For  wife  men  fay  it  is  the  wifeft  courfe.  * 

Hum.  Why  linger  we  ?  let  us  lay  hands  upon  him. 

Sin.  Forbear  a  while,  we'll  hear  a  little  more. 

K.  Hen.  My  Queen  and  fon  are  gone  to  France  for  aid  : 
And  as  I  hear,  the  great  commanding  Warwick 
Is  thither  gone  to  crave  the  French  King' s  fifter 
To  wife  for  Edward.    If  this  news  he  true, 
Poor  Queen  and  fon  !  your  labour  is  but  loft  5 
fox  Warwick  is  3  fubtle  orator, 
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And  Lewis  a  Prince  foon  won  with  moving  words 

By  this  account  then  Margaret  may  win  him, 

For  me's  a  woman  to  be  pitied  much : 

Her  fighs  will  make  a  batt'ry  in  his  breaft  j 

Her  tears  will  pierce  into  a  marble  heart  j 

The  Tyger  will  be  mild  while  fhe  doth  mourn, 

And  Nero  would  be  tainted  with  remorfe, 

To  hear  and  fee  her  plaints,  her  brinifh  tears. 

Ay,  but  /he's  come  to  beg,  Warwick  to  give  v 

She  on  his  left  fide  craving  aid  for  Henry ; 

He  on  his  right,  afking  a  wife  for  Edward, 

She  weeps,  and  fays  her  Henry  isdepos'd; 

He  fmiles,  and  fays  his  Edward is  inftall'd  ; 

That  ihe,  poor  wretch  !  for  grief  can  fpeak  no  more; 

While  Warwick  tells  his  title,  fmooths  the  wrong, 

Inferreth  arguments  of  mighty  ftrength, 

And  in  conclufion  wins  the  King  from  her, 

With  promife  of  his  filler,  and  what  elfe, 

To  ftrength  en  and  fupport  King  Edward**  place. 

©  Margaret,  thus  'twill  be,  and  thou  (poor  foul) 

Art  then  forfaken,  as  thou  went' ft  forlorn.  [Queens?* 

Hum.  Say,  what  art  thou  that  talk' ft  of  Kings  and 

K.  Hen.  More  than  I  feem,  and  lefs  than  I  was  born  to  5. 
A  man  at  leaft,  for  lefs  I  mould  not  be  5 
And  men  may  talk  of  Kings,  and  why  not  I  ? 

Hum.  Ay,  but  thou  talk'ft  as  if  thou  wert  a  King. 

K.  Henry.  Why  fo  I  am  in  mind,  and  that's  enough. 

Hum.  But  if  thou  be  a  King,  where  is  thy  crown  ? 

K.  Henry.  My  crown  is  in  my  heart,  not  on  my  head  s 
Not  deck'd  with  diamonds  and  Indian  ftonesj 
Not  to  be  feen :  my  crown  is  call'd  Content , 
A  crown  it  is  that  feldom  Kings  enjoy. 

Hum.  Well,  if  you  be  a  King  crown' d  with  Content, 
Your  crown  Content  and  you  muft  be  contented 
To  go  along  with  us.    For,  as  we  think, 
You  are  the  King,  King  Edward  hath  depos'd  s 
And  we  his  fubje&s,  fworn  in  all  allegiance, 
Will  apprehend  you  as  his  enemy, 

K.  Hen.  But  did  you  never  fwear,  and  break  an  oath  ? 

Hum*  No,  never  fuch  an  oath,  and  will  not  now. 

K.  Henrf. 
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K.  Henry,  Where  did  you  dwell  when  I  was  King  of 
England? 

Hum.  Here  in  this  country  where  we  now  remain, 

K.  Henry,  I  was  anointed  King  at  nine  months  old, 
My  father  and  my  grandfather  were  Kings  5 
And  you  were  fworn  true  fubjects  unto  me  : 
And  tell  me  then,  have  you  not  broke  your  oaths  ? 

Sin,  No,  we  were  fubjefts  but  while  you  were  King. 

K.  Henry,  Why,  am  I  dead  ?  do  I  not  breathe  a  man  ? 
Ah,  fimple  men,  you  know  not  what  you  fwear  : 
Look,  as  I  blow  this  feather  from  my  face, 
And  as  the  air  blows  it  to  me  again, 
Obeying  with  my  wind  when  I  do  blow, 
And  yielding  to  another  when  it  blows, 
Commanded  always  by  the  greateft  guft  j 
Such  is  the  lightnefs  of  you  common  men, 
But  do  not  break  your  oath,  for  of  that  fin 
My  mild  intreaty  /hall  not  make  you  guilty. 
Go  where  you  will,  the  King  mail  be  commanded, 
And  be  you  Kings,  command,  and  I'll  obey. 

Sin.  We  are  truefubjects  to  the  King,  KingEdward, 

K.  Henry.  So  would  you  be  again  to  Henry, 
If  he  were  feated  as  King  Edward  is. 

Sin,  We  charge  you  in  God's  name  and  in  the  King's 
To  go  with  us  unto  the  officers. 

K.  Henry.  In  God's  name  lead,  your  King's  name  be 
obey'd  5  * 
And  what  God  will,  that  let  your  King  perform, 
And  what  he  will  I  humbly  yield  unto.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    II.    The  King's  Palace  in  London. 
Enter  King  Edward, Gloucefter,  Clarence,  and  Lady  Gray* 

K.  Ed<w,  Brother  of  Gfcfter,  at  St.  Alban\  field 
This  Lady's  hufband,  *  Sir  John  Gray9  was  flain, 
His  land  then  feiz'd  on  by  the  conqueror  : 
Her  fuit  is  now  to  repoffefs  thofe  lands, 
Which  we  in  juftice  cannot  well  deny, 
Becaufe  in  quarrel  of  the  houfe  of  York 
Tee  worthy  gentleman  did  lofe  his  life. 


*  Vid.  Hall,  %  year  of  Edw.  IV.  fol.  s- 
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Glo.  Your  Highnefs  mall  do  well  to  grant  her  fuit : 
It  were  difhonour  to  deny  it  her. 

K.  Ed'io.  It  were  no  lefs  $  but  yet  I'll  make  a  paufe. 

Glo.  Yea  !  is  it  io  ? 
I  fee  the  Lady  hath  a  thing  to  grant, 
Before  the  King  will  grant  her  humble  fuit. 

Cla.  He  knows  the  game  5  how  true  he  keeps  the  wind  ! 

Glo,  Silence  ! 

K.  Edw,  Widow,  we  will  conlider  of  your  fuit, 
And  come  fome  other  time  to  know  cur  mind. 
Gray.  Right  gracious  Lord,  I- cannot  brook  delay. 
May't  pleafe  your  Highnefs  to  refolve  me  now  j 
And  what  your  pleafure  is  mall  fatisfie  me. 

Glo.  Ay,  widow  !  then  Til  warrant  you  all  your  lands, 
An  if  what  pleafes  him  mall  pleafure  you  : 
Fight  clofer,  or  good  faith  you'll  catch  a  blow. 

Cla.  I  fear  her  not,  unlefs  Ihe  chance  to  fall. 

Glo.  God  forbid  that !  for  he'll  take  vantages. 

K.ii</w.How  many  children  haft  thou,widow  ?  tell  me, 

Cla,  I  think  he  means  to  beg  a  child  of  her. 

Glo.  Nay,  whip  me  then  :  he'il  rather  give  her  two. 

Gray.  Three,  my  moft  gracious  Lord. 

Glo.  You  fhall  have  four,  if  you'll  be  rul'd  by  him. 

K.  Edw.  'Twere  pity  they  mould  lofe  their  father's 

txray.  Be  pitiful, dread  Lord, and  grant  'em  then,  [lands. 

YL.Ediv. Lords,  give  us  leave  ;  I'll  try  this  widow' s  wit. 

Glo.  Ay,  good  leave  have  you,  for  you  will  have  leave, 
'Till  youth  take  leave,  and  leave  you  to  the  crutch. 

K.  Edw.  Now  tell  me,  Madam,  do  you  love  your 

Gray .  Ay,  full  as  dearly  as  I  love  my  felf.  [children  ? 

"K.Edw.  And  would  you  not.  do  much  to  do  them  good  ? 

Gray.  To  do  them  good,  I  would  fuftain  feme  harm* 

K.Ed.  Then  get  your  huiband's  lands,  to  do  them  good. 

Gray.  Therefore  I  came  unto  your  Majefty. 

K.  Edw.  I'll  tell  you  how  thefe  lands  are  to  be  got. 

CVtfy.  So  ftall  you  bind  me  to  your  Highnefs'  fervice. 

K.  Edw.  What  fervice  wilt  thou  do  me,if  I  give  them  ? 

Gray.  What  you  command  that  refts  in  me  to  do. 

K.  Edw.  But  you  will  take  exceptions  to  my  boon  ? 

'Gray*  No,  gracious,  Lprd*  €#cept  I  cannot  do  it. 

&>  £Jw. 
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K.  Edw.Ay  but  thou  canft  do  what  I  mean  to  afk. 

•Gray.  Why  then  I  will  do  what  your  Grace  commands* 

Glo.  He'plies  her  hard,  and  much  rain  wears  the  marble. 

Cla.  As  red  as  fire !  nay  then  her  wax  muft  melt. 

Gray.  Why  flops  my  Lord  ?  fhall  I  not  hear  my  tafk  ? 

K.  Edw,  Aneafie  tafk,  'tis  but  to  love  a  King. 

Gray.  That's  foon  per  form' d,  becaufe  I  am  a  fubjecl, 

K.Edw.  Why  then  thy  hufband's  lands  1  freely  give  thee. 

Gray.  I  take  my  leave  with  many  thoufand  thanks. 

Glo.  The  match  is  made,  fhe  feals  it  with  a  curtfie. 

K.  Edtvt  But  flay  thee,  'tis  the  fruits  of  love  I  mean. 

Gray.  The  fruits  of  Love  I  mean,  my  loving  Liege. 

K.  Edw.  Ay,  but  I  fear  me  in  another  fenfe. 
What  love  think' ft  thou  I  fue  fo  much  to  get  ? 

Gray  My  love  'till  death,  my  humble  thanks,  my  pray- 
"That  love  which  virtue  begs,and  virtue  grants.       [ers  5 

K.  Ediv.  No,  by  my  troth,  I  did  not  mean  fuch  love, 

jGray.  Why  then  you  mean  not  as  I  thought  you  did. 

K.  Ediv.  But  now  you  partly  may  perceive  my  mind. 

Gray.  My  mind  will  never  grant  what  I  perceive 
Your  Highnefs  aims  at,  if  I  aim  aright. 

K.  Edzu,  To  tell  tbee plain,  I  aim  to  lye  with  thee. 
,  Gray.  To  tell  you  plain,  I'd  rather  lye  in  prison. 

K.Ed.'Why  then  thoufhaltnot  have  thy  hufband's  lands, 

Gruy.  Why  then  mine  honefty  {hall  be  my  dower  5 
SFor  bythatlofs  I  will  not  purchafe  them. 

K.Ed.  Therein  thou  wrong' ft  thy  children  mightily. 

Gray,  Herein  your  Highnefs  wrongs  both  them  and  me  : 
But,  mighty  Lord,  this  merry  inclination 
Accords  not  with  the  fadnefs  of  my  fuit ; 
Pleafeyou  difmifsme,  or  with  ay  or  no. 

K.  Edw.  Ay  5  if  thou  v/ilt  fay  Ay  to  my  requeft  : 
No  ;  if  thou  doft  fay  No  to  my  demand. 

Gray.  Then  No,  my  Lord :  my  fuit  is  at  an  end. 

Glo.  The  widow  likes  him  not,  fhe  knits  her  brows. 

Cla.  He  is  the  blunteft  wooer  in  chriftendom. 

K.  Edw.  Her  looks  do  argue  her  replete  with  modefty. 
Her  v/ords  do  fhew  her  wit  incomparable, 
All  her  perfections  challenge  Sovereignty  5 
One  way  or  other  fhe  is  for  a  King, 

And 
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And  fhe  /hall  be  my  love,  or  elfe  my  Queen* 
Say  that  King  Edward  take  thee  for  his  Queen  ? 

Gray.  'Tis  better  faid  than  done,  my  gracious  Lord  5 
]  am  a  fubject  fit  to  jeft  withal, 
But  far  unfit  to  be  a  Sovereign, 

K.  Edw.  Sweet  widow,  by  my  ftate  I  fwear  to  thee, 
I  fpeak  no  more  than  what  my  foul  intends, 
And  that  is,  to  enjoy  thee  for  my  love. 

Gray.  And  that  is  more  than  I  will  yield  unto  $ 
I  know  I  am  too  mean  to  be  your  Queen, 
And  yet  too  good  to  be  your  concubine. 

K.  Edw.  You  cavil,  widow  ;  I  did  mean  my  Queen. 

Gray.  'Twill  grieve  your  Grace  my  fons  fhall  call  you 
father. 

K.  Edw.  No  more  than  when  my  daughters  call 
thee  mother. 
Thou  art  a  widow,  and  thou  haft  fome  children  $ 
And  by  God's  mother,  I  being  but  a  batchelor 
Have  other  fome  :  why,  'tis  a  happy  thing, 
To  be  the  father  unto  many  fons. 
Anfwer  no  more,  for  thouihalt  be  my  Queen. 

Glo.  The  ghoftly  father  now  hath  done  his  fhrift. 

Cla.  When  he  was  made  a  fhriver,  'twas  for  fhift. 

K.£i/w.Brothers,you  mufe  what  chat  we  two  have  had. 
•  Glo.  The  widow  likes  it  not,  for  fhe  looks  fad. 

K.  Ediv.  You'd  think  it  ftrange,  if  I  ftiould  marry  her. 

Cla.  To  whom,  my  Lord  ? 

K.  Ediv.  "Why,  Clarence,  to  myfelf. 

Glo.  That  would  be  ten  days  wonder  at  the  leaft# 

Cla.  That's  a  day  longer  than  a  wonder  lafts. 

Glo.  By  fo  much  is  the  wonder  in  extrcams. 

K.  Edw.VltU,  jeft  on,  brothers  $  I  can  tell  you  both, 
Her  fuit  is  granted  for  her  huflband'js  lands. 

Enter  a  Nobleman. 

Nob.  My  gracious  Lord,  Henry  your  foe  is  taken, 
^nd  brought  your  prifoner  to  your  palpce-gate. 

K.  Ediv.  See  that  he  be  convey'd  unto  the  Tower  : 
And  go  we,  brothers,  to  the  man  that  took  him, 
To  queftion  of  his  apprehenfion. 
Widow,  go  you  along ;  Lords,  ufe  her  honourably.  [Exe* 

Vol.  VI.  M  SCENE 
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SCENE   III.    Manet  Gloucefter. 
Glo.  Ay,  Edward  will  ufe  women  honourably.  1 
Would  he  were  wafted,  marrow,  bones,  and  all^ 
That  from  his  loins  no  hopeful  branch  may  fpring, 
To  crofs  me  from  the  golden  time  I  look  for ! 
And  yet  between  my  foul's  defire  and  me, 
(The  luftful  Edward's  title  buried) 
Is  Clarence,  Henry,  and  his  fon  young  Edward, 
And  all  th*  unlook'd-for  ifiue  of  their  bcrdies, 
To  take  their  rooms  ere  I  can  place  myfelf. 
A  cold  premeditation  for  my  purpofe  ! 
Why  then  I  do  but  dream  on  Sovereignty, 
Like  one  that  ftands  upon  a  promontory 
And  fpyes  a  far-off  more  where  he  would  tread, 
Wiming  his  foot  were  equal  with  his  eye, 
And  chides  the  fea  that  funders  him  from  thence, 
Saying  he'll  lade  it  dry  to  have  his  way  : 
So  do  I  wifh  the  crown  being  fo  far  off, 
A'id  fo  I  chide  the  means  that  keep  rne  from  it, 
And  fo  I  lay  1*11  cut  the  caufes  off, 
Flatt'ring  my  mind  with  things  impoflible. 
My  eye's  too  quick,  my  heart  o'er-weens  too  much, 
Unlefs  my  hand  and  ftrength  could  equal  them. 
Well,  fay  there  is  no  kingdom  then  for  Richards 
What  other  plealore  can  the  world  afford  ? 
I'll  make  my  heaven  in  a  lady's  lap, 
And  deck  my  body  in  gay  ornaments, 
And  'witch  iweet  Ladies  with  my  words  and  looks, 
O  miferable  thought !  and  more  unlikely, 
Than  to  accomplifh  twenty  golden  crowns. 
Why,  love  forfwore  me  in  my  mother's  womb, 
And,  for  I  mould  not  deal  in  her  foft  laws, 
She  did  corrupt  frail  nature  with  fome  bribe 
To  ihrink  mine  arm  like  to  a  wither'd  fhrub  j 
To  make  an  envious  mountain  on  my  back, 
Where  fits  deformity  to  mock  my  body  j 
To  fhape  my  legs  of  an  unequal  fize  j 
To  difproportion  me  in  every  part  : 
Like  to  a  Chaos,  or  unlick'd  bear-whelp 
That  carries  no  impreiiion  like  the  dam. 
And  am  I  then  a  man  to  bs  belov'd  ? 

OH 
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•Ok  monftrous  fault  to  harbour  fuch  a  thought ! 

Then  fince  this  earth  affords  no  joy  to  mc, 

But  to  command,  to  check,  too'er-bear  fuch 

As  are  of  better  perfon  than  myfelf  ; 

I'll  make  my  heav'n  to  dream  upon  the  crown, 

And  while  I  live  t*  account  this  world  but  hell, 

Until  the  head  this  mif-ftiap'd  trunk  doth  bear 

Be  round-impaled  with  a  glorious  crown. 

And  yet  I  know  not  how  to  get  the  crown, 

For  many  lives  ftand  between  me  and  home : 

And  I,  (like  one  loft  in  a  thorny  wood, 

That  rends  the  thorns,  and  is  rent  with  the  thorns* 

Seeking  a  way,  and  ftraying  from  the  way, 

Not  knowing  how  to  find  the  open  air, 

But  toiling  defp'rately  to  find  it  out) 

Torment  myfelf  to  catch  the  Englijh  crown* 

And  from  that  torment  I  will  free  myfelf. 

Or  hew  my  way  out  with  a  bloody  ax. 

"Why,  I  can  fmile,  and  murther  while  I  fmile, 

And  cry  content  to  that  which  grieves  my  hearty 

And  wet  my  cheeks  with  artificial  tears, 

And  frame  my  face  to  all  occafions  ; 

I'll  drown  more  failors  than  the  Mermaid  fhall, 

I'll  flay  more  gazers  than  the  Bafilifk, 

I'll  play  the  orator  as  well  as  Nejfor, 

Deceive  more  flily  than  Ulyjfes  could, 

And,  like  a  Sinon,  take  another  Troy  : 

I  can  add  colours  to  the  Camelion, 

Change  fhapes  with  Proteus,  for  advantages, 

And  fet  the  murth'rous  Machiavel  to  fchocl. 

Can  I  do  this,  and  cannot  get  a  crown  ? 

Tut.  were  it  farther  off",  I'll  pluck  it  down.  [Exit. 

SCENE    IV.    Changes  to  France. 
Flourijb.  Enter  King  Lewis,  Lady  Bona,  Bourbon,  Princt 
of  Wales,  Queen  Margaret,  and  the-  Earl  of,  Oxford, 
Lewis  Jits,  and  rifetb  up  again. 

K.  Lewis.  Fair  Queen  of  England,  worthy  Margaret T 
Sit  down  with  us ;  it  ill  befits  thy  ftate, 
And  birth,  that  thou  mould'ft  ftand  while  Lewis  fits. 

QJtfar.  No,  mighty  King  of  France :  now  Margaret 

M  %  Muft 
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Muft  ftrike  her  fail,  and  learn  a  while  to  ferve, 
Where  Kings  command.    I  was,  I  muft  confefs, 
Great  Albion's  Queen  in  former  golden  days  : 
But  now  mifchance  hath  trod  my  title  down, 
And  with  difhcnour  laid  me  on  the  ground, 
Where  I  muft  take  like  feat  unto  my  fortune, 
And  to  my  humble  feat  conform  my  felf. 

K  Lewis.  Why,  fay,  fair  Queen,  whence  fprings 
this  $eep  defpair  ? 

Q^Mar.  FrOm  fucha  caufe  as  fills  mine  eyes  with  tears 
And  ftopsmy  tongue,  while  my  heart's  drown'd  in  cares. 

K.  Lewis,  Whate'er  it  be,  be- thou  ftill  like  thyfelf, 
And  fit  thee  by  our  fide.  Yield  not  thy  neck  [Seats herby  him. 
To  fortune's  yoak,  but  let  thy  dauntlefs  mind 
Still  ride  in  triumph  over  all  mifchance. 
Be  plain,  Queen  Margaret^  and  tell  thy  grief  j 
It  mall  be  eas'd,  if  France  can  yield  relief. 

Q^M.Thofe  gracious  words  revive  my  drooping  thoughts, 
And  give  my  tongue-ty'd  forrows  leave  to  fpeak. 
Now  therefore  be  it  known  to  noble  Lewis, 
That  Henry,  fole  pofTeifor  of  my  love, 
Is  of  a  King  become  a  banifh'd  man, 
And  forc'd  to  live  in  Scotland  2.  forlorn  ; 
While  proud  ambitious  Edward  Duke  of  York 
Ufurps  the  regal  title,  and  the  feat 
Of  England's  true  anointed  lawful  King. 
This  is  the  caufe  that  I  poor  Margaret, 
With  this  my  fon  Prince  Edward,  Henry"* 's  heir, 
Am  come  to  crave  thy  juft  and  lawful  aid  : 
And  if  thou  fail  us,  all  our  hope  is  done. 
Scotland  hath  will  to  help,  but  cannot  help  : 
Our  people  and  our  Peers  are  both  mif-led, 
Our  treafure  feiz'd,  our  foldiers  put  to  flight, 
And,  as  thou  feeft,  our  felves  in  heavy  plight. 

K-  Lewis.  Renowned  Queen,  with  patience  calm  the 
While  we  bethink  a  means  to  break  it  off.  [itorm, 

Q^Mar.  The  more  we  ftay,  the  ftronger  grows  our  foe. 

K.  Lewis.  The  more  I  ftay,  the  more  I'll  fuccour  thee. 

QJlfar.  Oh,  but  impatience  waiteth  on  true  forrow  : 
And  fee  where  comes  the  breeder  of  my  forrow. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    V.   Enter  Warwick. 
K.  Lew.  What's  he  approacheth  boldly  to  our  prefence? 
Q^Mar.  OurEarl  of  Warwick, Edward's  greater!:  friend. 
K.  Lewis.  Welcome,  brave  Warwick,  what  brings  thee 
to  France  ?  \He  descends.    She  arifeth. 

Q^Mar.  Ay,  now  begins  a  lecond  ftorm  to  rife  j 
For  this  is  he  that  moves  both  wind  and  tide. 

War.  From  worthy  Edward,  King  of  Albion , 
My  Lord  and  Sov'reign,  and  thy  vowed  friend, 
I  come  (in  kindnefs  and  unfeigned  love) 
Firft  to  do  greetings  to  thy  royal  perfon,  x 
And  then  to  crave  a  league  of  amity } 
And  laftly,  to  confirm  that  amity 
With  nuptial  knot,  if  thou  vouchfafe  to  grant 
That  virtuous  Lady  Bona,  thy  fair  filler, 
To  England's  King  in  lawful  marriage. 

Q^Mar.  If  that  go  forward,  i/etfry' s  hope  is  done. 
W#r.  And  gracious  Madam,  in  our  King's  behalf, 

[Speaking  to  Bona. 
I  am  commanded,  with  your  leave  and  favour, 
Humbly  to  kifs  your  hand,  and  with  my  tongue 
To  tell  the  paffion  of  my  Sov' reign's  heart  ; 
Where  fame,  late  ent'ring  at  his  heedful  ears, 
Hath  plac'd  thy  beauty's  image  and  thy  virtues. 

Q^Mar.  King  Lewis,  and  Lady  Bona,  hear  me  fpeak,. 
Before  you  anfwer  Warwick.  His  demand 
Springs  not  from  Edward's  well-meant  honeft  love, 
But  from  deceit  bred  by  necefiity  : 
For  how  can  tyrants  fafely  govern  home, 
Unlefs  abroad  they  purchafe  great  alliance  ? 
To  prove  him  tyrant  this  realon  may  fuffice, 
That  Henry  liveth  ftill  $  but  were  he  dead, 
Yet  here  Prince  Edward  ftands,  King  Henry'1 's  (6fU 
Look  therefore,  Lewis,  by  this  league  and  marriage 
Thou  draw  not  on  thy  danger  and  diflionour : 
For  tho*  ufurpers  fway  the  rule  awhile, 
Yet  heav'ns  are  jufta  and  time  fuppreffqth  wrongs. 
War.  Injurious  Margaret ! 
Prince.  And  why  not  Queen  ? 
War,  Bccaufe  thy  father  Henry  did  ufurp* 

Ml  An 
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And  thou  no  more  art  Prince  than  rtie  is  Queen. 

Oxf,  Then  Warwick  disannuls  great  John  of  Gaunt , 
Which  did  fubdue  the  greateft  part  of  Spain; 
And  after  John  of  Gaunt ,  Henry  the  fourth, 
Whofe  wifdom  was  a  mirror  to  the  wifeft  5 
And  after  that  wife  Prince,  Henry  the  fifth, 
Who  by  his  prowefs  conquered  all  France  : 
From  thefe  our  Henry  lineally  defcends. 

War.  Oxford,  how  haps  it  in  this  fmooth  difcourfe, 
You  told  not  how  Henry  the  fixth  hath  loft 
All  that  which  Henry  the  fifth  had  gotten  ? 
Methinks  thefe  Peers  of  France  fliould  fmile  at  thatt 
But  for  the  reft  5  you  tell  a  pedigree 
Of  threefcore  and  two  years,  a  filly  time 
To  make  prefcription  for  a  kingdom's  worth, 

Oxf  Why,  Warwick,  canft  thou  fpeak  againft  thy  Liege 
Whom  thou  obeyedft  thirty  and  fix  years, 
And  not  bewray  thy  treafon  with  a  blufh  ? 

War.  Can  Oxford,  that  did  ever  fence  the  right, 
Now  buckler  falfliood  with  a  pedigree  ? 
For  fhame  leave  Henry,  and  call  Edward  King. 

Oxf.  Call  him  my  King,  by  whofe  injurious  doom 
My  elder  brother,  the  Lord  Aubrey  Vere, 
Was  done  to  death  ?  and  more  than  fo,  my  father, 
Even  in  the  downfal  of  his  mellow'd  years, 
When  nature  brought  him  to  the  door  of  death  ? 
No,  Warwick,  no  5  while  life  upholds  this  arm, 
This  arm  upholds  the  -houfe  of  Lancajier. 
War.  And  I  the  houfe  of  York. 
K.  Lewis.   Queen  Margaret,  Prince  Edward,  and 
Lord  Oxford, 
Vouchfafe  at  our  requeft  to  ftand  aficle, 
While  I  ufe  farther  conference  vrithWarwick* 

[They  Jiand  aloof. 

Q.  Mar.  Heav'ns  grant  that  Warwick's  words  be- 
witch him  not ! 

K.  Lewis.  Now,  Warwick,  tell  me  even  upon  thy 
confeience, 

Is  Edward  your  true  King  ?  for  I  were  loth 
To  link  with  him  that  were  not  lawful  ehofen. 

I  W*r. 
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War.  Thereon  I  pawn  my  credit  and  mine  honour. 
K.  Lewis.  But  is  he  gracious  in  the  people's  eyes  ? 
War.  The  more  that  Henry  was  unfortunate. 
K.  Lewis.  Then  further  ;  all  diffembiing  fet  aiide, 
Tell  me  for  truth  the  meafure  of  his  love 
Unto  our  fitter  Bona. 

War.  Such  it  feems 
As  may  befeem  a  Monarch  like  himfelf  : 
My  felf  have  often  heard  him  fay  and  fwear 
That  this  his  love  was  a  perennial  plant, 
Whereof  the  root  was  fix'd  in  virtue's  ground, 
The  leaves  and  fruit  maintained  with  beauty's  fun, 
Exempt  from  envy,  but  not  from  difdain, 
Unlefs  the  Lady  Bona  quit  his  pain. 

K.  Lewis.  Now,  fifter,  let  us  hear  your  firm  refolve. 
Bona*  Your  grant  or  your  denial  fhall  be  mine. 
Yet  Iconfeis,  that  often  ere  this  day,  [S^tftafoWarwick. 
When  I  have  heard  your  King's  defert  recounted, 
Mine  ear  hath  tempted  judgment  to  defire. 

K.  Lewis.  Then,  Warwick,  this  :  our  fifter  mall  be 
Edward's. 

And  now  forthwith  mall  articles  be  drawn 
Touching  the  jointure  that  your  King  mull  make, 
Which  wkh  her  dowry  mail  be  counterpoised. 
Draw  near,  Queen  Margaret,  and  be  a  witnefs 
That  Bona  fhall  be  wife  to  th*  Engiijh  King. 

Prince.  Ho  Edward,  but  not  to  the  Englifh  King. 
Q^Mar.  Deceitful  Warwick,  it  was  thy  device 
By  this  alliance  to  make  void  my  fuit  ; 
Before  thy  coming  Lewis  was  Henry's  friend. 

K.  Lewis.  And  frill  is  friend  to  him  and  Margaret  5 
JBot  if  your  title  to  the  crown  be  weak, 
As  may  appear  by  Edward* s  good  fuccefs  ; 
Then  'tis  but-  reafon  that  I  be  releas'd 
From  giving  aid,  which  late  I  promifed. 
Yet  fhall  you  have  ail  kindnefs  at  my  hand, 
That  your  eftate  requires  and  mine  can  yield. 

War.  Henry  now  lives  in  Scotland  at  his  eafe, 
Where  having  nothing,  nothing  can  he  lofe. 
Asd  as  for  you  yowrfelf,  our  quondam  Queen, 
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You  have  a  father  able  to  maintain  you, 

And  better  'twere  you  troubled  him  than  France, 

QJMar.  Peace,  impudent  and  mamelefsJ^tfrw/c^peace, 
Proud  fetter-up  and  puller-down  of  Kings ! 
I  will  not  hence,  'till  with  my  talk  and  tears 
(Both  full  of  truth)  I  make  King  Lewis  behold 
Thy  fly  conveyance,  *  and  thy  Lord's  falfe  love, 

[Poft  blowing  a  horn  wit-bin* 
For  both  of  you  are  birds  of  felf-fame  feather. 

K.  Lewis.  Warwick,  this  is  fome  poft  to  us  or  thee. 

SCENE    VI.    Enter  a  Poft. 
Poft.  My  Lord  ambaflador,  thefe  letters  are  for  you  ; 

[To  "Warwick. 
Sent  from  your  brother,  Marquifs  Montague, 
Thefe  from  our  King  unto  your  Majefty.  [To  AT.  Lewis. 
Aud,  Madam,  thefe  for  you,  from  whom  I  know  not. 

[To  2^  Margaret.    They  all  read  their  Letters, 
Oxf.  I  like  it  well,  that  our  rair  Queen  and  miftrefs 
Smiles  at  her  news,  while  Warwick  frowns  at  h  s. 

Prince.  Nay,  mark  how  Lewis  ftamps  as  he  were 
I  hope  all's  for  the  beft.  [nettled. 
K.  Lewis.  Warwick,  what  are  thy  news  ?  and  yours, 
fair  Queen  ? 

Q.Mar.  Mine  fuch  as  fills  my  heart  with  unhop'd  joys. 

War.  Mine  full  of  forrow  and  heart's  difcontcnt. 

K.  Lew.  What !  has  your  King  marry'd  the  Lady  Gray  t 
And  now,  to  footh  your  forgery  and  his, 
Sends  me  a  paper  to  perfuade  me  patience  ? 
Is  this  th'  alliance  that  he  feeks  with  France? 
Dare  he  prefume  to  fcorn  us  in  this  manner  ? 

Q^Mar.  I  told  your  Majefty  as  much  before  ; 
This  proveth  Edward's  love  and  Warwick's  honefty. 

War.  KingLewis,  I  here  proteft  in  fight  of  heav'n, 
And  by  the  hope  I  have  of  heav'nly  blifs, 
That  I  am  clear  of  this  mif-deed  of  Edward's  i 
No  more  my  King}  for  he  dishonours  me, 
But  moit  himfelf,  if  he  could  fee  his  fhame. 
Did  I  forget  that  by  the  houfe  of  York 

*  By  Conveyance,  is  here  meant  the  Art  of  a  Jugler,  Tricks  of 

legerdemain* 

My 
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My  father  came  untimely  to  his  death  ? 
Did  I  let  pafs  the  abufe  done  to  my  niece  ? 
Did  I  impale  him  with  the  regal  crown  ? 
Did  I  put  Henry  from  his  native  right  ? 
And  am  I  guerdon'd  at  the  laft  with  mame  ? 
Shame  on  himfelf,  for  my  defert  is  honour! 
And  to  repair  my  honour  loft  for  him, 
I  here  renounce  him,  and  return  to  Henry, 
My  noble  Queen,  let  former  grudges  pafs, 
And  henceforth  I  am  thy  true  fervitor : 
I  will  revenge  his  wrong  to  Lady  Bona, 
And  replant  Henry  in  his  former  ftate. 

Q^Mar,  Warwick,  thefe  words  have  turn'd  my  hate 
And  I  forgive  and  quite  forget  old  faults,  [to  love, 
And  joy  that  thou  becom'ft  King  Henryys  friend. 

War,  So  much  his  friend,  ay,  his  unfeigned  friend, 
That  if  King  Lewis  vouchfafe  to  furnifh  us 
"With  fome  few  bands  of  chofen  foldiers, 
1*11  undertake  to  land  them  on  our  coaft, 
And  force  the  tyrant  from  his  feat  by  war. 
*Tis  not  his  new-made  bride  mall  fuccour  him : 
And  as  for  Clarence,  as  my  letters  tell  me, 
He's  very  likely  now  to  rail  from  him, 
For  matching  more  for  wanton  lull  than  honour, 
Or  than  for  ftrength  and  fafety  of  our  country. 

Bona,  Dear  brother,  how  fhall  Bona  be  revengM, 
But  by  thy  help  to  this  diftrefled  Queen  ? 

Q^Mar,  Renowned  Prince,  how  fhall  poor  Henry  live, 
Unlefs  thou  refcue  him  from  foul  defpair  ? 

Bona.  My  quarrel  and  this  Englijh  Queen's  are  one. 

War,  And  mine,  fair  Lady  Bona,  joins  with  yours. 

K.  Lewis,  And  mine  with  hers,  and  thine,  and  Mar- 
Therefore  at  laft  I  firmly  am  refolvM  [gam's. 
You  fhall  have  aid. 

Q^Mar.  Let  me  give  humble  thanks  for  all  at  once, 

K.  Lewis.  Then,  England's,  meffenger,  return  in  poll, 
And  tell  falfe  Edward,  thy  fuppofed  King, 
That  Lewis  of  France  is  fending  over  mafkers 
To  revel  it  with  him  and  his  new  bride. 
Thou  feefl  what's  paft,  go  fear  thy  King  withal. 

Bonts 
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Bona,  Tell  him,  in  hope  he'll  prove  a  widower  fhortly, 
I  wear  the  willow  garland  for  his  fake. 

Q^Mar.  Tell  him,  my  mourning  weeds  are  laid  afide, 
And  I  am  ready  to  put  armour  on. 

War.  Tell  him  from  me,that  he  hath  done  me  wrong, 
And  therefore  1*11  uncrown  him  ere't  be  long. 
There's  thy  reward,  be  gone.  [Exit  Pofi, 

K.  Lewis.  But,  Warwick,  thou 
Thy  felf  and  Oxford,  with  five  thoufand  men 
Shall  crofs  the  feas,  and  bid  falfe  Edward  battel : 
And  as  occalion  ferves,  this  noble  Queen 
And  Prince  fhall  follow  with  a  frefh  fupply. 
Yet  ere  thou  go,  but  anfwer  me  one  doubt : 
What  pledge  have  we  of  thy  firm  loyalty  ? 

War,  This  fhall  affure  my  conftant  loyalty, 
That  if  our  Queen,  and  this  young  Prince  agree, 
I'll  join  my  younger  daughter  and  my  joy 
To  him  forthwith,  in  holy  wedlock  bands. 

QMar.  Yes,  I  agree,  and  thank  you  for  your  motion. 
Sonadward,  me  is  fair  and  virtuous ; 
Therefore  delay  not,  give  thy  hand  to  Warwick, 
And  with  thy  hand  thy  faith  irrevocable, 
That  only  Warwick**,  daughter  fhall  be  thine. 

Prince.  Yes,  I  accept  her,  for  me  well  deferves  it : 
And  here  to  pledge  my  vow,  I  give  my  hand. 

[He  gives  bis  band  to  Warwick. 
K.  Lew.  Why  fray  we  now?thefe  foldiers  fhall  be  levy'd, 
And  thou,  Lord  Bourbon,  our  high  Admiral, 
Shall  waft  them  over  with  our  royal  fleet. 
I  long  'till  Edward  fall  by  war's  mifchance, 
For  mocking  marriage  with  a  Dame  of  France^ 

[Exeunt.    Manet  Warwick. 
War.  I  came  from  Edward,  as  ambaflador, 
But  I  return  his  fworn  and  mortal  foe  : 
Matter  of  marriage  was  the  charge  he  gave  me, 
But  dreadful  war  fhall  anfwer  his  demand. 
Had  he  none  elfe  to  make  a  ftale  but  me  ? 
Then  none  but  I  fhall  turn  his  jeft  to  forrow. 
I  was  the  chief  that  rais'd  him  to  the  crown, 
And  1*11  be  chief  to  bring  him  down  again  : 
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Not  that  I  pity  Henry's  mifery, 

But'  feek  revenge  on  Edward's  mockery.  [Exit, 
ACT   IV.    SCENE  I. 
Changes  to  England. 
Enter  Gloucefter,  Clarence,  Scmcrfet  and  Montague* 
GVo.Tk  T  O  W  tell  me,  brother  Clarence,  what  think  you 

xN  Of  this  new  marriage  with  the  Lady  Gray  t 
Hath  not  our  brother  made  a  worthy  choice  ? 

Cla.  Alas,  you  know  'tis  far  from  hence  to  France: 
flow  could  he  ftay  'till  Warwick  made  return  ? 

Som.  My  Lords,  forbear  this  talk  :  here  comes  the  King, 
Flourijh.  Enter  King  Edward,  Lady  Gray  as  {Queen,  Pem- 
broke, Stafford,  tfff^Haftings  :  Four  f  and  on  one  fide, 

and  four  on  the  other. 

Glo,  And  his  well-chofen  bride. 

Cla,  I  mind  to  tell  him  plainly  what  I  think. 

K. Edw.NoWy brother  Clarence  Jtiw  like  you  our  choice, 
That  you  ftand  penfive  as  half  malecontent  ? 

Cla.  As  well  as  Lewis  of  France,  or  the  Earl  of  Warwick, 
Which  are  fo  weak  of  courage,  and  in  judgment, 
That  they'll  take  no  offence  at  our  abufe. 

K.  Edw.  Suppofe  they  take  offence  without  a  caufe  : 
They  are  but  Lewis  and  Warwick,  I  am  Edward, 
Your  King  and  Warwick's,  and  muft  have  my  will. 

Glo.  And  you  mall  have  your  will,  beca*ife  our  King. 
Yet  hafty  marriage  feldom  proveth  well. 

K.  Edw.  Yea,  brother  Richard,  you  offended  too  ? 

Glo,  Not  I  ;  no  :  God  forbid  that  1  mould  wifh 
Them  fevered  whom  God  hath  join'd  together  ! 
Pity  to  funder  them,  that  yoak  fo  welL 

K.  Edw.  Setting  your  fcorns  and  your  miflike  afide^ 
Tell  me  lomc  reafon  why  the  Lady  Gray 
Should  not  become  my  wife,  and  England's  Queen. 
And  you  too,  Scmerfet  and  Montague, 
Speak  freely  what  you  think. 

Cla,  Then  this  is  my  opinion  ;  that  KingLewis 
Becomes  your  enemy,  for  mocking  him 
About  the  marriage  of  the  Lady  Bona. 

Glo.  And  Warwick,  doing  what  you  gave  in  charge, 
h  now-  dilhonourcd  by  this  new  marriage, 
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K.  Edw.  What  if  bothZ>w/>  and  Warwick  be  appeas'd, 
By  fuch  invention  as  I  can  devife  r* 

.Mcwf.  Yet  to  have  join'd  with  France  in  fuch  alliance, 
Would  more  have  ftrfngthen'd  this  our  commonwealth 
'Gainft  foreign  ftorms,  than  any  home-bred  marriage. 

Hifi.  Why,  knows  not  Montague  that  of  itfelf 
England  is  fafe,  if  true  within  itfelf  ?  \ 

Mont.  Yes,  but  the  fafer  when  'tis  back'd  with  France '. 
Haft.  'Tis  better  u(m%France,  than  truing  Franc e% 
Let  us  be  back'd  with  God,  and  with  the  feas, 
Which  he  hath  giv'n  for  fence  impregnable, 
And  with  their  helps  alone  defend  ourfelves  : 
In  them,  and  in  our  felves,  our  fafety  lyes. 

Cla,  For  this  onefpeech,  Lord  Haftings  well  defer ves 
To  have  the  heir  of  the  Lord  Hungerford. 

K.  Edw.  Ay,  what  of  that  ?  it  was  my  will  and  grant, 
And  for  this  once  my  will  mail  ftand  for  law. 

GIo.  And  yet  methinks  y  our  Grace  hath  not  done  well, 
To  give  the  heir  and  daughter  of  Lord  Scales 
Unto  the  brother  of  your  loving  bride  ; 
She  better  would  have  fitted  me  or  Clarence; 
But  in  your  bride  you  bury  brotherhood. 

Cla.  Or  elfe  you  would  not  have  beftow'd  the  heir 
Of  the  Lord  Bonvill  on  your  new  wife's  fon, 
And  leave  your  brothers  to  go  fpeed  elfewhere. 

K.  Edw.  Alas,  poor  Clarence !  is  it  for  a  wife 
That  thou  art  malecontent  ?  I  will  provide  thee. 

Cla. In  chufing  for  yourfelf,you  Ihew'd  your  judgment ; 
Which  being  mallow,  you  mail  give  me  leave 
To  play  the  broker  in  mine  own  behalf  5 
And  to  that  end  1  fhortly  mind  to  leave  you. 

K»  Edw,  Leave  me,  or  tarry,  Edward  will  be  King  ; 
And  not  be  ty'd  unto  his  brother's  will, 

Queen.  My  Lords,  before  it  pleas'd  his  Majefty 
To  raife  my  ftate  to  title  of  a  Queen, 
Do  me  but  right,  and  you  muft  all  confefs 
That  I  was  not  ignoble  of  defcent, 
And  meaner  than  my  felf  have  had  like  fortune. 
But  as  this  title  honours  me  and  mine, 
So  your  diflikes,  to  whom  I  would  be  pleafing, 
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Do  cloud  my  joys  with  danger  and  with  forrow. 

K.  Edw.  My  love,  forbear  to  fawn  upon  their  frowns  j 
What  danger  or  what  forrow  can  befall  thee, 
So  long  as  Edward  is  thy  conftant  friend, 
And  their  true  Sov'reign,  whom  they  muft  obey  ? 
Nay,  whom  they  mail  abey,  and  love  thee  too, 
Unlefs  they  feek  for  hatred  at  my  hands  : 
Which  if  they  do,  yet  will  I  keep  thee  fafe, 
And  they  mall  feel  the  vengeance  of  my  wrath. 

Clo,  IJiear,  yet  fay  not  much,  but  think  the  more, 
SCENE    II.     Enter  a  Pofi, 

K,  Edw.  Now,  mefienger,  what  letters  or  what  news 
from  France  f 

Pofi.  My  Sovereign  Liege,  no  letters  and  few  words, 
But  fuch  as  I  (without  your  fpecial  pardon) 
Dare  not  relate. 

K.  Edw.  Go  to,  we  pardon  thee  : 
So  tell  their  words,  as  near  as  thou  canft  guefs  them. 
What  anfwer  makes  King  Lewis  to  our  letters  ? 

Pofi.  At  my  depart,  thefe  were  his  very  words  $ 
Go  tell  falfe  Edward,  thy  fuppofed  King, 
That  Lewis  of  France  is  fending  over  majkers 
To  revel  it  with  bim  and  his  new  bride, 

K.  Edw,  Is  Lewis  fo  brave  ?  belike  he  thinks  me 
But  what  faid  Lady  Bona  to  my  marriage  ?  [Henry* 

Pofi.Thtfe  were  her  words,  utter'd  with  mild  difdain  ^ 
Tell  him,  in  hope  be*  11  prove  a  widower  Jhortfy, 
Ttlwear  the  willow  garland  for  his  fake. 

K.  Edw.  I  blame  not  her,  fhe  could  fay  little  lefs  j 
She  had  the  wrong.    But  what  faid  Henry's  Queen  ? 
For  fo  I  heard  that  fhe  was  there  in  place. 

Pofi,  Tell  him  (quoth  fhe)  my  mourning  weeds  are  done f 
And  I  am  ready  to  put  armour  on* 

K.  Edw.  Belike  fhe  minds  to  play  the  Amazon. 
But  what  faid  Warwick  to  thefe  injuries  ? 

Pofi.  He,  more  incensM  againftyour  Majefty 
Than  all  the  reft,  difcharg'd  me  with  thefe  words  ; 
7ell  him  from  me  that  he  hath  done  me  wrong, 
And  therefore  Pll  uncrown  him  ere' t  be  long.  [words? 
K,  Edw.  Ha  !  durft  the  traitor  breathe  out  fo  proud 
Voi-  VI.  N  Well, 
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Well,  I  will  arm  me,  being  thus  fore-warnM: 
They  (hall  have  wars,  and  pay  for  their  prefumption. 
But  lay,  is  Warwick  friends  with  Margaret  f  [fliip, 
Poft.  Ay,  gracious  Sov'reign,  they  are  fo  link'd  in  friend- 
The  young  Prince  Edward  marries  Warwick's  daughter. 

Cla.  Belike  the  younger  $  Clarence  will  have  the  elder. 
Now,  brother  King,  farewel,  and  fityoufaft, 
For  I  will  hence  to  Warwick's  other  daughter, 
That  though  I  want  a  kingdom,  yet  in  marriage 
I  may  not  prove  inferior  to  your  felf. 
You  that  love  me  and  Warwick,  follow  me. 

[Exit  Clarence,  and S  jmer  fet/L//o«M« 
Glo.  Not  I :  my  thoughts  aim  at  a  further  matter: 
I  ftay  not  for  the  love  of  Edward,  but  the  crown [Afide. 

K.  Edw.  Clarence  and  Somerfet  both  gon£  to  Warwick  f 
Yet  am  1  arm'd  againft  the  worit  can  happen  5 
And  haftc  is  needful  in  this  defp'rate  cafe  : 
Pembroke  and  Stafford \  you  in  cur  behalf 
Go  levy  men,  and  make  prepare  for  war; 
They  are  already,  or  will  foon  be  landed: 
My  felf  in  perfon  will  ftraight  follow  you. 

[Exeunt  Pembroke  and  Stafford. 
But  ere  I  go,  Haftings  and  Montague, 
Refolvemy  doubt:  you  twain  of  all  the  reft 
Are  near  to  Warwick  by  blood  and  by  alliance  j 
Tell  me  if  you  love  Warwick  more  than  me. 
If  it  be  fo,  then  both  depart  to  him  : 
I  rather  wifh  you  foes  than  hollow  friends. 
But  if  you  mind  to  hold  your  true  obedience, 
Give  me  afTurance  with  fome  friendly  vow, 
That  I  may  never  have  you  in  fufpect. 

Mont.  So  God  help  Montague,  as  he  proves  true ! 
Haft.  And  Haftings,  as  he  favours  Edward's  caufe  ! 
K.  Edw.  Now,  brother  Richard, will  youftand  by  us? 
Glo.  Ay,  in  defpight  of  all  that  mall  withftand  you. 
K.  Edw,  Why,  fo  ;  then  am  I  fure  of  victory. 
Now  therefore  let  us  hence,  and  lofe  no  hour 
9Ti|l  we  mzztWarwrtk  with  his  foreign  power.'  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE    III.    In  Warwick/hire. 

Enter  Warwick  and  Oxford,  ivitb  French  Soldiers. 

War.  Trurt  me,  my  Lord,  all  hitherto  goes  well, 
The  common  people  fwarm  by  numbers  to  us. 

Enter  Clarence  and  Somerfet. 
But  fee  where  Somerfet  and  Clarence  come  : 
Speak  fuddenly,  my  Lords,  are  we  all  friends  ? 

Cla.  Oh !  fear  not  that,  my  Lord. 

War,  Then,  gentle  Clarence,  welcome  unto  Warwick  5 
And  welcome,  Somerfet :  I  hold  it  cowardife 
To  reft  miftruftful,  where  a  noble  heart 
Hath  pawn'd  an  open  hand  in  lign  of  love. 
Elfe  might  I  think,  that  Clarence,  Edward's  brother, 
Were  but  a  feigned  friend  to  our  proceedings. 
But  welcome,  friend,  my  daughter  mall  be  thine. 
And  now  what  refts,  but  in  night's  coverture^ 
Thy  brother  being  carelefsly  encamp'd, 
His  foldiers  lurking  in  the  towns  about, 
And  but  attended  by  a  fimple  guard, 
We  may  furprize  and  take  him  at  ourpleafure  ? 
Our  fcouts  have  found  th'  adventure  veryeafie  t 
That  as  Ulyjfts  and  ftout  Diomede 
With  flight  and  manhood  ftole  to  Rbefui"  Tents, 
And  brought  from  thence  the  Tbracian  fatal  fteeds  5 
So  we,  well  cover' d  with  the  night's  black  mantle, 
At  unawares  may  beat  down  Edward's  guard, 
And  feize  himfelf  t  I  fay  not,  (laughter  him, 
For  I  intend  but  only  to  furprize  him. 
You  that  will  follow  me  to  this  attempt, 
Applaud  the  name  of  Henry  with  your  leader. 

[They  all  cry,  Henry! 
Why  then,  let's  on  our  way  in  iilent  fort, 
For  Warwick  and  his  friends, God  and  St.  George  I  [Exeunt. 
SCENE  IV. 
Enter  tbe  Watchmen  to  guard  the  King'' s  Tent, 

1  Watch.  Come  on,  my  matters,  each  man  take  his 
The  King  by  this  has  fet  him  down  to  fleep.       [(land  ; 

2  Watch.  What,  will  he  not  to  bed  ? 

1  Watch,  Why,  no  j  for  he  hath  made  a  folemn  vow, 
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Never  to  lye  and  take  his  natural  reft, 
'Till  Warwick,  or  himfelf,  be  quite  fuppreft. 

a  Watch.  To-morrow  then  belike  fhall  be  the  day, 
If  Warwick  be  fo  near  as  men  report. 

3  Watch.  But  fay,  I  pray,  what  Nobleman  15  that 
That  with  the  King  here  refteth  in  his  tent  ? 

iWatcbSTis  thcLordi/^/^theKing's  chiefeft  friend* 

3  Watch.  O,  is  it  fo  ?  but  why  commands  the  King 
That  his  chief  followers  lodge  in  towns  about  him, 
While  he  himfelf  keeps  here  in  the  cold  field  > 

2  Watch.  'Tis  the  more  honour,  becaufe  dangerous.) 

3  W itch.  Ay,  but  give  me  worfhip  and  quietnefs  j 
I  like  it  better  than  a  dangerous  honour. 

If  Warwick  knew  in  what  eftate  he  ftands, 
*Tis  to  be  doubted  he  would  waken  him. 

I  Watch.  Unlefs  our  halberds  did  /hut  up  his  pafTage* 
a  W itch.  Ay ;  wherefore  elfe  guard  we  this  royal  tent, 
But  to  defend  his  perfon  from  night  foes  ? 

Enter  Warwick,  Clarence,  Oxford,  Somerfet,  and 

French  Soldiers,  Jihnt  all. 
W tr.  This  is  his  tent,  and  fee  where  ftands  his  guard  s 
Courage,  my  matters  :  honour  now  or  never! 
But  follow  me,  and  Edward  fhall  be  ours. 
I  Watch.  Who  goes  there  ? 
%  Watch.  Stay,  or  thou  dieft. 

(Warwick  and  the  reft  cry  all,  Warwick !  Warwick ! 
and  Jet  upon  the  Guard, who fly,  crying,  Arms  /  Arms! 
Warwick  and  the  reft  following  them. 
The  Drum  beating,  and  Ti rumpets founding, 
Enter  Warwick,  Somerfet,  and  the  reft,  bringing  the  King 
out  in  a  gown,  fitting  in  a  chair  5  Gloucefter  WHa* 
flings  flying  over  the  ft  age. 
Som.  What  are  they  that  fly  there  ? 
War.  Richard  and  Haft lings;  let  them  go,  here  is 
The  Duke. 

K.  Edw.  The  Duke !  why,  Warwick,  when  we  parted 
Thou  call'dft  me  King. 

W zr.  Ay,  but  the  cafe  is  alterM. 
When  you  difgracM  me  in  my  Ambaffade, 
Then  I  degraded  you  from  being  Kisg, 

And 
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And  come  now  to  create  you  Duke  of  York. 
Alas,  how  mould  you  govern  any  kingdom, 
Tfiat  know  not  how  to  ufe  Ambaffadors, 
Nor  how  to  be  contented  with  one  wife, 
Nor  how  ,to  ufe  your  brothers  brotherly, 
Nor  how  to  ftudy  for  the  people's  welfare, 
Nor  how  to  fhrowd  your  felf  from  enemies  ? ' 

K.  Edw.  Brother  of  Clarence,  and  art  thou  here  too  ? 
Nay  then  I  fee  that  Edward  muft  needs  down. 
Yet,  Warwick,  in  defpight  of  all  mifchance, 
Of  thee  thy  felf,  and  all  thy  complices, 
Edward  will  always  bear  himfelf  as  King: 
Though  fortune's  malice  overthrow  my  itate, 
My  mind  exceeds  the  compafsof  her  wheel. 

War.  Then  for  his  mind  be  Edward  England's  King  ; 

[Takes  off  his  Crown, 
But  Henry  now  fhall  wear  the  Englijh  crown, 
And  be  true  King  indeed  j  though  but  a  fhadow. 
My  Lord  of  Somerfet,  at  my  requeft, 
See  that  forthwith  Duke  Edward  be  convey'd 
Unto  my  brother,  Archbifhop  of  York: 
When  I  have  fought  with  Pembroke  and  his  fellows, 
I'll  follow  you,  and  tell  you  what  reply 
Lewis  and  Lady  Bona  fent  to  him  : 
Now  for  a  while  farewel,  good  Duke  of  York  ! 

K.  Edw.  What  fates  impofe,  that  men  muft  needs 
It  boots  not  to  reiift  both  wind  and  tide.  [abide  ; 

[He  is  led  out  forcibly ; 

Oxf.  What  now  remains,  my  Lords,  for  us  to  do, 
But  march  to  London  with  our  foldiers  ? 

War,  Ay,  that's  thefirft  thing  that  we  have  to  do, 
To  free  King  Henry  from  imprifonment, 
And  fee  him  feated  in  the  regal  throne.  \Exeuntu 
SCENE     V.     Changes  to  the  Palace. 
Enter  Rivers,  and  the  £>ueen. 

Rii>.  Madam,  what  makes  you  in  this  fudden  change  ? 

Queen.  Why,  brother  Rivers,  are  you  yet  to  learn 
What  late  misfortune  has  befaln  King  Edward  ? 

/wz/.What !  lofs  of  fome  pitcht  battle  agzinftWarwick P 

Queen,  No,  but  the  lofs  of  his  own  royal  perfon. 

N  3  Riv. 
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Rivt  Then  is  my  Sovereign  flain  ? 

Queen.  Ay,  almoft  flain,  for  he  is  taken  prifoner  $ 
Either  betray'd  by  falmood  of  his  guard, 
Or  by  his  foe  furpriz'd  at  unawares : 
And  as  I  further  have  to  underftand, 
Is  now  committed  to  the  Bifhop  of  York, 
Fell  Warwick's  brother,  and  by  that  our  foe. 

Riv.  Thefe  news  I  muft  confefs  are  full  of  grief/ 
Yet,  gracious  Madam,  bear  it  as  you  may  j 
Warwick  may  lofe,  that  now  hath  won  the  day. 

Queen.  'Till  then  fair  hope  muft  hinder  life's  decay* 
And  I  the  rather  wean  me  from  defpair, 
For  love  of  Edward's  off-fpring  in  my  womb : 
This  is't  that  makes  me  bridle  in  my  pafiion, 
And  bear  with  mildnefs  my  misfortune's  crofss 
Ay,  ay,  for  this  I  draw  in  many  a  tear, 
And  flop  the  rifing  of  blood-fucking  figbs, 
Left  with  my  fighs  or  tears  I  blaft  or  drown 
King  Edward's  fruit,  true  heir  to  th'  Engiijh  crowt. 

Rhu.  But,  Madam,  where  is  Warwick  then  become  ? 

Queen.  I  aminform'd  that  he  comes  towards  London, 
To  fet  the  crown  once  more  on  Henry's  head  : 
Guefs  thou  the  reft,  King  Edward's  friends  muftdown« 
But  to  prevent  the  tyrant's  violence, 

SFor  truft  not  him  that  once  hath  broken  faith,) 
i'll  hence  forthwith  unto  the  fancluary, 
To  fave  at  leaft  the  heir  of  Edward's  right. 
There  mail  I  reft  fecure  from  force  and  fraud  i 
Come  therefore  let  us  fly  while  we  may  fly  j 
If  Warwick  take  us  we  are  fure  to  die.    '  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    VI.  AMtnYotkfyhe. 
Enter  Gloucefter,  Lord  hte&ings,  and  Sir  Will  jam  Stanley. 

Glo.  Now,  my  Lord  Haflings,  and  Sir  William  Stanley, 
Leave  off  to  wonder  why  I  drew  you  hither, 
Into  this  chiefeft  thicket  of  the  park. 
Thus  ftands  the  cafe;  you  know  cur  King,  my  brother, 
Is  pris'ner  to  the  Bifhop,  at  whole  hands 
He  hath  good  ufage  and  great  liberty, 
And  often  but  attended  with  weak  guard 
Comes  hunting  this  way  to  difport  himielf, 

X  have 
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I  have  advertised  him  by  fecret  means, 

That  if  about  this  hour  he  make  this  way 

Under  the  colour  of  his  ufual  game, 

He  mall  here  find  his  friends  with  horfe  and  men 

To  fet  him  free  from  his  captivity. 

Enter  King  Edward,  and  a  Huntsman  ivith  him; 
Hunt.  This  way,  my  Lord,  for  this  way  lyes  the  game* 
K.  Edw,  Nay,  this  way,  man,  fee  where  the  huntf- 
men  ftand. 

Now,  brother  Glo'Jfer,  Haflings  and  the  reft, 
Stand  you  thus  clofe  to  fteal  the  Bifhop's  deer  ? 

Glo.  Brother,  the  time  and  cafe  requireth  hafte, 
Your  horfe  ftandt;  ready  here  at  the  park -corner, 

K.  Edw.  Bat  whither  mall  wc  then  } 

Haft.  To  Lyn,  my  Lord, 
And  mip  from  thence  to  Flanders. 

Gh.  Well  gueft,  believe  me,  for  that  was  my  meaning, 

K.  Edw.  Stanley ,  I  will  requite  thy  forwardnefs. 

Glo.  But  wherefore  fray  we  ?  'tis  no  time  to  talk. 

K.Edw.  Huntirnan,  what  fay'ft  thou?  wilt  thou  go 
along  ? 

Hv.nt.  Better  do  fo,  than  tarry  and  be  hang'd. 
Glo.  Come  then  away,  let's  ha'  no  more  ado. 
K.  Edw.  Bifhop,  farewel,  /hield  thee  from  IVarivick's 
frown, 

And  pray  that  I  may  repoffefs  the  crown.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE    VII.    The  Tower  in  London. 
Enter  King  Henry,  Clarence,  Warwick,  Somerfet, young 

Richmond 9  Oxford,  Montague,  and  Lieutenant  of  the 

Tower. 

K,  Henry.  Mr.  Lieutenant,  now  that  God  and  friends 
Have  maken  Edward  from  the  regal  feat, 
And  turn'd  my  captive  ftate  to  liberty, 
My  fear  to  hope,  my  forrows  unto  joys ; 
At  our  enlargement  what  are  thy  due  fees  ? 

£;Vw.  Subjects  may  challenge  nothing  of  theirSov'reignsj 
But  if  an  humble  prayer  may  prevail, 
j  then  crave  pardon  of  your  Majefty. 

K.  Henry.  For  what,  Lieutenant }  for  well  ufing  me  ? 
Nay,  be  thou  furs  Til  well  re^uitt  thy  k'mdnefs, 
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For  that  it  made  imprifonment  a  pleafure : 

Ay,  fuch  a  pleafure  as  incaged  hirds 

Conceive,  when  after  many  moody  thoughts, 

At  lalt,  ~by  notes  of  houfhoJd  harmony, 

They  quite  forget  their  lofs  of  liberty. 

But,  Warwick,  after  God,  thou  fett'ft  me  free. 

And  chiefly  therefore  I  thank  God  and  thee : 

He  was  the  author,  thou  the  inltrument. 

Therefore  that  I  may  conquer  fortune's  fpight, 

By  living  low,  where  fortune  cannot  hurt  me, 

And  that  the  people  of  this  bleffed  land 

May  not  bepunim'd  with  my  thwarting  Itars  t 

Warwick ,  although  my  head  ftiil  wear  the  crown, 

I  here  refign  the  government  to  thee, 

For  thou  art  fortunate  in  all  thy  deeds. 

War.  Your  Grace  hath  ftill  been  fam'd  for  virtuous, 
And  now  may  feem  as  wife  as  virtuous, 
By  fpying  and  avoiding  fortune's  malice  ; 
For  few  men  rightly  temper  with  the  ftars: 
Yet  in  this  one  thing  let  me  blame  your  Grace, 
For  chufing  me  when  Clarence  is  in  place. 

Cla.  No,  Warwick,  thou  art  worthy  of  the  fway, 
To  whom  the  heav'ns  in  thy  nativity 
Adjudg'd  an  olive  branch  and  lawrel  crown, 
As  likely  to  be  bleft  in  peace  and  war ; 
And  therefore  I  yield  thee  my  free  confeflt. 

War,  And  I  chufe  Clarence  only  for  Protector. 

K.  Henry,  Warwick  and  Clarence,  give  me  both  your 
hands. 

Now  join  your  hands,  and  with  your  hands,  your  hearts, 

That  no  diffention  hinder  government. 

I  make  you  both  Protectors  of  this  land, 

While  I  my  felf  will  lead  a  private  life  5 

And  in  devotion  fpend  my  latter  days, 

To  fin's  rebuke  and  my  Creator's  praife. 

War,  What  anfwers  Clarence  to  his  Sov' reign's  will  f 
Cla.  That  he  confents,   if  Warwick  yield  confent  J 

For  on  thy  fortune  I  repofe  my  felf. 

War.  Why  then,  though  loth,  yet  mull  I  be  content : 

We'll  yoak  together,  like  a  double  ftadcw 
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To  Henry'* %  body,  and  fupply  his  place  5 
I  mean,  in  bearing  weight  of  government, 
While  he  enjoys  the  honour,  and  his  eafe. 
And,  Clarence,  now  then  it  is  more  than  needful 
Forthwith  that  Edward  be  pronounced  a  traitor, 
Audi  all  his  lands  and  goods  confifcated, 

Cla.  What  elfe  ?  and  that  fucceflion  be  determinM. 

War>  Ay,  therein  Clarence  mall  not  want  his  part. 

K.  Henry.  But  with  the  firft  of  all  our  chief  affairs, 
Let  me  intreat,  for  I  command  no  more, 
That  Margaret  your  Queen  and  my  fon  Edward 
Be  lent  for,  to  return  from  France  with  fpeed. 
For  'till  I  lee  them  here,  by  doubtful  fear 
My  joy  of  liberty  is  half  eclips'd. 

Cla.  It  /hall  be  done,  my  Sov'reign,  with  all  fpeed. 

K.  Henry.  My  Lord  of  Somerfet,  what  youth  is  that 
Of  whom  you  feem  to  have  fo  tender  care  ? 

Sem.  My  Liege,  it  is  young  Henry ,  Earl  of  Richmond, 

K.  Hen.  Come  hither,  England's  hope :  if  fecret  powers 
[Lays  bis  band  on  bis  bead* 
Sugged  hut  truth  to  my  divining  thoughts, 
This  pretty  lad  will  prove  our  country's  blifs* 
His  looks  are  full  of  peaceful  Majefty, 
His  head  by  nature  fram'd  to  wear  a  crown, 
His  hand  to  wield  a  fcepter,  and  himfelf 
likely  in  time  to  blefs  a  regal  throne. 
Make  much  of  him,  my  Lords  j  for  this  is  he 
Jtfoit  help  you  more,  than  you  are  hurt  by  me. 
Enter  a  Poji. 

War.  What  news,  my  friend  ? 

Pefi.  That  Edivard  is  efcaped  from  your  brother, 
And  fled,  as  he  hears  fince,  to  Burgundy* 

War.  Unfavoury  news;  but  how  made  he  efcape  > 

Pofl.  He  was  convey'd  by  Richard  Duke  of  Closer, 
And  the  Lord  Hafiings,  who  attended  him 
In  fecret  ambufh  on  the  foreft  fide, 
And  from  the  Bifhop's  huntfmen  refcu'd  him : 
For  hunting  was  his  daily  exercife. 
Wor.  My  brother  was  too  carelefs  of  his  charge. 

But 
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But  let  us  hence,  my  Sov'reign,  to  provide 
A  falve  for  any  lore  that  may  betide.  [Exeunt, 
Manent  Somerfct,  Richmond,  and  Oxford. 

Som.  My  Lord,  I  like  not  of  this  flight  of  Edward's : 
For  doubtlefs  Burgundy  will  yield  him  help, 
And  we  fhall  have  more  wars  before't  be  long. 
As  Henry^s  late  prefaging  prophecy 
Did  glad  my  heart,  with  hope  of  this  young  Richmond: 
So  doth  my  heart  mif-give  me,  in  thefe  conflicts 
What  may  befal  him,  to  his  harm  and  ours. 
Therefore,  Lord  Oxford,  to  prevent  the  worft, 
Forthwith  we'll  fend  him  hence  to  Britany, 
'Till  ftoimo  be  paft  of  civil  enmity. 

Oxf.  Ay,  for  if  Edward  re-pofTefs  the  crown, 
'Tislike  that  Richmond  with  the  reft  fhall  down. 

Som.  It  fhall  be  fo  ;  he  fhall  to  Britany, 
Come  therefore,  let's  about  it  fpeedily.  [Exeutrt* 

SCENE    VIII.    Changes  to  York. 
Enter  King  Edward,  Gloucefter,  Haitings,  and  Soldiers. 

K.  Edw.  Now,  brother  Richard,  Hajlings,  and  the  xeit, 
Yet  thus  far  fortune  maketh  us  amends, 
And  fays,  that  once  more  I  fhall  interchange 
My  wained  ftate  for  Henry's  regal  crown. 
Well  have  we  pafs'd,  and  now  repafs'd  the  Teas, 
And  brought  delired  help  from  Burgundy, 
What  then  remains,  we  being  thus  arriv'd 
From  Ravenfpirrg,  before  the  gates  of  York, 
But  that  we  enter,  as  into  our  Dukedom  ? 

Glo.  The  gates  made  faft  !  brother,  I  like  not  this. 
For  many  men  that  ftumble  at  the  threfhold, 
Are  well  foretold  that  danger  lurks  within. 

K.  Ed<w.  Tufh,  man,  aboadments  muft  not  now  affright 
By  fair  or  foul  means  we  muft  enter  in,  : 
For  hither  will  our  friends  repair  to  us. 

Ha/i My  liege,  I'll  knock  once  more  to  fummon  then*. 
Enter  on  the  Walls  the  Mayor  of  York  and  his  Brethren 

Mayor.  My  Lords,  we  were  fore-warned  of  your  coming, 
And  fhut  the  gates  for  fafety  of  our  felves  j 
For  now  we  owe  allegiance  unto  Henry  t 
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K.  Edw.  But,  mafter  Mayor,  if  Henry  be  your  King, 
Yet  Edward  at  the  leaft  is  Duke  of  York. 

Mayor.  True,  my  good  Lord,  I  know  you  for  no  lefs. 

K.  Ediv.  Why,  and  I  challenge  nothing  but  my  Duke- 
As  being  well  content  with  that  alone.  £dom, 

Glo.  But  when  the  fox  has  once  got  in  his  nofe, 
He'll  foon  find  means  to  make  the  body  follow.  [Afide, 

Haft.  Why,  mafter  Mayor,  why  ftand  y6u  in  a  doubt  ? 
Open  the  gates,  we  are  King  Henry" 's  friends. 

Mayor.  Ay,  fay  you  fo  ?  the  gates  ftiall  then  be  open'd. 

[He  defcends, 

Glo.  A  wife  ftout  captain,  and  perfuaded  foon. 

Haft.  The  good  old  man  would  fain  that  all  were  well, 
So  'twere  not  long  of  him  ;  but  being  enter 'd, 
I  doubt  not,  I,  but  we  mall  foon  perfuade 
Both  him  and  all  his  brothers  unto  reafon. 

Enter  the  Mayor  and  two  Aldermen, 

K.  Edw.  So,  mafter  Mayor ;  thefe  gates  muft  not  be 
But  in  the  night,  or  in  the  time  of  war.  [fhut 
What,  fear  not,  man,  but  yield  me  up  the  keys ; 

[Takes  his  keys. 
For  Edward  will  defend  the  town  and  thee, 
And  allthofe  friends  that  deign  to  follow  me. 

March,    Enter  Montgomery,  with  Drum  and  Soldiers* 

Glo.  Brother,  this  is  Sir  John  Montgomery, 
Our  trufty  friend,  unlefs  I  be  deceived. 

K.  Edw.  Welcome,  Sir  John\  but  why  come  you  in 
arms  ? 

Mont.  To  he'p  King  Edward  in  his  time  of  ftorm, 
As  every  loyal  fu  eject  ought  fo  do. 

K.  Edw.  Thanks, gcod  Montgomery:  but  we  now  for- 
Our  title  to  the  crown,  and  only  claim  [get 
Our  Dukedom,  'till  God  pleafe  to  fend  the  reft, 

Mont.  Then  fare  you  well,  for  I  will  hence  a^ain  j 
I  came  to  ferve  a  King,  and  not  a  Duke : 
Drummer,  ftrike  up,  and  let  us  march  away. 

[The  Drum  begins  a  March, 

K.Edw.  Nay,  ftay,  Sir  John,  a  while,  and  we'll  debate 
By  what  fafe  means  the  crown  may  be  recover'd. 

Mwt,  What  talk  you  of  debating  ?  in  few  words, 
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If  you'll  not  here  proclaim  your  felf  our  King, 
Til  leave  you  to  your  fortune,  and  be  gone 
To  keep  them  back  that  come  to  fuccour  you. 
Why  mall  we  fight,  if  you  pretend  no  title  ? 

GIq.  Why,  brother,  wherefore  ftand  you  on  nice  points  ? 

K.  Edw.  When  we  grow  ftronger,  then  we'll  make 
our  claim : 

7 Till  then  'tis  wifdom  to  conceai  our  meaning. 

Haft,  Away  with  fcrupulous  wit,  now  arms  ran ll  role* 

Glo.  And  fearlefs  minds  climb  fooneft  unto  crowns* 
Brother,  we  will  proclaim  you  out  of  hand  : 
The  bruit  thereof  will  bring  you  many  friends, 

K.  Edw.  Then  be  it  as  you  will  j  for  *tis  my  right, 
And  Henry  but  ufurps  the  diadem. 

Mont,  Ay,  now  my  Sovereign  fpeaketh  like  himfelf, 
And  now  will  I  be  Edward's  champion. 

Haft.  Sound  trumpet,2i^*Kw</mall  be  here  procIaimM  s 
Come,fellow-foldier,  make  thou  proclamation.  [Fltotrijb. 

Sol.  Edward  the  fourth ,  ly  the  grace  of  God,  King  of 
England,  and  France,  and  Lord  of  Ireland,  &c. 

Mont.  And  whofoe'er  gain-fays  King  Edward* si ighty. 
By  this  I  challenge  him  to  fingle  fight. 

[Throws  down  his  GastsilsS* 

Jill.  Long  live  Edward  the  fourth  ! 

K.iu/w.Thanks,  bra\ -e  Montgomery  ;  and  thanks  to  all* 
If  fortune  ferve  me,  1*11  requite  this  kindnefs. 
Now  for  this  night  let's  harbour  here  ztYorA; 
And  when  the  morning  fun  mail  raife  his  car 
Above  the  border  of  this  horizon, 
We'll  forward  towards  Warwick  and  his  mates  j 
For  well  I  wot  that  Henry  is  no  foldier. 
Ah  !  froward  Clarence y  evil  it  b'efeems  thee 
To  flatter  Henry ,  and  forfake  thy  brother  ! 
Yet  as  we  may,  we'll  meet  both  thee  and  JVarwitk. 
Come  on,  brave  foldiers,  doubt  not  of  the  day  ; 
And  that  once  gotten,  doubt  not  of  large  pay.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    IX.    Changes  again  to  London. 
Enter  King  Henry,  Exeter,  Warwick,  Montague,  Cla- 
rence, Oxford,  and  Somerfet. 

War*  What  counfeL  Lords  1  Edward  from  Befgia, 

With 
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With  hafty  Germans,  and  blunt  Hollanders, 
Hath  pafs'd  in  fafety  through  the  narrow  Teas, 
And  with  his  troops  doth  march  amain  to  London, 
And  many  giddy  people  flock  to  him. 

K.  Henry,  Let's  levy  men,  and  beat  him  back  again« 

Cla.  A  little  fire  is  quickly  trodden  out, 
Which  being  fuffer'd,  rivers  cannot  quench. 

War,  In  Warwickjhire  I  have  true-hearted  friends^ 
Not  mutinous  in  peace,  yet  bold  in  war, 
Thofe  will  I  mufter  up  ;  and  thou,  Ton  Clarence 9 
Shalt  ftir,  in  Suffolk,  Norfolk,  and  in  Kent, 
The  knights  and  gentlemen  to  come  with  thee. 
Thou,  brother  Montague,  in  Buckingham, 
Northampton,  and  in  Leicejierfoire,  malt  find 
Men  well  inclined  to  hear  what  thou  commnnd'ft. 
And  thou,  brave  Oxford,  wondrous  well  belov'd, 
In  Oxfordjhire  malt  mufter  up  thy  friends, 
My  Sjpv'reign,  with  the  loving  citizens, 
(Like  to  his  Ifland  girt  with  th'  Ocean, 
Or  modeft  Dian  circled  with  her  nymphs,) 
Shall  reft  in  London,  'till  we  come  to  him  : 
Fair  Lords,  take  leave,  and  ftand  not  to  reply. 
Farewel,  my  Sovereign ! 

K.  Henry.  Farewel,  my  Heclor,znd  my  Troy's  true  hope  ^ 

Cla,  In  fign  of  truth,  I  kifs  your  Highnefs'  hand, 

K.  Henry.  Well-minded  Clarence,  be  thou  fortunate  ! 

Mont,  Comfort,  my  Lord,  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 

Oxf  And  thus  I  feal  my  truth,  and  bid  adieu. 

K.  Henry,  Sweet  Oxford,  and  my  loving  Montague, 
And  all  at  once,  once  more  a  happy  farewel ! 

War,  Farewel,  fweet  Lords,  let's  meet  at  Coventry' 

[Exeunt 

K.  Henry.  Here  at  the  palace  will  I  reft  a  while. 
Couiin  of  Exeter,  what  thinks  your  Lcrdihip  ? 
Me  thinks  the  pow'r  that  Edivard  hath  in  field 
Should  not  be  able  to  encounter  mine. 

Exe.  The  doubt  is,  that  he  will  feduce  the  reft, 

K.  Henry.  That's  not  my  fear,  my  meed  hath  got  mi 
I  have  not  ftopt  mine  ears  to  their  demands,  [fame  : 
N01  pofted  off  th::r  fuits  with  flow  delavs  > 

Vol  VI,  O  My 
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My  pity  hath  been  balm  to  heal  their  wounds, 

My  mildnefs  hath  allay' J  their  hveliing  griefs, 

My  mercy  dry'd  their  water -flowing  tears. 

I  have  not  been  defirous  of  their  wealth, 

Nor  much  oppreft  them  with  great  fubfidies, 

Nor  forward  of  revenge,  though  thev  much  err'd. 

Then  why  mould  they  love  Edward  more  than  me  ? 

No,  Exeter,  thefe  graces  challenge  grace  : 

And  when  the  lion  fawns  upon  the  lamb, 

The  lamb  will  never  ceafe  to  follow  him. 

[Shout  within,    A  Lancafter !  a  Lancafter ! 

Exe.  Hark,  hark,  my  Lord,  what  fhouts  are  thefe  ? 

Enter  King  Edward,  Gloucefter,  &c.  with  Soldiers. 

YL.Edw.  Seize  on  the  fhame-facM  Henry,  bear  him 
And  once  again  proclaim  us  King  of  England,  [hence, 
You  are  the  fount  that  make  fmall  brooks  to  flow. 
Now  ftops  thy  fpring,  my  fea  mail  fuck  them  dry, 
And  fwell  fo  much  the  higher,  by  their  ebb. 
Hence  with  him  to  the  Tower,  let  him  not  fpeak. 

[Exe.  with  King  Henry. 
And,  Lords,  to  Coventry  bend  we  our  courfe, 
Where  peremptory  Warwick  now  remains. 
The  fun  mines  hot,  and  if  we  ufe  delay 
Cold  biting  winter  mairs  our  hopM-for  hay. 

Glo.  Away  betimes  before  his  forces  join, 
And  take  the  great-grown  traitor  unawares  : 
Brave  warriors,  march  amain  towards  Coventry.  [Exeunt. 

A  C  T  V. 

SCENE    I.      Before  the  Walk  of  Coventry. 
Enter  Warwick,  the  Mayor  of  'Coventry,  two  Meffengers, 

and  others .  upon  the  Walls. 
Wa.  "IT  THere  is  the  poft  that  came  from  vzlhntOxford? 
V  V    ^ow  f*nr  hence  is  thy  Lord,  mine  honeft  fel- 
iMeJf.  By  this  at  Dunfmor e,rmrch.\r\%  hitherward.[low  ? 
JFtfr.Howfaroffis  our  brother  Montague  ? 
Where  is  the  poll  that  came  from  Montague  f 

2  Mejj'.  By  this  at  Daintry,  with  a  punTant  troop. 

Enter  Somerville. 
War*  Say,  Somerville,  what  fays  my  loving  fon  ? 

And 
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A.nd  by  thy  guefs  how  nigh  is  Clarence  now  ? 

Somer<v.  At  Soutkam  I  did  leave  him  with  his  forces, 
knd  do  expect  him  here  fome  two  hours  hence. 

War.  Then  Clarence  is  at  hand,  I  hear  his  drum. 

Somernj.  It  is  not  his,  my  Lord  :  here  Southam  lyes  t 
The  drum  your  honour  hears,  marcheth  from  Warwick. 

War.  Who  fnould  that  be  ?  belike, unlookM-forfriends. 

Somerv.  They  are  at  hand,  and  you  mall  quickly  know* 
March.    Flourijh     Enter  King  Edward,  Gloucester, 
and  Soldiers. 

K.Ed.Goy  trumpet,  to  the  walls,  and  found  a  parle* 
Glo.  See  how  the  lurly  Warwick  mans  the  wall. 
War,  Oh  unbid  fpight !  is  Iportful  Edward come  ? 
Where  flept  our  fcouts,  or  how  are  they  ieduc'd, 
That  we  could  hear  no  news  of  his  repair  ? 

K.Edw.  Now, Warwick,  wilt  thou  ope  the  city  gates, 
Speak  gentle  words,  and  humbly  bend  thy  knee, 
Call  Edward  King,  and  at  his  hands  beg  mercy  ? 
And  he  mall  pardon  thee  thefe  outrages. 

War.  Nay  rather,  wilt  thou  draw  thy  forces  hence, 
Confefs  who  fet  thee  up,  and  pluck'd  thee  down, 
Call  Warwick  patron,  and  be  penitent  ? 
And  thou  fhalt  ftill  remain  the  Duke  of  York. 

Glo.  I  thought  at  leaft  he  would  have  faid  the  King, 
Or  did  he  make  the  jeft  againft  his  will  ? 
War*  Is  not  a  Dukedom,  Sir,  a  goodly  gift '? 
Glo.  Ay,  by  my  faith,  for  a  poor  Earl  to  give: 
Til  do  thee  fervice  for  fo  good  a  gift. 

War.  'Twas  I  that  gave  the  Kingdom  to  thy  brother- 
K.  Edw.Yf  hy  then  'tis  mine,  if  but  by  Warwick' sgifu 
War.  Thou  art  no  Atlas  for  fo  great  a  weight  ; 
And,  weakling  !  Warwick  takes  his  gift  again, 
And  Henry  is  my  King,,  Warwick  his  fubject. 

K.  Edw.  But  Warwick's  King  is  Edward's  prisoner  : 
And,  gallant  Warwick^  do  but  anfwer  this, 
What  is  the  body  when  the  head  is  off  ? 

Glo.  Alas  !  that  Warwick  had  no  more  fore-caft, 
But  while  he  thought  to  fleal  the  fingle  ten, 
The  King  was  flily  finger' d  from  the  deck  : 
You  left  poor  Henry  at  the  Bifhop's  palace, 

O  2  And 
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And  ten  to  one  you'll  meet  him  in  the  Tower, 
K.  Edw.  'Tisevenfo,  yet  you  are  Warwick  ftill. 
Glo.  Come,  Warwick,  take  the  time,  kneel  down, 
kneel  down : 
Nay,  when  ?  ftrike  now,  or  elfe  the  iron  cools. 

.  War.  I'd  rather  chop  this  hand  off  at  a  blow, 
And  with  the  other  fling  it  at  thy  face, 
Than  bear  fo  low  a  fail  to  ftrike  to  thee, 

K.  J£dw.  Sail  how  thou  can' ft,  have  wind  and  tide 
thy  friend, 

This  hand,  fail  wound  about  thy  coal-black  hair, 
Shall,  while  thy  head  is  warm  and  new  cut  off, 
Write  in  the  duft  this  fentence  with  thy  blood, 
Wind- changing  Warwick  now  can  change  no  tfore, 
SCENE  II. 
Enter  Oxford,  with  Drum  and  Colours, 

War.  O  chearful  colours  !  fee  where  Oxford  comes  ! 

°*f  Oxford  I  Oxford  I  for  Lancafter. 

Glo.  The  gates  are  open,  let  us  enter  too. 

,K.  Edw.  So  other  foes  may  fet  upon  our  backs* 
Stand  we  in  good  array ;  for  they  no  doubt 
Will  iffue  out  again  and  bid  us  battel  : 
If  not,  the  city  being  of  fmall  defence, 
We'll  quickly  rouze  the  traitors  in  the  fame. 

War.  O,  welcome,  Oxford  !  for  we  want  thy  help* 
Enter  Montague,  with  Drum  and  Colours, 

Mont  Montague !  Montague  !  for  Lancafter. 

Glo.  Thou  and  thy  brother  both  mall  buy  this  treafon 
Ev'n  with  the  deareft  blood  your  bodies  bear. 

K.  Edw.  The  harder  match'd,  the  greater  victory  5 
IVly  mind  prefageth  happy  gain  and  conqueft. 

Enter  Somerfet,  with  Drum  and  Colours. 

Som.  Somerfet !  Somerfet  !  for  Lancafter, 

Glo.  Two  of  thy  name,  both  Dukes  of  Somerfet, 
Have  fold  their  lives  unto  the  houfe  of  York, 
And  thou  flialt  be  thethird,  if  this  fword  hold. 
Enter  Clarence,  with  Drum  and  Colours, 

War.  And  lo  !  where  George  of  Clarence  foetus  aJong, 
Of  force  enough  to  bid  his  brother  battel : 
With  whom  an  upright  zeal  to  right  prevails 

More 
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More  than  the  nature  of  a  brother's  love. 

Come,  Clarence^  come  ;  thou  wilt,  if  Warwick  call. 

Cla.  Father  oi  Warwick,  know  you  what  this  means  ? 
Look  here,  I  throw  my  infamy  at  thee  : 

[Takes  bis  red  rofe  out  of  his  bat  and  throws  it 
towards  Warwick. 
I  will  not  ruinate  my  father's  houfe, 
(Who  gave  his  blood  to  lime  the  ftones  together) 
And  fet  up  Lancajler.    Why,  trow'ft  thou,  Warwick, 
That  Clarence  is  fo  harm,  fo  blunt,  unnatural, 
To  bend  the  fatal  inftruments  of  war 
Againft  his  brother,  and  his  lawful  King  ? 
Perhaps  thou  wilt  object  my  holy  oath : 
To  keep  that  oath  were  more  impiety, 
Than  Jeftbalfs,  when  he  facrifie'd  his  daughter. 
I  am  io  forry  for  my  trefpafs  made, 
That  to  defervc  well  at  my  brother's  hands, 
I  here  proclaim  my  felf  thy  mortal  foe  : 
With  refolution,  wherefoe'er  I  meet  thee, 
(As  I  will  meet  thee,  if  thou  ftir  abroad,) 
To  plague  thee  for  thy  foul  mif-leading  me. 
And  io,. proud- hearted  Warwick,  I  defie  thee, 
And  to  my  brother  turn  my  blufliing  cheeks. 
Pardon  me,  Edward,  1  will  make  amends  : 
And,  Richard,  do  not  frown  upon  my  faults, 
For  I  will  henceforth  be  no  more  unconftant. 

K.  Ediv.  Now  welcome  mere,  and  ten  times  mors 
belov'd,  \ 
Than  if  thou  never  had'ft  defervM  our  hate. 

Gin,  Welcome,  good  Clarence,  this  is  brother-like* 

War.  O  palling  traitor,  perjur'd  an4  unjuft  ! 

K.  Edw.  What,  Warwick,  wilt  thou  leave  the  town 
and  fight  ? 

Or  mall  we  beat  the  ftones  about  thine  ears  ? 

War.  Alas,  I  am  not  coop'd  here  for  defence: 
I  will  away  towards  Barnet  prefently, 
And  bid  thee  battel,  Edward,  if  thou  dar'lt.  [way: 

K.  Edw.  Yes,  Warwick,  Edward  toxzs,  and  leads  the 
Lords  !  to  the  field  j  St.  George  and  victory  !  [Exeunt* 
Martb.    W  arwick  and  his  Company  follow . 
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SCENE   III.    A  Field  of  Battle  nearBzmtt. 
Alarum,  and  Excurjions.  Enter  Ktng  Edward  bringingforth 
Warwick  wounded. 

KEdw.  So,lye  thou  there  ;  die  thou,  and  die  our  fear  J 

For  Warwick  was  a  bug  that  fcar'd  us  all. 

Now,  Montague,  fit  faft,  I  feek  for  thee, 
That  Warwick's  bcnes  may  keep  thine  company.  [Exit, 

War,  Ah  !  who  is  nigh  ?  come  to  me,  friend,  or  foe, 
And  tell  me  who  is  victor,  York,  or  Warwick  ? 
"Why  alk  I  that  ?  my  mangled  body  ihews, 
My  blood,  my  want  of  strength,  my  rick  heart  Ihews, 
That  I  muft  yield  my  body  to  the  earth, 
And  by  my  fall  the  conqueft  to  my  foe. 
Thus  yields  the  Cedar  to  the  ax's  edge, 
Whofe  arms  gave  fheiter  to  the  princely  eagle, 
Under  whofe  ihade  the  ramping  Lion  flept, 
Whofe  top-branch  over-peer' d  Jives  Spreading  tree, 
And  kept  low  fhrubs  from  winter's  pow'rful  wind* 
Thefe  eyes  that  now  are  dim'd  with  death' s  black  veil, 
Have  been  as  piercing  as  the  mid-day  fun, 
To  fearch  the  fecret  treafons  of  the  world. 
The  "Wrinkles  in  my  brow,  now  fill'd  with  blood, 
Were  lik'ned  oft  to  kingly  fepulchres  : 
For  who  liv'd  King,  but  I  could  dig  his  grave  } 
And  who  durft  fmile,  when  Warwick  bent  his  brow  ? 
Lo,  now  my  glory  fmear'd  in  duft  and  blood, 
-My  parks,  my  walks,  my  manors  that  I  had, 

Ev'n  now  fcrfake  me  ;  and  of  all  my  lands 

Is  nothing1  left  me,  but  my  body's  length. 

Why,  what  is  pomp,  rule,  reign,  but  earth  and  duft  ? 

And  Jive  we  how  we  can,   yet  die  we  muft. 

Enter  Oxford  and  Somerfet. 
$om.  Ah,  Warwick,  Warwick,  wert  thou  as  we  are 

We  might  recover  all  our  lofs  again  : 

The  Queen  from  France  hath  brought  a  puiflant  power 

Ev'n  now  we  heard  the  news :  ah,  could'ft  thou  fly  ! 
War.  Why  then  I  would  not  fly.  Ah,  Montague^ 

If  thou  be  there,  fweet  brother,  take  my  hand, 

And  with  thy  lips  keep  in  my  foul  a  while. 

Thou  lov'ft  me  not  ;  for,  brother,  if  thou  didft, 

Thy 
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Thy  tears  would  warn  this  cold  congealed  blood, 
That  glews  my  lips  ,  and  will  not  let  me  fpeak. 
Come  quickly,  Montague,  or  I  am  dead. 

Sow.  Ah!  Warwick,  Mont ague  hath  breath'd  his  laft, 
And  to  the  lateft  gafp  cry'd  out  for  Warwick  : 
And  faid,  Commend  me  to  my  valiant  brother. 
And  more  he  would  have  faid,  and  more  he  fpoke, 
"Which  founded  like  a  cannon  in  a  vault, 
That  might  not  be  diftinguifrVd  ;  but  at  laft 
I  well  might  hear  deliver'd  with  a  groan, 
Ob  !  farewell  Warwick  ! 

Warh  Sweetly  reft  his  foul! 
Fly,  Lords,  and  fave  your  felves,  for  Warwick  bids 
You  all  farewel,  to  meet  again  in  heaven.  [Die/f 
Oxf  Away,  away,  to  meet  the  Queen's  great  power, 
[They  bear  away  his  Body,  and  Exeunt, 
SCENE    IV.    Another  part  of  the  Field. 
Flourijh.  Enter  King  Edward  in  triumph,  with  Gloucefter, 
Clarence,  and  the  reft. 
K,  jEV?v.Thus  far  our  fortune  keeps  an  upward  courfe,. 
And  we  are  grae'd  with  wreaths  of  victory, 
But  in  the  midft  of  this  bright-mining  day, 
I  fpy  a  black,  fufpicious,  threatening  cloud, 
That  will  encounter  with  cur  glorious  fun, 
Ere  he  attain  his  eafeful  weftern  bed  : 
I  mean,  my  Lords,  thofc  powers  that  the  Queen 
Hath  rais'd  in  Gallia,  have  arriv'd  our  coaft, 
And,  as  we  hear,  march  on  to  fight  with  us. 

Cla.  A  little  gale  will  foon  difperfe  that  cloudy 
And  blow  it  to  the  fource  from  whence  it  came* 
Thy  very  beams  will  dry  thofe  vapours  up  j 
For  every  cloud  engenders  not  a  ftorm. 

Glo*  The  Queen  is  valued  thirty  thoufand  ftrong, 
And  Somerfet,  with  Oxford,  fled  to  her. 
If  Ihe  hath  time  to  breathe,  be  well  affur'd 
Her  faction  will  be  full  as  ftrong  as  ours. 

K»Edw.  We  are  adverlis'd  by  our  loving  friends, 
That  they  do  hold  their  courfe  tow'rd  Tewkjbury, 
We.  having  now  the  left  at  fiarnet  field, 

•  Will 
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Will  thither  ftraight ;  for  willingncfs  rids  way  . 
And  as  we  march,  our  ftrength  will  be  augmented 
In  every  county  as  we  go  along  : 
Strike  «P  the  drum,  cry,  courage  !  and  away.    T  Exeunt 

March.   Enter  ^Margaret  ./Wales,  Somer- 

let,  Oxford,  and  Soldiers, 
Q^Mar  Great  Lords,  wife  men  ne'er  fit  and  wail 
Butchearlyleekhowto  redrefs  their  harms,  fthcir  Jofs 
What  though  the  maft  be  now  blown  over-board,  ! 
The  cable  broke,  the  holding-anchor  loft 
And  half  our  failors  fwallow'd  in  the  flood  > 
Yet  lives  our  pilot  ftill.    Is>t  meet  that  he  ' 
Should  leave  the  helm,   and  like  a  fearful  lad 
With  tear-full  eyes  add  water  to  the  fea 
And  give  more  ftrength  to  that  which  hath  tco  much  9 
White  in  his  moan  the  /hip  fplits  on  the  rock, 
Which  mduftry  and  courage  might  have  fav'd  ? 
Ah,  what  a  fliaine,  ah,  what  a  fault  were  this  I 
Say  Warwick  was  our  anchor  3  what  of  that  ? 
Am  Montague  cur  top-maft  ;  what  of  him  ?  * 
Our  flaughter'd  friends,  the  tackle  5   what  of  thefc  ? 
Why,  is  not  Oxford  here  another  anchor  > 
And  Somerfet  another  goodly  maft  1 
The  friends  of  France  our  fcrouds  and  tacklings  ftill  ? 
And  though  unflulful,  why  not  AW  and  I 
For  once  allow'd  the  fkilful  pilot's  charge  > 
We  will  not  from  the  helm  to  fit  and  weep 
Cut  keep  our  courfe,  though  the  rough  wind  fay  no, 
From  fheives  and  rocks  that  threaten  us  with  wreck- 
As  good  to  chide  the  waves,  as  fp2ak  them  fair. 
And  what  ls  Edward,  but  a  ruthleft  fea  ? 
What  Clarence,  but  a  quick-fand  of  deceit  ? 
And  Richard,  but  a  ragged  fatal  reck  ? 
All  thefe,  the  enemies  to  our  poor  bark. 
Say  you  can  fwim  ;   alas,  'tis  but  a  while  ; 
Fread  on  the  land,  why  there  vou  quickly  fink  - 
Beftnde  the  rock,  the  tide  will  waft  you  off 
Or  elfe  you  famifli,  that's  a  three-fold  death. 
This  fpeak  I,  Lords,  to  let  you  underftand, 
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In  cafe  fome  one  of  you  would  fly  from  us, 
That  there's  no  hop'd-for  mercy  with  the  brothers, 
More  than  with  ruthlefs  waves,  with  fands,  and  rocks, 
Why,  courage  then  !  what  cannot  be  avoided, 
"Twere  childifh  weaknefs  to  lament,  or  fear. 

Prince.  Methinks  a  woman  of  this  valiant  fpirit 
Should,  if  a  coward  heard  her  fpeak  thefe  words, 
Infufe  his  bread  with  magnanimity, 
And  make  him,  naked,  foil  a  man  at  arms, 
I  fpeak  not  this,  as  doubting  any  here  : 
For  did  I  but  fufpect  a  fearful  man, 
He  mould  have  leave  to  go  away  betimes  3 
Left  in  our  need  he  might  infect  another, 
And  make  him  of  like  fpirit  to  himfelf. 
If  any  fuch  be  here,  as  God  forbid, 
Let  him  depart  before  we  need  his  help. 

Oxf.  Women  and  children  of  fo  high  a  courage  t 
And  warriors  faint !  why,  'twere  perpetual  fhame* 
Oh  brave  young  Prince  !  thy  famous  grandfather 
Doth  live  again  in  thee  5  long  may'ft  thou  live, 
To  bear  his  image,  and  renew  his  glories  ! 

Som.  And  he  that  will  not  fight  for  fuch  a  hope, 
Go  home  to  bed,  and  like  the  owl  by  day, 
Jf  he  arife,  be  mock'd  andwonder'd  at. 

Qjfcfar.Thanks,  gentle  Somerfet ;  fweet  0x/W,thanks» 

Prince.  And  take  his  thanks,that  yet  hath  nothing  elfe., 
Enter  a  Mejfenger, 
r  Mef,  Prepare  you,  Lords,  for  Edward  is  at  hand, 
Ready  to  fight  j  therefore  be  refolute. 

Oxf  I  thought  no  lefs  5  it  is  his  policy 
To  hafte  thus  faft,  to  find  us  unprovided. 

Som.  But  he's  deceiv'd,  we  are  in  readinefs. 

QJMar  .This  chears  my  heart,  to  fee  your  forwardnefs. 

Oxf  Here  pitch  our  battel,  hence  we  will  not  budge. 
SCENE  VI. 
March.    Enter  King  Edward,    Gloucefter,  Clarence, 
and  Soldiers, 

K.2&/.Brave  followers,  yonder  ftands  the  thorny  wood, 
Which,  by  the  heav'ns  afliftance  and  your  ftiength, 
Mu&  by  the  roots  be  hewn  up  yet  ere  night. 
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I  need  not  add  more  fuel  to  your  fire 
For  well  I  wot   ye  blaze  to  burn  them  out  - 
Xe  £PalT  t0  the  fi&ht>  and  t0  *>  Lords. 
<y^Lords,Knights,  and  Gentlemen,  what  I  mould 
My  tears  gain-fay  5  for  every  word  I  fpeak,  ?fav 
Ye  fee  I  drink  the  water  of  my  eye  ■  1  7 

Therefore  no  more  but  this  j  Henry  your  Sov'reien 
Is  pnfoner  to  the  foe,  hi*  ftate  ufurpV  8  ' 

His  realm  a  flaughter-houfe,  his  fubjeds  /lain, 
His  ftatutes  cancelled,  and  his  treafure  fpent  • 
And  yonder  is  the  wolf  that  makes  this  fpoiJ." 
You  fight  in  juftice  :  then,  in  God's  name,  Lords 
Be  valiant,  and  give  fignal  to  the  battel  ' 

Alarum  -    Retreat.    Excurfons.    Both  Parties  go  out. 
Center  King  Edward,  Gloucefter,  Clarence,  J 9ueen 
Margaret,  Oxford,  and  Somerfet,  Pnfoners.^ 
K.  Edw   Now  here's  a  period  of  tumultuous  broils. 
Away  with  Oxford  to  Holmes-cMt  *  rWht  ' 
For  Somerfet,  off  with  his  guilty  head.  * 
Go  bear  them  hence    I  will  not  hear  them  fpeak. 
Vxf.  For  my  part,  1 11  not  trouble  thee  with  words. 

OMar  <?  ft°°P  W^th  Patience  t0  ^7  ^rtune.  [Exe. 
<±Mar.  So  part  we  fadly  in  this  troublous  world, 

V^j Wlth  Joy  ln  fweet 

Sh^i  £  Js  Proclamatioiimade,  that  who  finds  itfW 
Shal  have  a  high  reward,  and  he  his  life  ? 

Mo.  It  ls,  and  lo  where  youthful  Edward  comes. 

.  P,    D  Entef  the  ^ince  of  Wales. 

K.  ^w.Brmg  forth  the  gallant,  let  us  hear  him  fpeak. 
What  ?  can  fo  young  a  thorn  begin  to  prick  ? 
Ed-ward,  whatfatisfadion  canft  thou  make. 

And  ae!ir^S  f"s>  for Lfti™S  up  my  fubjecls, 
And  all  the  trouble  thou  haft  turn'd  me  to  ? 

^nT\S?erkhkQ  afubje<^  Proud  ambitious  York. 
Suppofe  that  I  am  now  my  father's  mouth, 
Refign  thy  chair,  and  where  I  ftand  kneel  thou, 
Whiift  I  propofe  the  felf-fame  words  to  thee, 

Km  tY^\l  ?0U  Wouldft  have  me  a"^er  to. 
Q^Mar.  Ah  !  that  thy  father  had  been'fo  refolv'd  ! 
*  Holmes-utile  is  an  old  cattle  near  Tewbjbury. 

Gto. 
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Glo  That  you  might  ftill  have  worn  the  petticoat, 
And  ne'er  have  ftol'n  the  breech  from  Lancajler, 

Prince  Let  JEfophble  in  a  winter's  night, 
His  currifh  riddles  fort  not  with  this  place. 

Glo.  By  heaven,  brat,  I'll  plague  ye  for  that  word. 

Q.  Mar.  Ay,  thou  waft  born  to  be  a  plague  to  men. 

Glo.  For  God's  fake,  take  away  this  captive  fcold. 

Prince. Nay, take  away  this  fcolding  crook-back  rather. 

K.  Ed.  Peace,  wilful  boy,  or  I  will  charm  your  tongue. 

C/rf.Untutor'd  lad,  thou  art  too  malapert. 

Prince.  I  know  my  duty,  you're  undutiful  : 
Lafcivious  Edward,  and  thou,  perjur'd  George, 
And  thou,  mif-fhapen  Dicky  I  tell  ye  all, 
I  am  your  better,  traitors  as  ye  are  : 
And  thou  ufurp'ft  my  father's  right  and  mine. 

Glo.  Take  that,  thou  likenefs  of  this  railer  here. 

[Stabs  him, 

K.  Edw.  And  take  thou  that,  to  end  thy  agony. 

[Edward  fiah  him, 
Cla.  And  there's  for  twitting  me  with  perjury. 

[Cla.  ftabs  him. 

Q,  Mar.  Oh,  kill  me  too! 

Glo.  Marry,  and  mall  [Offers  to  kill  her, 

K.  Edw.  Hold,  Richard,  hold,  for  we  have  done  too 
much. 

Glo.  Why  mould  me  live,  to  nil  the  world  with  words  ? 
K.  Edw.  What  ?  doth  me  fvvoon  ?  ufe  means  for  her 
recov'ry. 

Glo.  Clarence,  excufe  me  to  the  King  my  brother  : 
I'll  hence  to  London  on  a  ferious  matter. 
Ere  ye  come  there,  be  fure  to  hear  fome  news. 

Cla.  What  ?   what  ? 

Glo.  'Tower,  the  Tower  ?  [Exit. 

QjMar,  Oh  Nedjwezt  Ned!  fpeak  to  thy  mother,boy. 
Can' ft  thou  not  fpeak  ?  O  traitors,  murderers  I 
They  that  ftabb'd  Cafar  fhed  no  blood  at  all, 
Did  not  effend,  and  M  ere  not  worthy  blame, 
If  this  foul  deed  were  by,  to  equal  it. 
He  was  a  man  ;  this  (in  refpeft)  a  child, 
And  men  ne'er  fpend  their  fury  on  a  child. 

r  What's 
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What's  worfe  than  murtherer,  that  I  may  name  it  > 

No,  no,  my  heart  will  burft,  an  if  I  fpeak 

And  I  will  fpeak,  that  fo  my  heart  may  burft. 

Butchers  and  villains,  bloody  Canibals, 

How  fweet  a  plant  have  you  untimely  cropt ! , 

You  have  no  children,  butchers  5  if  you  had, 

The  thought  of  them  would  have  ftirr'd  up  remorfe  j 

But  if  you  ever  chance  to  have  a  child, 

Look  in  his  youth  to  have  him  fo  cut  off, 

As,  deathfmen  !  you  have  rid  this  fweet  young  Prince. 

K.  Ediv,  Away  with  her,  go  bear  her  hence  by  force, 

Q^Mar,  Nay,  never  bear  me  hence,  difpatch  me  here; 
Here  fheath  thy  fword,  I'll  pardon  thee  my  death  : 
What  ?  wilt  thou  not  >  then,  Clarence,  do  it  thou. 

Cla,  By  heav'n,  I  will  not  do  theefo  much  eafe. 

Q^Mar.Good  Clarence, do  }  (weetClarence,  do  thou  do  it. 

Cla.  Didft  thou  not  hear  me  fwear  I  would  not  do  it  ? 

Q^Mar.  Ay,  but  thou  ufeft  to  forfwear  thy  felf : 
*Twas  fin  before,  but  now  'tis  charity. 
What,  wilt  thou  not  ;  where  is  that  Devil-butcher^ 
Richard  f  hard-favour'd  Richard,  where  art  thou  ? 
Thou  art  not  here  :  Murther  is  thy  Almfdeed. 
Petitioner  for  blood  thou  ne'er  put'ft  back. 

K.  Ediv,  Away,  I  fay  5  I  charge  ye  bear  her  hence. 

Q^Mar.  So  come  to  you  and  yours,  as.  to  this  Prince  ! 

Exit.  Margaret. 

K.  Ediv.  Where's  Richard  gone  ? 

Cla.  To  London  all  in  pott,  and  as  I  guefs, 
To  make  a  bloody  fupper  in  the  Tower. 

K.  Ediv,  He's  fudden,  if  a  thing  come?  in  his  herd, 
Now  march  we  hence,  difcharge  the  common  f  n 
With  pay  and  thanks,  and  let's  away  to  London  ; 
And  fee  our  gentle  Queen  how  well  me  fyres  5 
By  this,  I  hope,  fhe  hath  a  fon  for  me.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    VII.    The  Tower  of  London. 
Enter  King  Henry,  and  Gloucqiler,  ivith  the  Lieutenant, 
on  the  Tower  Walls, 

Glo.  Gcod  day,  my  Lord  5  what,  at  your  book  fo  hard  ? 

K.  Hen  Ay,  my  good  Lord  j  my  Lord,  I  mould  fay 
'Tis  fin  to  flatter,  good  was  little  better  j  [rather, 

Gocd 
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Good  Gfcfter,  and  good  devil,  were  alike, 
And  both  prepoft'rous  5  therefore  not  good  Lord, 
Glo.  Sir,  leave  us  to  our  felves,  we  muft  confer. 

Exit.  Lieutenant, 

K.  Henry.  So  flies  the  recklefs  fhepherd  from  the  wolf, 
So  firft  the  harmlefs  flock  doth  yield  his  fleece, 
And  next  his  throat,  unto  the  butcher's  knife. 
What  fcene  of  death  hath  Richard  now  to  ad  ? 

Glo.  Sufpicion  always  haunts  the  gailty  mind, 
The  thief  doth  fear  each  bufh  an  officer. 

K.Henry.  The  bird  that  hath  been  limed  in  a  bufh, 
With  trembling  wings  mif-doubteth  ev'ry  bum  5 
And  I,  the  haplefs  male  to  one  fweet  bird, 
Have  now  the  fatal  object  in  my  eye, 
VVheremy  poor  young  was  lim'd,  was  caught,  andkili'd, 

Glo,  Why,  whatapeevifli  fcolwas  that  of  Crete, 
That  taught  his  fon  the  office  of  a  fowl  ? 
And  yet,  for  all  his  wings,  the  fool  was  drown'd. 

K.  Henry.  I,  Dadalus  ;  my  poor  boy,  Icarus  5 
Thy  father,  Minos  that  deny'd  our  courfe  ; 
The  fun  that  fear'd  the  wings  of  my  fweet  boy, 
Thy  brother  Edward ;  and  thy  felf,  the  fea, 
Whofe  envious  gulph  did  fwallow  up  hia  life. 
Ah,  kill  me  with  thy  weapon,  not  with  words  } 
My  breaft  can  better  brook  thy  dagger's  point, 
Than  can  my  ears  that  tragick  hiftory. 
But  wherefore  doft  thou  come  ?  Is't  for  my  life  ? 

Glo.  Think'ft  thou  lam  an  executioner  ? 

K.  Henry.  A  perfecutor  I  amfure  thou  art  3 
If  murth'ring  innocents  be  executing, 
Why  then  thou  art  an  executioner. 

Glo.  Thy  fon  I  kill'd  for  his  preemption. 

K.  Henry.  Had  *  ft  thou  been  kill'd  when  firft  thou  did*  ft 
prcfume, 

Thou  hadft  not  liv'dtokilla  fon  of  mine. 
And  thus  I  prophefie,  that  many  a  thoufand 
Which,  new  miftruft  no  parcel  of  my  fear, 
And  many  an  old  man's  figh,  and  many  a  widow's, 
And  many  an  orphan's  water-ftanding  eye, 
Men  for  their  fons,  wives  for  their  hufband's  fate, 
Vol.  VI.  P        .  Ana 


I/O  The  Third  Part  of 

And  orphans  for  their  parents  timelefs  death. 
Shall  rue  the  hour  that  ever  thou  waft  born. 
The  owl  fhriek'd  at  thy  birth,  an  evil  fign  5 
The  night-crow  cry'd,  a  boding  lucklefs  tune  ; 
Dogs  howPd,  an  hideous  tempeft  fhook  down  tr«es  * 
The  raven  rook'd  her  on  the  chimney's  top, 
And  chattering  pyes  in  difmal  difcords  fung  : 
Thy  mother  felt  more  than  a  mother's  pain, 
And  yet  brought  forth  lefs  than  a  mother's  hope, 
To  wit,  an  indigefted  deform'd  lump, 
Not  like  the  fruit  of  fuch  a  goodly  tree. 
Teeth  hadft  thou  in  thy  head  when  thou  waft  born, 
To  fignifle  thou  cam' ft  to  bite  the  world  : 
And  if  the  reft  be  true  which  I  have  heard, 
Thouc  am' ft  into  the  world  with  thy  legs  forward* 
Gh*  I'll  hear  no  more  ;  die,  prophet,  in  thy  fpeech; 

[Stabs  bim. 

For  this,  amongft  the  reft,  was  I  ordain'd. 

K.  Henry,  Ay,  and  for  much  more  flaughter  after  this-- 
O!  God  forgive  my  fins,  and  pardon  thee !  [Dies. 

Glo.  What  1  will  th'afpiring  blood  of  Lancafter 
Sink  in  the  ground  ?  I  thought  it  would  have  mounted. 
See  how  my  fword weeps  for  the  poor  King's  death  ! 

0,  may  fuch  purple  tears  be  always  fhed 
From  thofe  who  wifh  the  downfal  of  our  houfe ! 
If  any  fpark  of  life  be  yet  remaining, 

Down,  down  to  hell,  and  fay  I  fent  thee  thither, 

[Stabs  bim  again* 

1,  that  have  neither  pity,  love,  nor  fear. 
Indeed  'tis  true  that  Henry  told  me  of : 
For  I  have  often  heard  my  mother  fay 

I  came  into  the  world  with  my  legs  forward. 
Had  I  notreafon,  think  ye,  to  make  hafte, 
And  leek  their  ruin  that  ufurp'd  our  right  ? 
The  midwife  wonder'd,  and  the  women  cry'd 
O  Jefus  hlefi  us,  be  is  bom  with  teetb  ! 
And  fo  I  was,  which  plainly  fignify'd 
That  I  fhould  fnarle,  and  bite,  and  play  the  dog : 
Then  fince  the  heav'ns  have  fhap'd  my  body  fo, 
Let  hell  make  creyk'd  my  mind  to  aafwer  it. 
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I  have  no  brother,  I  am  like  no  brother, 

And  this  word  love  which  gray -beards  call  diving 

Be  refident  in  men  like  one  another, 

And  not  in  me !  I  am  my  felf  alone. 

Clarence,  beware  ;  tbon  keep' It.  me  from  the  light* 

But  1  will  fort  a  pitchy  day  for  thee  : 

For  I  will  buz  abroad  fuch  prophecies, 

That  Edward  mail  be  fearful  of  his  life, 

And  then  to  purge  his  fear  I'll  be  thy  death. 

King  Henry,  and  the  Prince  his  fon,  are  gone  ; 

Clarence,  thy  turn  is  next,  and  then  the  reft  5 

Counting  my  felf  but  bad,  'till  I  be  bell. 

I'll  throw  thy  body  in  another  room  ; 

And  triumph  Henry  !  in  the  day  of  doom.  Exit* 

SCENE    VIII.    The  Palace  in  London. 
Enter  King  Edward, ^#ff,Clarence,Gloucefter,Haftiiig?, 
Nurfe,  and  Attendants, 

K.  Ediu.  Once  more  we  fit  on  England' s  royal  throne, 
Re-purchas'd  with  the  blood  of  enemies  : 
What  valiant  foe-men,  like  to  autumn's  corn, 
Have  we  mow'd  down  in  top  of  all  their  pride.  ? 
Three  Dukes  of  Somerfet,  three-fold  renown'd 
For  hardy  and  undoubted  champions : 
Two  Cliffords,  as  the  father  and  the  fon  ; 
And  two  NorthuntberJands  5  two  braver  men 
Ne'er  fpurr'd  their  courfers  at  the  trumpet's  found. 
With  them  the  two  brave  bears,  JVarivickznb  Montague, 
That  in  their  chains  fetter' d  the  Kingly  Lion, 
And  made  the  foreft  tremble  when  they  roar'd. 
Thus  have  we  fwept  fufpicion  from  our  feat, 
And  made  our  footftool  of  fecurity. 
Come  hither,  Befs,  and  let  me  kifs  my  boy  : 
Young  Ned,  for  thee,  thine  uncles  and  my  felf 
Have  in  our  armours  watch'd  the  winter-night, 
Went  all  a-foot  in  fummer's  fcalding  heat, 
That  thou  might' ft  yc-poffefs  the  crown  in  peace  5 
And  of  our  labours  thou  {halt  reap  the  gain. 

Glo.  rilblaft  his  harveft,if  your  head  were  laid,  \AJide, 
For  yet  I  am  not  lock'd  on  in  the  world. 
This  moulder  was  ordain'd  fo  thick,  to  heave, 

P  1  And 
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And  heave  it  ihall  fome  weight  or  break  my  back  5 
Work  thou  the  way,  and  that  /hall  execute. 

[Pointing  to  his  head* 

K.  Edw.  Clarence  and  Glo'fter,  love  my  lovely  Queen, 
And  kifs  your  princely  nephew,  brothers  both. 

Cla.  The  duty  that  I  owe  your  Majefty 
I  feal  upon  the  lips  of  this  fweet  babe. 

Thanks, noble  Clarence  j  worthy  brother,thanks. 

Clo.  And  that  I  love  the  tree  from  whence  thou  fprang'ft, 
Witnefs  the  loving  kifs  I  give  the  fruit. 
To  fay  the  truth,  fo  Judas  kifs'd  his  matter,  \Afide, 
And  cry'd,  all  hail !  when  as  he  meant  all  harm, 

K.  Edw,  Now  am  I  feated  as  my  foul  delights, 
Having  my  country's  peace,  and  brothers  loves. 

Cla.  What  will  your  Grace  have  done  with  Margaret  f 
Reignier  her  father  to  the  King  of  France 
Hath  pawn'd  the  Sicils  and  Jerufalem, 
And  hither  have  they  fent  it  for  her  ranfom. 

K.  Edw.  Away  with  her,  and  waft  her  hence  to 
And  now  what  refts  but  that  we  fpend  the  time  [France, 
With  ftately  triumphs,  mirthful  comick  mows, 
Such  as  befit  the  pleafure  of  the  Court  ? 
Sound,  drums  and  trumpets  5  farewel,  fow'r  annoy  ! 
Fw  here,  I  hope,  begins  our  lafting  joy,  [Exeunt  »mnes. 
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ACT   I.     SCENE  L 

The  C  0  V  k  f. 
Enter  Richard  Duke  of  Gloucefter,  Joins, 

NOW  is  the  Winter  of  our  difcontent 
Made  glorious  fummer  by  this  Sun  of  York  : 
And  all  the  clouds  that  lowr'd  upon  our  houfe, 
In  the  deep  bofom  of  the  ocean  bury'd. 
Now  are  our  brows  bound  with  victorious  wreaths, 
Our  bruifed  arms  hung  up  for  monuments  ; 
Our  ftern  alarums  chang'd  to  merry  meetings ; 
Our  dreadful  marches  to  delightful  meafures. 
Grim-vifag'd  War  hath  fmooth'd  his  wrinkled  front ; 
And  now  inftead  of  mounting  barbed  fteeds 
To  fright  the  fouls  of  fearful  advcrfaries, 
He  capers  nimbly  in  a  Lady's  chamber, 
To  the  lafcivious  pleafing  of  a  lute. 
But  I,  that  am  not  fhap'd  for  fportive,  tricks, 
Nor  made  to  court  an  am'rous  looking-glafs, 
I,  that  am  rudely  ftampt,  and  waa:  love's  grace, 
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To  ftrut  before  a  wanton,  ambling  nymph  ; 

I,  that  am  curtail'd  of  this  fair  proportion, 

Cheated  of  feature  by  difTembling  nature, 

Deform'd,  unfinuVd,  fent  before  my  time 

Into  this  breathing  world  5  fcarce  half  made  up, 

And  that  fo  lamely  and  unfamionably, 

That  dogs  bark  at  me,  as  I  halt  by  them  : 

Why  I  (in  this  weak  piping  time  of  peace) 

Have  no  delight  to  pafs  away  the  time  j 

Unlefs  to  fee  my  fliadow  in  the  fun, 

And  defcant  on  mine  own  deformity. 

And  therefore,  fince  I  cannot  prove  a  lover, 

To  entertain  thefe  fair  well-fpoken  days, 

I  am  determined  to  prove  a  villain, 

And  hate  the  idle  pleafures  of  thefe  days. 

Plots  have  I  laid,  inductions  dangerous, 

By  drunken  prophefies,  libels,  and  dreams, 

To  fet  my  brother  Clarence  and  the  King 

In  deadly  hate,  the  one  againft  the  other  : 

And  if  King  Edward  be  as  true  and  juft, 

As  I  am  fubtle,  falfe  and  treacherous, 

This  day  fliould  Clarence  clofely  be  mew'd  up, 

About  a  prophefy  which  fays  that  G 

Of  Edward's  heirs  the  murtherer  fhall  be. 

Dive,  thoughts,  down  to  my  foul !  here  Clarence  comes.. 
Enter  Clarence  guarded,  and  Brakenbury. 

Brother,  good  day  ;  what  means  this  armed  guard 
That  waits  upon  your  Grace  ? 

Cla.  His  Majefty, 
Tendering  my  perfon's  fafety  hath  appointed 
This  conduct  to  convey  me  to  the  Tower, 
Glo,  Upon  what  caufe  ? 
Cla.  Becaufe  my  name  is  George. 
Glo.  Alack,  my  Lord,  that  fault  is  none  of  yours : 
He  fliould  for  that  commit  your  godfathers. 
Belike,  his  Majefty  hath  fome  intent, 
That  you  lhould  be  new  chriftned  in  the  Tower* 
But  what's  the  matter,  Clarence,  may  I  know  ? 

Cla.  Yes,  Richard,  when  I  know  3  for  I  proteft 
As  yet  I  do  not  $  but,  as  I  can  learn, 

He 
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He  hearkens  after  prophefies  and  dreams, 
And  from  thecrofs-row  plucks  the  letter  G  j- 
And  fays  a  wizard  told  him,  that  by  G 
His  iiTue  difinherited  mould  be. 
And  for  my  name  of  George  begins  with  G, 
It  follows  in  his  thought  that  I  am  he. 
Thefe,  as  I  learn,  and  fuch  like  toys  as  thefe, 
Have  mov'd  his  Highnefs  to  commit  me  now. 

GVo..  Why,  this  it  is,  when  men  are  rulM  by  women* 
'Tis  not  the  King  that  fends  you  to  the  Tower  j 
My  Lady  Gray  his  wife,  Clarence ,  'tis  flie, 
That  tempts  him  to  this  harm  extremity. 
Was  it  not  me,  and  that  good  man  of  wor/hip, 
Anthony  Woodnjil  he  her  brother  tHere, 
That  made  him  fend  Lord  Hajlitigi  to  the  Tower  f 
From  whence  this  day  he  is  delivered. 
We  are  not  fafe  ;  Clarence,  we  are  not  fafe. 

Cla.  By  heav'n,  I  think  there  is  no  man  fecure 
But  the  Queen's  kindred,  and  night-walking  heralds 
That  trudge  between  the  King  and  miftrefs  Shore, 
Heard  you  not  what  an  humble  fuppliant 
Lord  Hajiings  was  to  her  for  his  delivery  } 

Glo.  Humbly  compaining  to  her  Deity, 
Got  my  Lord  Chamberlain  his  liberty. 
I'll  tell  you  what ;  I  think  it  is  our  way, 
If  we  will  keep  in  favour  with  the  King, 
To  be  her  men,  and  wear  her  livery  : 
The  jealous  o'crworn  widow,  and  her  felf, 
Since  that  our  brother  dubbb'd  them  gentlewoman, 
Are  mighty  gofiips  in  our  monarchy. 

Brak.  I  beg  your  Graces  both  to  pardon  me; 
His  Majefty  hath  ftraitly  giv'n  in  charge, 
That  no  man  mall  have  private  conference, 
Of  what  degree  foever,  with  your  brother. 

Glo.  Ev'nfo,  an't  pleafe  your  worfhip,  Brakenbury  ! 
You  may  partake  of  any  thing  we  fay  : 
We  fpeak  no  treafon,  man— -we  fay  the  King 
Is  wile  and  virtuous,- and  his  noble  Queen 
Well  ftrook  in  years,  fair,  and  not  over-jealous. 
We  fay  that  Sbsrg's  wife  hath  a  pretty  foot, 
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A  cherry  lip,  a  palling  plealing  tongue  : 

That  the  Queen's  kindred  are  made  gentle-folks : 

How  fay  you,  Sir  ?  can  you  deny  all  this  ? 

Brak.  With  this,  my  Lord,  my  felf  have  nought  to  do. 

GIo.  What,  fellow  ?  nought  to  do  with  miftrefs  Short  t 
I  tell  you,  Sir,  he  that  doth  naught  with  her, 
Excepting  one,  were  beft  do  it  fecretly. 

Brak,  What  one,  my  Lord  ? 

GIo.  Her  hufband,  knave  wouldft  thou  betray  me  ? 

Brak.  I  do  befeech  your  Grace  to  pardon  me, 
And  to  forbear  your  conPrence  with  the  Duke. 

Cla.  We  know  thy  charge,  Brakenbury ,  and  will  obey. 
GIo.  We  are  the  Queen's  abje&s,  and  mull  obey. 
Brother,  farewel  ;  I  will  unto  the  King, 
And  whatfoe'er  you  will  employ  me  in, 
(Were  it  to  call  King  Edward's  widow  filler) 
I  will  perform  it  to  infranchife  you. 
Meantime,  this  deep  difgrace  of  brotherhood 
Touches  me  deeper  than  you  can  imagine. 
Cla.  I  know  it  pleafeth  neither  of  us  well. 
GIo.  Well,  your  imprifonment  lhall  not  be  long, 
1  will  deliver  you,  or  elfe  lie  for  you  : 
Mean  time  have  patience. 
Cla.  I  muft  perforce.  [Exeunt.  Brak.  and  Cla. 

GIo.  Go,  tread  the  path  that  thou  lhalt  ne'er  return: 
Simple  plain  Clarence— ~\  do  love  thee  fo, 
That  I  will  fhortly  fend  thy  foul  to  heav'n, 
If  heav'n  will  take  the  prefent  at  my  hands. 
But  who  comes  here  ?  the  new  deliver' d  Haftings  f 
Enter  Lord  Haftings. 
Haft.  Good  time  of  day  unto  my  gracious  Lord ! 
Gfo.  As  much  unto  my  good  Lord  Chamberlain  ! 
Well  are  you  welcome  to  the  open  air. 
How  hath  your  Lordlhip  brook' d  imprifonment  ? 

Haft.  With  patience,  noble  Lord,  as  prisoners  muft: 
But  I  lhall  live,  my  Lord,  to  give  them  thanks 
That  were  the  caufe  of  my  imprifonment. 

GIo.  No  doubt,  no  doubt,  and  fo  lhall  Clarence  too  ; 
For  they  that  were  your  enemies  are  his, 
And  have  prevail'd  as  much  on  him  as  you. 

Haft. 


King  Richard  III.  179 

Haft.  More  pity,  that  the  Eagle  fhould  be  mew'd, 
While  kites  and  buzzards  prey  at  liberty. 

Glo.  What  new  s  abroad  ? 

Haji.  No  news  fo  bad  abroad  as  this  at  home : 
The  King  is  fickly,  weak,  and  melancholy, 
And  his  phyficians  fear  him  mightily. 

Glo.  Now  by  St.  Paul,  that  news  is  bad  indeed. 
O,  he  hath  kept  an  evil  diet  long, 
And  over-much  confum'd  his  royal  perfon  : 
'Tis  very  grievous  to  be  thought  upon. 
Where  is  he,  in  his  bed  ? 

Haji,  He  is,  my  Lord. 

Glo.  Go  you  before,  and  I  will  follow  yon. 

Exit.  Haftings, 
He  cannot  live,  I  hope;  and  muft  not  die, 
'Till  George  be  pack'd  with  poft-horfe  up  to  heav'*, 
I'll  in,  to  urge  his  hatred  more  to  Clarence, 
With  lies  well  fteePd  with  weighty  arguments  ; 
And  if  I  fail  not  in  my  deep  intent,  , 
Clarence  hath  not  another  day  to  live : 
,  Which  done,  God  take  King  Edward  to  his  mercy, 
And  leave  the  world  for  me  to  buftie  in  ! 
For  then,  I'll  marry  Warwick1 's  youngeft  daughter  : 
What  though  Ikill'd  her  hufband,  and  her  father  ? 
The  readieft  way  to  make  the  wench  amends, 
Is  to  become  her  hufband  and  her  father  : 
The  which  will  I,  not  all  fo  much  for  love, 
As  for  another  fecret  clofe  intent, 
Which  I,  by  marrying  her,  muft  reach  unto. 
But  yet  I  run  before  my  horfe  to  market : 
Clarence  fti  11  .breathes,  Edward  fall  lives  and  reigns ; 
When  they  are  gone,  then  muft  I  count  my  gains.  [Exit, 

SCENE    II.    A  Street. 
Enter  the  Coarfe  of  Henry  the  Sixth,  ivitb  halberdi  to 
guard  it,  Lady  Anne  being  the  Mourner. 
Anne.  Set  down,  fet  down  your  honourable  load. 
If  honour  may  be  fhrowded  in  a  herfe  5 
Whilft  I  awhile  obfequioufly  lament 
Th'  untimely  fall  of  virtuous  Lancafier  j 
Poor  clay-cold  figure  of  a  holy  King! 
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Pale  afhes  of  the  houfe  of  Lancafier  ! 
Thou  bloodlefs  remnant  of  that  royal  blood, 
Be't lawful  that  I  invocatethy  ghoft, 
To  hear  the  lamentations  of  poor  Anne, 
Wife  to  thy  Edward,  to  thy  flaughterM  fon, 
Stab'd  by  the  felf-fame  hand  that  made  thefe  wounds,, 
Lo,  in  thefe  windows  that  let  forth  thy  life, 
I  pour  the  helplefs  balm  of  my  poor  eyes. 
Curs'd  be  the  hand  tjiat  made  thefe  fatal  holes  ! 
Curs'd  be  the  heart  that  had  the  heart  to  doit ! 
More  direful  hap  betide  that  hated  wretch 
That  makes  us  wretched  by  the  death  of  thee, 
Than  I  can  wifti  to  adders,  fpiders,  toads, 
Or  any  creeping  venom'd  thing  that  lives  ! 
If  ever  he  have  child,  abortive  be  it, 
Prodigious,  and  untimely  brought  to  light, 
Whofe  ugly  and  unnatural  afpecl: 
May  fright  the  hopeful  mother  at  the  view : 
And  that  be  heir  to  his  unhappinefs ! 
If  ever  he  have  wife,  let  her  be  made 
More  miferable  by  the  death  of  him, 
Than  I  am  made  by  my  young  Lord  and  thee  ! 
Come  now  tow'rds  Cbertjey  with  your  holy  load, 
Taken  from  Paul's  to  belnterred  there. 
And  ftill  as  you  are  weary  of  this  weight, 
Reft  you,  while  I  lament  King  Jewry's  Coarfe. 
Enter  Richard  Duke  of  Gloucefter. 

Glo.  Stay  you  that  bear  the  Coarfe,  and  fet  it  down. 

Anne.  What  black  magki an  conjures  up  this  fiend, 
To  ftop  devoted  charitable  deeds  ? 

Glo.  Villains,  fet  down  the  Coarfe  ;  or,  by  St.  Paul, 
1*11  make  a  Coarfe  of  him  that  difobeys. 

Gent.  My  Lord,  ftand  back,  and  let  the  coffin  pafs. 

Glo.  Unmanner'd  dog,  Hand  thou  when  I  command  : 
Advance  thy  halbert  higher  than  my  breaft, 
Or,  by  St.  Paul,  Tllftrike  thee  to  my  foot, 
And  fpurn  upon  thee,  beggar,  for  thy  boldnefs. 

Anne.  What,  do  you  tremble  ?  are  you  all  afraid  ? 
Alas,  I  blame  you  not  for  you  are  mortal, 
And  mortal  eyes  cannot  endure  the  devil. 

Avant  t 
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Avant,  thou  dreadful  minifter  of  hell ! 
Thou  had' ft  but  pow'r  over  his  mortal  body, 
His  foul  thou  can'ft  not  hurt  5  therefore  be  gone. 
Glo,  Sweet  Saint,  for  charity,  be  not  fo  curft. 
Anne.  Foul  dev'l !  for  Gods  fake  hence,  trouble  us  not , 
For  thou  haft  made  the  happy  earth  thy  hell  : 
Fill'd  it  with  curling  cries,  and  deep  exclaims. 
If  thou  delight  to  view  thy  heinous  deeds, 
Behold  this  pattern  of  thy  butcheries. 
Oh,  gentlemen !  fee  !  fee  dead  Henry  s  wounds 
Open  their  congeal'd  mouths  and  bleed  afrefh. 
Blufh,blufli,  thou  lump  of  foul  deformity. 
For  'tis,  thy  prefence  that  exhales  this- blood 
From  cold  and  empty  veins,  where  no  blood  dwells. 
Thy  deeds  inhuman  and  unnatural, 
Provoke  this  deluge  moft  unnatural. 
O  God  !  which  this  blood  mad'ft,  revenge  his  death  ! 
O  earth !  which  this  blood  drink'ft,  revenge  his  death  ! 
Or  heav'n  with  lightning  ftrike  the  murth'rer  deadj 
Or  earth,  gape  open  wide,  and  eat  him  quick, 
As  thou  doft  fwallow  up  this  good  King's  blood, 
"Which  his  hell- govern' d  arm  hath  butchered: 

Glo,  Lady,  you  know  no  rules  of  charity, 
"Which  renders  good  for  ba^,  bleflings  for  curfes. 

Anne.  Villain,  thou  know1  ft  nor  law  of  God  nor  man  3 
No  beaft  fo  fierce,  but  knows  Come  touch  of  pity. 
Glo.  But  I  know  none,  and  therefore  am  no  beaft* 
Anne.  O  wonderful,  when  devils  tell  the  truth ! 
Glo.  More  wonderful,  when  angels  are  fo  angry  ; 
Vouchfafe,  divine  perfection  of  a  woman, 
Of  thefe  fuppofed  crimes,  to  give  me  leave, 
By  circumftance,  but  to  acquit  my  felf. 

Anne.  Vouchfafe,  diffus'd  infection  of  a  man, 
For  thefe  known  evils,  but  to  give  me  leave, 
By  circumftance,  to  curfe  thy  curfed  felf. 

Glo.  Fairer  than  tongue  can  name  thee,  let  me  have 
Some  patient  leifure  to  excufe  my  felf. 

Anne.  Fouler  than  heart  can  think  thee, 
Thou  canft  make  no  excufe  that  will  be  currant, 
Upjefs  thou  hang  thy  felf. 
Vol,  VI.  CL  Gkt 
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Glo.  By  fuch  defpair  I  mould  accufe  my  fel£ 

Anne.  And  by  defpairing  flaalt  thou  ftand  excused, 
For  doing  worthy  vengeance  on  thy  felf, 
Thatdidft  unworthy  (laughter  upon  others. 

Glo.  Say,  that  I  flew  them  not. 

Anne,  Then  fay,  they  were  not  flain  : 
But  dead  they  are,  and,  devilifh  Have,  by  thee. 

Glo.  I  did  not  kill  your  hufband. 

Anne.  Why  then  he  is  alive. 

Clo,  Nay,  he  is  dead,  ard  flain  by  Edwards  hands. 

Anne.  In  thy  foul  throat  thou  ly'ft.   Queen  Marg"i*t 
Thy  murd'rous  faulchion  fmoaking  in  his  blood:  [&W 
The  which  thou  once  didftbend  againfther  breaft, 
But  that  thy  brothers  beat  afide  the  point, 

Glo,  I  was  provoked  by  her  fland'rous  tongue, 
That  laid  their  guilt  upon  my  guiltlefs  moulders. 

Anne.  Thou  waft  provoked  by  thy  bloody  mind, 
That  never  dreamt  on  ought  but  butcheries : 
Didft  thou  not  kill  this  King  ? 

Glo.  I  grant  ye. 

Anne.  Deft  grant  me,  hedge-hog  ?  then  God  grant  me 
Thou  may1  ft  be  damned  for  that  wicked  deed  !  [too, 
O,  he  was  gentle,  mild  and  virtuous. 

Glo.  The  titter  for  the  King  of  heav'n  that  hath  him. 

Anne  Ke  is  in  heaven,  where  thou  {halt  never  confer. 

Qlo.  Let  him  thank  me  that  help'd  to  fend  him  thitfcr  ; 
For  he  was  litter  for  that  place  than  earth. 

Anne.  And  thou  unfit  for  any  place  but  hell. 

Glo.  Yes,  one  place  elfe,  if  you  will  hear  me  name  it. 

Anne.  Some  dungeon. 

Glo.  Your  bed-chamber. 

Anne.  I'll  reft  betide  the  chamber  where  thou  lyei'i  ? 
Glo.  So  will  it,  madam,  'till  I  lye  with  you. 
Anne.  I  hope  fo. 

Glo.  And  I  know  fo.    But,  gentle  Lady  Anne, 
To  leave  this  keen  encounter  of  our  wits, 
And  fall  fomething  into  a  flower  method  : 
Is  not  the  caufer  of  the  timelefs  deaths 
Of  thefe  Plantagenets,  Henry  and  Edward, 
As  blameful  as  the  Executioner  ? 
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Anne,  Thou  wait  the  caufe,  and  moft  accurfr.  th'effec't. 
Glo.  Your  be;  u  y  was  the  caufe  of  that  effect : 
Your  beauty  that  did  haunt  me  in  my  fleep, 
To  undertake  the  death  of  all  the  world, 
So  I  might  live  one  hour  in  your  fweet  bofom. 

Anne.  If  I  thought  that,  I  tell  thee,  homicide* 
Theie  nails  mall  rend  that  beauty  from  my  cheeks, 

Glo,  Thefe  eyes  could  not  endure  that  beauty's  wreck. 
You  mould  not  blemim  it,  if  1  ftood  by  $ 
As  all  the  world  is  cheered  by  the  fun, 
So  I  by  that:  it  is  my  day,  my  life*  [life  t 

Anne,  Black  night  o'er-fliade  thy  day,  and  death  thy 

Glo.  Curfe  not  thy  felf,  fair  creature,  thou  art  both. 

Anne,  I  would  I  were,  to  be  reveng'd  on  thee. 

Glo,  It  is  a  quarrel  molt  unnatural, 
To  be  reveng'd  on  him  thatloveth  thee* 

Anne.  It  is  a  quarrel  juft  and  reafonable, 
To  be  reveng'd  on  him  that  killM  my  hufoand. 

Glo,  He  that  bereft  thee,  Lady,  of  thy  hufband, 
Did  it  to  help  thee  to  a  better  hulband. 

Anne.  His  better  doth  not  breathe  upon  the  earth. 

Glo.  He  lives,  that  loves  thee  better  than  he  could, 

Anne,  Name  him. 

Gh,  Plantagenet. 

Anne,  Why,  that  was  he. 

Glo,  The  felf-fame  nature,  but  one  of  better  nature. 
Anne,  Where  is  he  ? 

Glo,  Here :  why  doft  thou  fpit  at  me  ?  [She /pits  at  him, 
Anne*  Would  it  were  mortal  poifon  for  thy  fake  1 
Gto,  Never  came  poifon  from  fo  fweet  a  place* 
Anne,  Never  hung  poifon  on  a  fouler  toad. 
Out  of  my  fight!  thou  doft  infect  mr>e  eyes. 

Glo,  Thine  eyes,  fweet  Lady,  have  infected  mine. 
Anne.  Would  they  were  bafili/ks  to  ftrike  thee  dead  ? 
Glo.  I  would  they  were,  that  I  might  die  at  once : 
For  now  they  kill  me  with  a  living  death. 
Thofe  eyes  of  thine  from  mine  have  drawn  fait  tears  ; 
ShamM  their  afpects  with  ftore  of  childifh  drops: 
Thefe  eyes,  which  never  ftied  remorfeful  tear, 
Not  when  my  fathe*  York,  and  Edward  wept, 

Qji  To 
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To  hear  the  piteous  moan  that  Rutland  made, 

When  black-fac'd  Clifford  fliook  his  fword  at  him  S 

Nor  when  thy  warlike  father,  like  a  child, 

Told  the  fad  ftory  of  my  father's  death, 

And  twenty  times  made  paufe  to  fob  and  weep, 

That  all  the  ftanders-by  had  wet  their  cheeks, 

Like  trees  be-dafh'd  with  rain:  in  that  fad  time, 

My  manly  eyes  did  fcorn  an  humble  tear : 

And  what  thefe  forrows  could  not  thence  exhale, 

Thy  beauty  hath,  and  made  them  blind  with  weeping* 

I  never  fued  to  friend,  nor  enemy  ; 

My  tongue  could  never  learn  fweet  fmoothing  words  5 

But  now  thy  beauty  is  propos'd  my  fee, 

My  proud  heart  fues,  and  prompts  my  tongue  to  fpeak.' 

[She  looks  fcornfully  at  him* 
Teach  not  thy  lip  fuch  fcorn,  for  it  was  made 
For  killing,  Lady,  not  for  fuch  Contempt. 
If  thy  revengeful  heart  cannot  forgive, 
Lo !  here  I  lend  thee  this  fliarp-pointed  fword, 
Which  if  thou  pleafe  to  hide  in  this  true  breaft, 
And  let  the  foul  forth  that  adoreth  thee, 
I  lay  it  naked  to  the  deadly  ftroke, 
And  humbly  beg  the  death  upon  my  knee. 

[He  lays  bis  breafi  open,Jbe  offers  at  it  ivith  bis  fw$rdt 
Nay4  do  not  paufe  ;  for  I  did  kill  King  Henry  s 
But'twas  thy  beauty  that  provoked  me. 
Nay,  now  difpatch  :  'twas  I  that  ftabb'd  yoxmgJEdtvari 5 
But  'twas  thy  heav'nly  face  that  fet  me  on. 

[She  falls  the  fword* 
Take  up  the  fword  again,  or  take  up  me. 

Anne.  Arife,  diffembler  ;  though  I  wifh  thy  death, 
3  will  not  be  thy  executioner. 

Glo.  Then  bid  me  kill  my  felf,  and  I  will  do  iU 
Anne,  I  have  already. 
Glo,  That  was  in  thy  rage: 
Speak  it  again,  and  even  with  thy  word, 
This  hand,  which  for  thy  love,  did  kill  thy  tbye, 
Shall  for  thy  love,  kill  a  far  truer  love  ; 
To  both  their  deaths  ihalt  thou  be  acceffary. 
Anne,  I  would  I  knew  thy  hearts 
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(Sfo.  'Tis  figured  in  my  tongue. 

Anne,  i  fear  me,  both  are  falfe. 

Glo.  Then  never  man  was  true. 

Anne,  Well,  well,  put  up  your  fwortL 

Glo.  Say  then,  my  peace  is  made. 

Anne.  That  malt  thou  know  hereafter* 

Glo.  But  mall  I  live  in  hope  ? 

Anne.  All  men,  I  hope,  live  fo. 

Glo.  Vouchfafe  to  wear  this  ring. 
Look  how  my  ring  encompafleth  thy  finger, 
Ev'n  fo  thy  breaft  inclofeth  my  poor  heart : 
Wear  both  of  them,  for  both  of  them  are  thine* 
And  if  thy  poor  devoted  fervantmay 
But  beg  one  favour  at  thy  gracious  hand, 
Thou  doft  confirm  his  happinefs  for  ever. 

Anne.  What  is  it  ? 

Glo.  That  it  may  pleafe  you  leave  thefe  fad  defigns 
To  him  that  hath  more  caufe  to  be  a  mourner, 
And  prefently  repair  to  Crojby-  place  * : 
Where,  after  I  have  folemnly  interred 
At  Cbertfey  monafVry  this  noble  King, 
And  wet  his  grave  with  my  repentant  tears, 
I  will  with  all  expedient  duty  fee  you. 
for  divers  unknown  reafons,  I  befeech  you^ 
Grant  me  this  boon. 

Anne.  With  all  my  heart,  and  much  it  joys  me  to^ 
To  fee  you  are  become  fo  penitent. 
Trajfel  and  Barkley,  go  along  with  me. 

Gla  Bid  me  farewel. 

Anne.  *Tis  more  than  you  defer ve  : 
But  fmce  you  teach  me  how  to  flatter  you, 
Imagine  I  have  faid  farewel  already.   [Exeunt  two  with 

Oh.  Take  up  the  Coarfe.  [Anne* 

Gent,  Towards  Cbertfey,  noble  Lord  ? 

Gh,  No,  to  JVhite-Fryars,  there  attend  my  coming. 

[Exeunt  <suitb  the  Coarfe* 
Was  ever  woman  in  this  humour  woo'd  ? 
Was  ever  woman  in  this  humour  won  ? 

•  A  houfe  near  BLfbops-gate-Street  belonging  to  the  Duke  of 

<Sl;:r:tsJUr, 
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I'll  have  her— but  I  will  not  keep  her  long* 

What !  I  that  kill'd  her  hufband  and  his  father ! 

To  take  her  in  her  heart's  extreameft  hate, 

"With  curfes  in  her  mouth,  tears  in  her  eyes, 

The  bleeding  witnefs  of  my  hatred  by, 

"With  God,  her  conscience,  andthefe  bars  againft  me* 

And  I  no  fritends  to  back  my  fuit  withal, 

But  the  plain  devil  and  diffembling  looks? 

And  yet  to  win  her — All  the  world  to  nothing ! 

Ha! 

Hath  flie  forgot  already  that  brave  Prince, 
Edward,  her  Lord,  whom  I,  fome  three  months fince, 
Stabb'd  in  my  angry  mood  at  Tewkjbury  ? 
Afweeterand  a  lovelier  gentleman, 
Fram'd  in  the  prodigality  of  nature, 
Young,  wife,  and  valiant,  and  no  doubt  right  royal, 
The  fpacicus  world  cannot  again  afford  : 
And  will  flie  yet  debafe  her  eyes  on  me, 
That  cropt  the  golden  prime  of  this  fweet  Prince, 
And  made  her  widow  to  a  woful  bed  ? 
On  me,  whofe  all  not  equals  Edward* s  moiety  ? 
On  me,  that  halt,  and  am  mif-fliapen  thus? 
My  dukedom  to  a  beggarly  denier, 
I  do  miftake  my  per  ion  all  this  while : 
Upon  my  life,  me  finds,  although  I  cannot, 
JMy  felf  to  be  a  marv'lous  proper  man. 
I'll  be  at  charges  for  a  looking-glafs, 
And  entertain  a  fcore  or  two  of  tailors, 
To  ftudy  fafnions  to  adorn  my  body : 
Since  1  am  crept  in  favour  with  my  felf, 
I  will  maintain  it  with  fome  little  coft. 
But  firft  I'll  turn  yon  fellow  into  his  grave, 
And  then  return  lamenting  to  my  love. 
Shine  out,  fair  fun,  'till  1  have  bought  a  glafs, 
That  I  may  fee  my  fhadow  as  I  pafs.  [Exit. 
SCENE    III.    The  Palace* 
Enter  the  £>ueenf  Lord  Rivers,  Lord  Gray,  twdDorfet* 
i^w.  Have  patience,  Madam,  there's  no  doubt,  his 
Majefty 

Will  foon  recover  his  accuftom'd  health, 

Cray, 
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Gray.  In  that  you  brook  it  ill,  it  makes  him  worfe  5 
Therefore  for  God*s  fake  entertain  good  comfort, 
And  cheer  his  Grace  with  quick  and  merry  eyes. 
Queen.  If  he  were  dead,  what  would  betide  of  me  ? 
Gray.  No  other  harm,  but  lofs  of  fuch  a  Lord* 
Queen.  The  lofs  of  fuch  a  Lord  includes  all  harms. 
Gray%  The  heav'ns  have  bleft  you  with  a  goodly  fon 
To  be  your  comforter  when  he  is  gone. 

Queen.  Ah  !  he  is  young,  and  his  minority 
Is  put  unto  the  truft  of  Richard  Glo'Jler, 
"  A  man  that  loves  not  me,  nor  none  of  you. 
Riv.  Is  it  concluded,  he  mail  be  Protector  ? 
Queen.  It  is  determined,  not  concluded  yet  : 
But  fo  it  muft  be,  if  the  King  mifcarry. 

Enter  Buckingham  and  Stanley. 
Gray.  Here  cbme  the  Lords  of  Buckingham  and  Stanley. 
Buck.  Good  time  of  day  unto  your  Royal  Grace  ! 
St  an,  God  make  your  Majefty  joyful  as  you  have  been ! 
Queen.The  Count  efs  Richmond,  good  my  Lord  of  Stanley, 
To  your  good  prayer  will  fcarcely  fay  Amen  ; 
Yet,  Stanley,  notwithftanding  (he's  your  wife, 
And  loves  not  me,  be  you,  good  Lord,  affur'd, 
I  hate  not  you  for  her  proud  arrogance. 

Stan.  I  do  befeech  you,  either  not  believe 
The  envious  flanders  of  her  falfe  accufers  : 
Or  if  flie  be  accused  on  true  report, 
Bear  with  her  weaknefs  j  which  I  think  proceeds 
From  wayward  ficknefs,  and  no  grounded  malice. 

Queen.  Saw  you  the  King  16 -day,  my  Lord  of  Stanley  ? 
Stan.  But  now  the  Duke  of  Buckingham  and  I 
Are  come  from  vifiting  his  Majefty. 

Queen.  What  likelihood  of  his  amendment,  Lords  ? 
Buck.  Madam,  good  hope  ;  his  Grace  fpeaks  chearfully. 
Queen.  God  grant  him  health  !  did  you  confer  with  him? 
Buck.  Madam,  we  did  5  he  feeks  to  make  atonement 
Between  the  Duke  of  Glo'jler  and  your  brothers, 
And  between  them  and  my  Lord  Chamberlain  ; 
And  fent  to  warn  them  to  his  royal  prefence. 

Queen.  Would  all  were  well— but  that  will  never  be— - 
I  fear  our  happinefs  is  at  the  height, 

Enter 
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Enter  Glouccfter,  and  Haftings. 

Glo.  They  do  me  w  rong,  and  I  will  not  endure  it. 
Who  are  they  that  complain  unto  the  King, 
That  I,  forfooth,  am  ftern,  and  love  them  not? 
By  holy  Paul,  they  love  his  Grace  but  lightly 
That  fill  his  ears  with  fuch  distentions  rumours* 
B«caufe  1  cannot  flatter,,  and  look  fair, 
Smile  in  men's  faces,  fmooth,  deceive  and  cog, 
Duck  with  French  nods,  and  apifti  courtefie, 
I  muft  be  held  a  rancorous  enemy, 
Cannot  a  plain  man  live  and  think  no  harm, 
But  thus  his  firhple  truth  muft  be  abus'd 
By  filkcn,  fly,  infinuating  jacks  ? 

Gray.  To  whom  in  all  this  prefence  fpeaks  your  Grace  ? 

Glo.  To  thee,  that  haft  nor  honefty  nor  grace  : 
When  have  I  injur' d  thee  ?  when  done  thee  wrong? 
Or  thee  ?  or  thee  ?  or  any  of  your  faction  ? 
A  plague  upon  you  all !  His  royal  perfon, 
Whom  God  preferve  better  than  you  would  wifh, 
Cannot  be  quiet  fcarce  a  breathing  while, 
But  you  muft  trouble  him  with  lewd  complaints. 

Brother  of  Gfcjier,  you  miftake  the  matter  S 
The  king  of  his  own  royal  difpofition, 
Andnot  provok'd  by  any  luitor  elfe, 
Aiming,  belike,   at  your  interior  hatred, 
That  in  your  outward  action  mews  it  felf 
Againft  my  children,  brother,  and  my  felf, 
Hath  fent  lor  you,  that  he  may  learn  the  ground 
Of  vour  ill  will,  and  thereby  may  remove  it. 

dlo.  I  cannot  tell  j  the  world  is  grown  fobad, 
That  wrens  make  prey,  where  eagles  dare  not  perch. 
Since  every  jack  became  a  gentleman, 
There's  many  a  gentk  perion  made  a  jack.  [Gtifler, 

Queen.  Come,  come,  we  know  your  meaning,  brother 
Ycu  envy  my  advancement  and  my  friends  : 
God  grant  we  never  may  have  need  of  you  ! 

Glo  Meantime  God  grants  that  we  have  need  of  you. 
Our  brother  is  imprifon'd  by  your  means, 
My  felf  difgracM,  and  the  Nobility 
Held  in  contempt,  while  many  fair  promotions 

Are 
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Arc  daily  given  to  ennoble  thofe, 

That  fcarce,  fome  two  days  fince,  were  worth  a  noble. 

Queen.  By  him  that  rais'd  me  to  this  careful  height, 
From  that  contented  hap  which  I  enjoy  *d, 
1  never  did  incenfe  his  Majefty 
Againft  the  Duke  of  Clarence  j  but  have  keen 
An  earneft  advocate  t<5  plead  for  him. 
My  Lord,  you  do  me  fliameful  injury, 
Falfely  to  draw  me  in  thefe  wild  fufpecls. 

Glo*  You  may  deny  too  that  you  were  the  caufe 
Of  my  Lord  Hafiingi1  late  imprifonment. 

Jew.  She  may,  my  Lord,  for  

Glo.  She  may,  Lord  Rivers?  why,  who  knows nat  f©  ? 
She  may  do  more,  Sir,  than  denying  that : 
She  may  help  you  to  many  fair  preferments, 
And  then  deny  her  aiding  hand  therein, 
And  lay  thofe  honours  on  your  high  defert. 
What  may  flie  not  ?  me  may — ay  marry  may  me— 
Jew.  What  marry  may  me  ? 
Glo.  What  marry  may  me  ?  marry  with  a  King, 
A  batchelor,  a  handfome  tripling  too : 
I  wis,  your  grandam  had  a  worfer  match. 

Queen.  My  Lord  of  Glo'Jier,  I  have  too  long  born 
Your  blunt  upbraidings,  and  your  bitter  feoffs ; 
By  heav'n,  I  will  acquaint  his  Majefty, 
Of  thofe  grofs  taunts  J  often  have  endur'd. 
I  had  rather  be  a  country  fervant-maid 
Than  a  great  Queen  with  this  condition, 
To  be  thus  taunted,  fcorn'd  and  baited  at. 
Small  joy  have  I  in  being  England's  Queen. 

SCENE     IV.     Enter  Queen  Margaret. 
Q^Mar.And  leffen'd  be  that  fmall,God,I  befeech  thee 
Thy  honour,  ftate,  and  feat  is  due  to  me. 

Glo.  What !  ( threat  you  me  with  telling  of  the  King 
Tell  him  and  fpare  not :  look,  what  I  have  faid 
I  will  avouch  in  prefence  of  the  King  : 
*Tis  time  to  fpeak,  my  pains  are  quite  forgot. 

Q^Mar.  Out,  devil !  I  remember  them  too  well : 
Thou  kill'da  my  hufband  Henry  in  the  Tower, 
And  Edntard,  my  poor  fon,  at  Tcwkfbury. 
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Glo.  Ere  you  were  Queeu,  ay,  or  your  hufband  King$ 
I  was  a  pack>horfe  in  his  great  affairs  $  ■ 
A  weeder  out  of  his  proud  adverfaries, 
A  liberal  rewarder  of  his  friends : 
To  royalize  his  blood  I  fpilt  mine  own. 

Q^Mar.  Ay,  and  much  better  blood  than  his  or  thine* 

Glo.  In  all  which  time  you  and  your  hufband  Gray 
Were  factious  tor  thehoule  of  Lancajier  5 
And,  Rivers,  fo  were  you  ;- — was  not  your  hufband, 
In  Margaret's  battel,  at  St.  Albans  flain  ? 
Let  me  put  in  your  minds,  if  you  forget, 
What  you  have  been  ere  now,  and  what  you  are  5 
Withal,  what  I  have  been,  and  what  I  am. 

Q.  Mar.  A  murth'rous  villain,  and  fo  ftill  thou  art. 

Glo,  Fcor  Clarence  did  forfake  his  father.  Wariuicky 
Ay,  and  forfwore  himfelf,    (which  Jefu  pardon  !)—• 

Q.  Mar.  Which  God  revenge ! 

Glo.  To  fight  on  Edward's  party  for  the  crown, 
And  for  his  meed,  poor  Lord,  he  is  mew'd  up : 
I  would  to  God  my  heart  were  flint,  like  Edward's* 
Or  Edward's  foftand  pitiful,  like  mine  $ 
I  am  too  childifh,  foolifh  for  this  world. 

Q.  Mar.  Hie  thee  to  hell  for  fbame,  and  leave  this 
Thou  Cacodaemon  !  there  thy-  kingdom  is.  [world, 

Riv.  My  Lord  of  Glo'fter,  in  thofe  bufiedays, 
Which  here  you  urge  to  prove  us  enemies, 
We  followed  then  our  Lord,  our  Sovereign  King: 
So  fnould  we  you,  if  you  mould  be  our  King. 

Glo,  If  I  mould  bej — I  had  rather  be  a  pedlar  | 
Far  be  it  from  my  heart,  the  thought  thereof. 

Quesn.  As  little  joy,  my  Lord,  as  you  iuppofe 
You  mould  enjoy,  were  you  this  country's  King, 
As  little  joy  you  may  fuppofe  in  me, 
That  I  enjoy,  being  the  Queen  thereof. 

Q^Mar.  A  little  joy  enjoys  the  Queen  thereof ; 
For  1  am  me,  and  altogether  joylefs. 
I  can  no  longer  hold  me  patient. 
Hear  me,  you  wrangling  pirates,  that  fall  out 
In  fharing  that  which  you  have  pillMfromme  j 
Which  of  you  trembles  not  that  looks  an  me  ? 
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If  not  that,  I  being  Queen,  you  bevv  like  fubje&s  5 

Yet  that,  by  you  deposed,  you  quake  like  rebels  ? 

Ah  !  gentle  villain,  do  not  turn  away  !  [fight  ? 

Glo.  Foul  wrinkled  witch,  what  mak'ft  thou  in  my 

Q^Mar.  But  repetition  of  what  thou  haft  marr'd, 
That  will  I  make,  before  I  let  thee  go. 
A  hulband  and  a  fon  thou  ow'fttome.    [To  Gloucefter. 
And  thou  a  kingdom  ;  all  of  you  allegiance  j  [7b  the  <$gee?u 
The  forrow  that  I  have,  by  right  is  yours, 
And  all  the  pleafures  you  ufurp,  are  mine. 

Glo.  The  curfe  my  noble  father  laid  on  thee, 
When  thou  didft  crown  his  warlike  brows  with  paper, 
And  with  thy  fcorns  drew'ft  rivers  from  his  eyes, 
And  then  to  dry  them  gav'ft  the  Duke  a  clout, 
Steep'd  in  the  faultlefs  blood  of  pretty  Rutland  $ 
His  curfes,  then  from  bitternefs  of  foul 
Denounced  againft  thee,  are  now  fall'n  upon  thee  ; 
And  God,  not  we,  has  plagu'd  thy  bloody  deed, 

^ueen.  So  juft  is  God,  to  right  the  innocent. 

Haft.  O,  'twas  the  fouleft  deed  to  flay  that  babe, 
And  the  molt  mercilefs  that  e'er  was  heard  of. 

Riv.  Tyrants  themfelves  wept,  when  it  was  reported* 

Dorf.  No  man  but  prophefy'd  revenge  for  it. 

Buck.  Northumberland,  then  prefent,  wept  to  fee  it. 

Q^Mar.  What !  were  you  fnarling  all  before  I  came, 
Ready  to  catch  each  other  by  the  throat, 
And  turn  you  all  your  hatred  now  on  me  ? 
Did  York's  dread  curfe  prevail  fo  much  with  heav'n, 
That  Henry'  s  death,  my  lovely  Edward's  death, 
Their  kingdom's  lofs,  my  woful  banifhment, 
Could  all  but  anfwer  for  that  peevilh  brat  ? 
Can  curfes  pierce  the  clouds,  and  enter  heav'n  ? 
Why  then  give  way,  dull  clouds,  to  my  quick  curfes* 
If  not  by  war,  by  forfeit  die  your  King  ! 
As  ours  by  murther  to  make  him  a  King. 
Edward thy  fon,  that  now  is  Prince  of  Wales, 
For  Edward our  fon,  that  was  Prince  of  Wales, 
Die  in  his  youth,  by  like  untimely  violence ! 
Thy  felf  a  Queen,  for  me  that  was  a  Queen, 
Out-live  thy  glory,  like  toy  wretched  felf ! 
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Long  may' ft  thou  live  to  wail  thy  children*s  lofs, 

And  fee  another,  as  I  fee  thee  now, 

Deck'd  in  thy  rights,  as  thou  art  ftall'd  in  mine  ! 

Long  die  thy  happy  days  before  thy  death, 

And  after  many  length' ned  hours  of  grief, 

Die,  neither  mother,  wife,  nor  England* %  Queen ! 

Rivers  and  Dor Jet ,  you  were  ftanders-by, 

And  fo  waft  thou,  Lord  Haftings,  when  my  fon 

Was  ftabb'd  with  bloody  daggers  5  God,  I  pray  him, 

That  none  of  you  may  live  your  natural  age, 

By  fome  unlook'd  for  accident  ail  cut  off  ! 

Glo.  Have  done  thy  charm,  thou  hateful  witherM  hag* 
Mar.  And  leave  out  thee  ?   ftay,  dog,  for  thou 
malt  hear  me. 
If  heav'ns  have  any  grievous  plague  in  ftore, 
Exceeding  thofe  that  I  can  wifh  upon  thee, 
O,  let  them  keep  it,  'till  thy  finsr  be  ripe, 
And  then  hurl  down  their  indignation 
On  thee,  thou  troubler  of  the  poor  world's  peace  I 
The  worm  of  confcience  ftill  be- gnaw  thy  foul  9 
Thy  friends  fufpect  for  traitors  while  thou  liv'ft, 
And  take  deep  traitors  for  thy  deareft  friends  1  • 
No  fleep  clofe  up  that  deadly  eye  of  thine, 
Unlefs  it  be  while  fome  tormenting  dream 
Affrights  thee  with  a  hell  of  ugly  devils  ! 
Thou  elvifli-markt,  abortive,  rooting  hog, 
Thou  that  waft  feal'd  in  thy  nativity 
The  flave  of  nature,  and  the  fon  of  hell  : 
Thou  flander  of  thy  heavy  mother's  womb. 
Thou  loathed  iflue  of  thy  father's  loins, 
Thou  rag  of  honour,  thou  detefted— 
Glo.  Margaret, 
Q.  Mar.  Richard, 
Glo.  Ha  ! 

Q-Mar.  I  call  thee  not. 

Gfo.  I  cry  thee  mercy  then  5  for  I  did  think 
That  thou  had' ft  call'd  me  allthefe  bitter  names. 

Q^Mar.  Why,,  fo  I  did,  but  look'd  for  no  repiy. 
Oh,  let  me  make  the  period  to  mycuxfe. 

Glo,  'Tis  done  by  s&e,  and  ends  in  Margaret, 

!%ueen, 
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Qu.  Thus  have  you  breath' d  your  curfe  againft  yourfelf. 

QJVlar.  Poor  paintedQueen,  vain  rlourifh  of  my  fortune^ 
Why  ftrew'ft  thou  fugar  on  that  bottel'd  fpider, 
Whofe  deadly  web  enfnareth  thee  about  ? 
Fool,  fool,  thou  whet'ft  a  knife  to  kill  thyfelf: 
The  day  will  come  that  thou  malt  wifh  for  me, 
To  help  thee  curfe  this  pois'nous  punch-back' d  toad. 

Haft.  Falle  boading  woman  end  thy  frantick  curfe, 
Left  to  thy  harm  thou  move  our  patience. 

Q^Mar,  Foul  fhame  upon  you,you  have  all  mov'd  mine* 

Riv.  Were  you  well  ferv'd,  you  would  be  taught 
your  duty. 

Q^Mar.To  ferve  me  well,  you  all  mould  do  me  duty, 
Teach  me  to  be  your  Queen,  and  you  my  fubjecls  : 
O,  ferve  me  well,  and  teach  yourfelves  that  duty. 
Dorf.  Difpute  not  with  her,  fhe  is  lunatick. 
Q.  Mar.  Peace,  matter  Marquifs,  you  are  malapert  5 
Your  fire- new  {tamp  of  honour  is  fcarce  currant. 
O  that  your  young  nobiiity  could  judge 
What  'twere  to  lofe  it,  and  be  milerable! 
They  that  ftand  high  have  many  blafts  to  make  them, 
And  if  they  fall,  they  dafti  themfelves  to  pieces. 

Glo.  Good  council,  marry,  learn  it,  learn  it, Marqui{$# 
Dorf,  It  touches  you,  my  Lord,  as  much  as  me. 
Glo.  Ay,  and  much  more,  but  I  was  born  fo  high, 
Our  Ai'ry  buiideth  in  the  cedar's  top, 
And  dallies  with  the  wind,  and  fcorns  the  fun. 

Q^Mar.  And  turns  the  fun  to  made  ;  alas !  alas  ! 
Witnefs  my  fon  now  in  the  made  of  death, 
Whofe  bright  out-mining  beams  thy  cloudy  wrath 
Hath  in  eternal  darknefs  folded  up. 
Your  Ai'ry  buiideth  in  our  Ai'ry's  neft  ; 
O  God,  that  feeft  it,  do  not  fuffer  it ! 
As  it  was  won  with  blood,  fo  be  it  loft  ! 

Buck.  Peace,  peace,  for  fhame,  if  not  for  charity* 
Q^Mar.  Urge  neither  charity  nor  fhame  to  mc  j 
Uncharitably  with  me  have  you  dealt, 
And  mamefully  my  hopes,  by  you,  are  butcher'd. 
My  charity  is  outrage,  life  my  fhame, 
And  in  my  flume  ftill  live  my  forrow's  rage  ! 
Ypl.  VI.  R  B#K 
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Buck.  Have  done,  have  done. 

Q^Mar.  O  Princely  Buckingham,  1*11  kifs  thy  han<£, 
Jn  fign  of  league  and  amity  with  thee  : 
Now  fair  befall  thee  and  thy  noble  houfe  ! 
Thy  garments  are  not  fpotted  with  our  blood  $ 
Nor  thou  within  the  compafs  of  my  curfe. 

Buck.  Nor  no  one  here  5  for  curfes  never  pafs 
The  lips  of  thofe  that  breathe  them  in  the  air, 

Q^Mar.  Til  not  believe  but  they  afcend  the  fky, 
And  there- awake  God's  gentle  fleeping  peace. 

0  Buckingham y  beware  of  yonder  dog  ; 

Look,  when  he  fawns,  he  bites  5  and  when  he  bites. 

His  venom  tooth  will  rankle  to  the  death  5 

Have  not  to  do  with  him,  beware  of  him, 

Sin,  death,  and  hell  have  fet  their  marks  upon  him, 

And  all  their  minifters  attend  on  him. 

GIo.  What  doth  fhe  fay,  my  Lord  of  Buckingham  f 
Buck.  Nothing  that  I  refpeci:,  my  gracious  Lord. 
QJfc/tfr.Whatjdoft  thou  fcornme  for  my  gentle  ceunfel? 
And  footh  the  devil  that  I  warn  thee  from  ? 
O,  but  remember  this  another  day  5 
When  he  mall  fplit  thy  very  heart  with  forrow  j 
And  fay  poor  Margaret  was  a  prophetefs. 
Live  each  of  you  the  fubject  to  his  hate, 
And  he  to  yours,  and  all  of  you  to  God*s !  [Exit* 
Buck,  My  hair  doth  ftand  on  end  to  hear  her  curfes. 
Riv.  And  fo  doth  mine  :  I  wonder  fhe's  at  liberty, 
GIo.  I  cannot  blame  her,  by  God's  holy  Mother, 
She  hath  had  too  much  wrong,  and  I  repent 
My  part  thereof,  that  I  have  done  to  her. 
Dorf.  I  never  did  her  any,  to  my  knowledge, 
GIo.  Yet  you  have  all  the  vantage  of  her  wrong  s 

1  was  too  hot  to  do  fome  body  good, 
That  is  too  cold  in  thinking  of  it  now. 
Marry,  for  Clarence,  he  is  well  repay'd  ; 
He  is  frank' d  up  to  fatting  for  his  pains, 
God  pardon  them  that  are  the  caufe  thereof? 

Riv .  A  virtuous  and  a  chriftian-like  conclufion, 
To  pray  for  them  that  have  done  fcathe  to  us<> 
Gh.  So  do  I  ever.,  being  well  advis'd  3 

For 
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For  had  I  curs' d  now,  I  had  curs'd  my  felf.  [AJide* 
Enter  Cate/by* 

Catef.  Madam,  his  Majelty  doth  call  for  you, 
And  for  your  Grace,  and  you,  my  noble  Lord. 

i$ueen.  Catefby,  we  come  ;  Lords,  will  you  go  with  us? 

Riv.  Madam,  we  will  attend  your  Grace. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Gloucester, 

Glo.  I  do  the  wrong,  and  iirft  begin  to  brawl. 
The  fecret  mifchiefs  that  I  fet  a -broach 
I  lay  unto  the  grievous  charge  of  others. 
Clarence,  whom  I  indeed  have  laid  in  darknefs, 
I  do  beweep  to  many  fimple  gulls, 
Namely  to  Stanley,  Haftings,  Buckingham  5 
And  tell  them,  'tis  the  Queen  and  her  allies 
That  ftir  the  King  againft  the  Duke  my  brothef. 
Now  they  believe  it,  and  withal  whet  me 
To  be  reveng'd  on  Rivers,  Dorfet,  Gray, 
But  then  I  figh,  and  with  a  piece  of  fcripture, 
Tell  them  that  God  bids  us  do  good  for  evil : 
And  thus  I  cloathe  my  naked  villainy 
"With  old  odd  ends  rtoPn  forth  of  holy  writ, 
And  feeni  a  Saint,  when  moft  I  play  the  Devil* 

Enter  tivo  Villains. 
But  foft,  here  come  my  executioners. 
How  now,  my  hardy,  ftout>  refolvedmates> 
Are  you  now  going  to  difpatch  this  deed  ? 

1  Vil,  We  are,  my  Lord,  and  come  to  have  the  warrant 
That  we  may  be  admitted  where  he  is. 

Glo.  Well  thought  upon,  I  have  it  here  about  me  % 
When  you  have  done,  repair  to  Crojby- place. 
But,  Sirs,  be  fudden  in  the  execution, 
Withal  obdurate,  do  not  hear  him  plead  5 
For  Clarence  is  well-fpoken,  and  perhaps 
May  move  your  hearts  to  pity,  if  you  mark  hirri. 

2  Vil.  Fear  not,  my  Lord,  we  will  not  ftand  to  prat«> 
Talkers  are  no  good  doers,  be  afTurM, 

We  go  to  ufe  our  hands,  and  not  our  tongues. 

Glo,  Your  eyes  drop  mill-ftones,  when  fools  eyes  drop 
tears. 

I  like  you,  lads  5  about  your  bufiaefs  ;  go.  [Exeunt* 
R 2  SCENl 
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SCENE   V.    The  rower. 
Enter  Chrence  and  Brakenbury. 
"Brak.  Why  looks  your  Grace  fo  heavily  to  day  ? 
Cla.  O,  I  have  part  a  miferable  night, 
So  full  of  ugly  fights,  of  ghaftly  dreams, 
That  as  I  am  a  chriftian  faithful  man, 
3  would  not  fpend  another  fuch  a  night 
Though  'twere  to  buy  a  world  of  happy  days : 
So  full  of  difmal  terror  was  the  time. 

Brak.  What  was  your  dream,  my  Lord  ?  I  pray  you  < 
tell  me. 

Cla.  Methought  that  I  had  broken  from  the  Tower, 

And  was  embark'd  to  crofs  to  Burgundy, 

And  in  my  company  my  brother  Gfajier, 

"Who  from  my  cabin  tempted  me  to  walk 

Upon  the  hatches.    Thence  we  look'd  tow'rd  England,  !i 

And  cited  up  a  thoufand  heavy  times, 

JDuring  the  wars  of  York  and  Lancajier, 

That  had  befal'n  us.    As  we  pafs'd  along 

Upon  the  giddy  footing  of  the  hatches, 

iMethought  that  Gfcfter  ftumbled,  and  in  falling 

Struck  me  (that  fought  to  ftay  him)  over-board, 
Into  the  tumbling  billows  of  the  main. 
Xord,  Lord,  methought,  what  pain  it  was  to  drown ! 
What  dreadful  noife  of  waters  in  my  ears  ! 
"What  fights  of  ugly  death  within  mine  eyes  X 
I  thought  I  faw  a  thoufand  fearful  wrecks  j 
A  thoufand  men  that  fifhes  gnavvM  upon  : 
Wedges  of  gold,  great  anchors,  heaps  of  pearl, 
Ineftimabk  ftones,  unvalued  jewels. 
Some  lay  in  dead  men's  fkulls ;  and  in  thofe  holes 
Where  eyes  did  once  inhabit,  there  were  crept 
As  'twere  in  fcorn  of  eyes,  reflecting  gems  5 
That  woo'd  the  flimy  bottom  of  the  deep, 
And  mock'd  the  dead  bones  that  lay  fcatter'd  by, 
Brak.  Had  you  fuch  leifure  in  the  time  of  deatfe, 
To  gaze  upon  the  fecrets  of  the  deep  ? 

Cla.  Methought  I  had,  and  often  did  I  ftrive 
To  yield  the  ghoft  j  but  ftill  the  envious  flood 
Kept  in  my  foul,  and  would  not  let4  it  forth 

To 
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to  find  the  empty,  vaft,  and  wand'ring  air  3 
But  fmotherM  it  within  my  panting  bulk, 
"Which  almoft  burft  to  belch  it  in  the  fea. 

Brak.  Awak'd  you  not  in  this  fore  agony  ? 

Cla,  No,  no,  my  dream  was  lengthened  after  life* 

0  then  began  the  tcmpeft  to  my  foul : 

1  paft,  methought,  the  melancholy  flood, 
With  that  grim  ferry-man  which  poets  write  of, 
Unto  the  kingdom  of  perpetual  night. 

The  firft  that  there  did  greet  my  ftranger-foul, 

Was  my  great  father-in-law,  renowned  Warwick^ 

Who  cryM  aloud — What  fcourge  for  perjury 

Can  this  dark  monarchy  afford  falfe  Clarence  ? 

And  fo  he  vanifh'd.    Then  came  wand'ring  by 

A  fhadow  like  an  angelj  with  bright  hair 

Dabbled  in  blood,  and  he  fliriek'd  out  aloud 

Clarence  is  come,  falfe,  fleeting,  perjured  Clarence* 

That  fiabb'd  me  in  the  field  by  Tewklbury  ; 

Seize  on  him  furies,  take  him  to  your  torments—  & 

With  that  methought,  a  legion  of  foul  feinds 

•JnvironM  me,  and  howled  in  mine  ears 

i$uch  hideous  cries,  that  with  the  very  noife 

I,  trembling,  wak'd  5  and  for  a  feafon  after  % 

Could  not  believe  but  that  I  was  in  hell.  ✓ 

Such  terrible  impreflion  made  my  dream. 

Brak.  No  marvel,  Lord*  that  it  affrighted  you  5 
I  am  afraid,  methinks,  to  hear  you  tell  it* 

Cla.  Ah !  Brakenbury,  I  have  done  thofe  things^ 
That  now  give  evidence  againft  my  foul, 
For  Ed?vardys  fake  j  and  fee  how  he  requites  me  \ 

0  God  !  if  my  .deep  prayers  cannot  appeafe  thee, 
But  thou  wilt  be  aveng'ci. -cri  my  mif-deeds, 

Yet  execute  thy  wrath  eh  me  alone  : 

O,  fpare  my  guiltlefs  wife,  and  my  poor  children  1 

1  pr'ythee  Brakenbury,  ftay  by  me  ; 
My  foul  is  heavy,  and  I  fain  would  fleep* 

Brak.  I  will,  my  Lord  5  God  give  your  Grace  good  reft  1 
Sorrow  breaks  feafons  and  repofing  hours,  [Afidf-* 
Makes  the  night  morning,  and  the  noon-tide  night. 
Princes  have  but  their  titles  for  their  glcaeSj 

R  3  Am, 
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An  outward  honour  for  an  inward  toil  $ 
And  for  unfelt  imaginations, 
They  often  feel  a  world  of  reftlefs  cares : 
So  that  between  their  titles,  and  low  name, 
There's  nothing  differs  but  the  outward  fame. 

SCENE    VI.    Enter  the  t<wo  Villains. 
3  Vil.  Ho,  who's  here  ? 

Brali,  In  God's  name,  who  art  thou?  how  cam' ft  thou 
hither  > 

2  Vil.  I  would  fpeak  with  Clarence y  and  I  came  hither 
en  my  legs. 

Brak.  What,  fo  brief? 

i  ViL  'Tis  better,  Sir,  than  to  be  tedious.  Let  him  fee 
cur  commiflion,  and  talk  no  more. 

Brak.  [Reads]  I  am  in  this  commandeS,  to  deliver 
The  noble  Duke  of  Chrence  to  your  hands. 
I  will  not  reafon  what  is  meant  hereby, 
Becaufe  I  will  be  guiltlefs  of  the  meaning. 
There  lyes  the  Duke  afleep,  and  there  the  keys. 
I'll  to  the  King,  and  fignify  to  him, 
That  thus  I  have  refign'd  to  you  my  charge.  [Exit.' 

1  Vil.  You  may,  Sir,  'tis  a  point  of  wi&omi  fare  you 
well. 

2  Vil.  What,  fli3ll  we  flab  him  as  he  fieeps  ? 

1  ViL  No,  he'll  fay  'twas  done  cowardly,  when  he 
wakes. 

2  Vil.  Why,  he  mall  never  wake  until  the  great  judg- 
ment-day. 

I  ViL  Why  then  he'll  fay  we  ftab'd  him  fleeping. 

«  Vil.  The  urging  of  that  word  judgment  hath  bred  a 
kind  of  remqrfe  in  me. 

I  Vil.  What  ?  art  thou  afraid  ? 

2,  Vil.  Not  to  kill  him,  having  a  warrant:  but  to  be 
<&amn'd  for  killing  him,  from  the  which  no  warrant  can 
defend  me. 

1  Vil.  I'll  back  to  the  Duke  of  Glofter,  and  tell  him  fo. 

2  Vil.  Nay,  pr'ythee,  ftay  a  little :  I  hope  this  holy 
humour  of  mine  will  change  9  it  was  wont  to  hold  me 
but  while  one  tells  twenty. 

2  Vil.  How  <loft  thcu  feel  thy  felf  now  ? 

%Vil. 
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9-ViU Some  certain  dregs  of  confcience  are  yet  within  me. 

1  ViU  Remember  the  reward,  when  the  deed*s  done* 

2  ViU  Come,  he  dies:  I  had  forgot  the  reward, 

1  ViU  Where's  thy  confcience  now  ? 

2  ViU  O,  in  the  Duke  of  Gftjlers  purfe. 

1  ViU  When  he  opens  his  purfe  to  give  us  our  reward, 
thy  confcience  flies  out* 

2  ViU  1  Tis  no  matter,  let  it  go  $  there's  few  or  none 
will  entertain  it. 

1  ViU  What  if  it  come  to  thee  again  ? 

2  ViU  Til  not  meddle  with  it,  it  makes  a  man  a  coward: 
a  man  cannot  fteal,  but  it  accufeth  him  ;  a  man  cannot 
fwear,  but  it  checks  him}  a  man  cannot  lye  with  his  neigh- 
bour's wife,  but  it  detects  him.  'Tis  a  blufhing  (hame- 
fae'd  fpirit,  that  mutinies  in  a  man's  bofom  :  it  fills  one 
fill  of  obftacles.  It  made  me  once  reftore  a  purfe  of  gold, 
that  by  chance  I  found.  It  beggars  any  man  that  keeps  it. 
It  is  turn'd  out  of  towns  and  cities  for  a  dangerous  thing  5 
and  every  man  that  means  to  live  well,  endeavours  to 
truft  to  himfelf,  and  live  without  it. 

1  ViU  'Tis  even  now  at  my  elbow,  perfuading  me  not 
to  kill  ths  Duke. 

2  £7/. Take  the  devil  in  thy  mind,  and  believe  him  not: 
he  would  infinuate  with  thee  but  to  make  thee  figh. 

1  ViU  I  am  ftrong  fram'd,  he  cannot  prevail  with  me. 

2  Vil.  Spoke  like  a  tall  fellow,  that  refpecls  his  reputa- 
tion.   Come,  fhall  we  fall  to  work  ? 

1  ViU  Take  him  on  the  coftard,  with  the  hilt  of  thy 
fword,  and  then  throw  him  into  the  malmfey-but  in  the 
next  room. 

2  ViU  O  excellent  device,  and  make  a  fop  of  him. 

1  ViU  Soft,  he  wakes.    Shall  I  ftrike  ? 

2  Vil,  No,  we'll  reafon  with  him. 

Cla.  Where  art  thou,  Keeper  ?  give  me  a  cup  of  wine. 

2  Vil.  You  fhall  have  wine  enough,  my  Lord,  anon. 

Cla.  In  God's  name,  what  art  thou  ? 

1  Vil,  A  man,  as  you  are. 

Cla.  But  not  as  I  am,  royal. 

1  ViU  Nor  you  as  we  are,  loyal. 

Cla,  Thy  voice  is  thunder,  but  thy  looks  are  humble. 
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1  Vil.  My  voice  is  now  the  King's,  my  looks  mine  own, 
Cla.  How  darkly,  and  how  deadly  doll  thou  fpjak  \ 

Your  eyes  do  menace  me  :  why  look  you  pale  ? 
Who  fent  you  hither  ?  wherefore  do  you  come  ? 

2  Vil.  To,  to,  to  

Cla.  To  murther  me  ? 
Both,  Ay,  ay. 

Cla.  You  fcarcely  have  the  hearts  to  tell  me  fa, 
And  therefore  cannot  have  the  hearts  to  do  it. 
Wherein,  my  friends,  have  I  offended  you  ? 

I  Vih  Offended  us  you  have  not,  but  the  King. 

Cla.  I  fhall  be  reconcil'd  to  him  again. 

a  Vil.  Never,  my  Lord,  therefore  prepare  to  die. 

Cla.  Are  you  drawn  forth  among  a  vvcrld  of  men^ 
To  flay  the  innocent  ?  what's  my  offence  ? 
Where  is  the  evidence  that  doth  accufe  me  ? 
What  lawful  queft  have  giv'n  their  verdicl:  up 
Unto  the  frowning  judge  ?  or  who  pronoune'd 
The  bitter  fentence  of  poor  Clarence1  death  ? 
Before  I  be  convict  by  courfe  of  law, 
To  threaten  me  with  death,   is  moft  unlawful. 
I  charge  you,  as  you  hope  to  have  redemption, 
That  you  depart  and  lay  no  hands  on  me : 
*The  deed  you  undertake  is  damnable. 

1  Vil.  What  we  will  do,  we  do  upon  command, 

£  Vil  And  he  that  hath  commanded,  is  our  King* 
Cla .  Erroneous  vaflals  !  the  great  King  of  Kings 
Hath  in  the  table  of  his  law  commanded, 
That  thou  malt  do  no  murther  ;  will  you  then 
Spurn  at  his  edict,  and  fulfil  a  man's  ? 
Take  heed,  for  he  holds  vengeance  in  his  hand 
To  hurl  upon  their  heads  that  break  his  law. 

2  Vil.  And  that  fame  vengeance  doth  he  hurl  on  thee 
For  falfe  forfwearing  and  for  murther  too  : 

Thou  didft  receive  the  facrament,  to  fight 
In  quarrel  of  the  houfe  of  Lancafter. 

I  Vil.  And,  like  a  traitor  to  the  name  of  God, 
Didft  break  that  vow,  and  with  thy  treach'rous  blade 
Vnripp'dft  the  bowels  of  thy  Sovereign's  fon. 

a  Vil,  Whom  thou  wert  lworn  to  eherifh  and  defend. 

t  Vih 
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I  Vil.  How  canft  thou  urge  God's  dreadful  law  to  us, 
When  thou  haft  broke  it  in  fuch  high  degree  ? 

Cla.  Alas !  for  whofe  fake  did  I  that  ill  deed  ? 
For  Edward ,  for  my  brother,  for  his  fake. 
He  fends  you  not  to  murther  me  for  this  : 
For  in  that  fin  he  is  as  deep  as  I. 
If  God  will  be  avenged  for  the  deed,  * 
Take  not  the  quarrel  from  his  powerful  arm  : 
He  needs  no  indirect,  or  lawlefs  courfe, 
To  cut  off  thofe  that  have  offended  him. 

I  Vil,  Who  made  thee  then  a  bloody  minifter, 
When  gallant-fpringing  brave  Plantagenet, 
That  Princely  novice,  was  ftruck  dead  by  thee  ? 
Cla .  My  brother's  love,  the  devil,  and  my  rage. 
I  Vil.  Thy  brother's  love,  our  duty,  and  thy  fault, 
Provoke  us  hither  now,  to  flaughter  thee. 

Cla .  If  you  do  love  my  brother,  hate  not  me  : 
I  am  his  brother,  and  I  love  him  well. 
If  you  are  hir'd  for  meed,  go  back  again, 
And  I  will  fend  you  to  my  brother  Glofier  r 
Who  will  reward  you  better  for  my  life, 
Than  Edward  will  for  tidings  of  my  death. 

a  Vil.You  are  deceiv'd,  your  brother  Glo'fier  hates  you* 
Cla.  Oh,  no,  he  loves  me,  and  he  holds  me  dear  ; 
Go  you  to  him  from  me. 
I  Vil.  Ay,  fo  we  will. 

Cla.  Tell  him,  when  that  our  Princely  father  York 
Bleft  his  three  ions  with  his  victorious  arm, 
And  charg'd  us  from  his  foul  to  love  each  other, 
He  little  thought  of  this  divided  friendfhip  : 
Bid  Glofier  think  on  this,  and  he  will  weep. 

i  Vil.  Ay,  mill-ftones ;  as  he  leffon'd  us  te  weep. 
Cla.  O  do  not  flander  him,  for  he  is  kind. 
I  Vil.  As  fnow  in  harveft  : — you  deceive  yourfelf, 
*Tis  he  that  fends  us  to  deftroy  you  here. 

Cla.  It  cannot  be,  for  he  bewept  my  fortune, 
And  hugg'd  me  in  his  arms,  and  fwore  with  fobs, 

*  — -  for  the  deed, 
O  know  you  yet  he  doth  it  publickly, 
Take  not,  &c.        This  line  interpolated  fince  thefirjl  edition. 
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That  he  would  labour  my  delivery. 

1  Vil.  Why  fo  he  doth>  when  he  delivers  you 
From  this  earth's  thraldom  to  the  joys  of  heav'n. 

2  Vil.  Make  peace  with  God,  for  you  muft  die,  my  Lord* 
Cla*  Have  you  that  holy  feeling  in  your  foul, 

To  counfel  me  to  make  my  peace  with  God, 
And  are  you  yet  to  your  own  fouls  fo  blind, 
That  you  will  war  with  God,  by  murdering  me  ? 
O  Sirs,  confider,  they  that  fet  you  on 
To  do  this  deed,  will  hate  you  for  the  deed* 

2  Vil.  What  mall  we  do  ? 

Cla.  Relent,  and  fave  your  fouls.  * 

i  Vil.  Relent  ?  'tis  cowardly  and  womanim. 

Cla.  Not  to  relent,  is  beaftly,  favage,  devilim. 
My  friend,  I  fpy  fome  pity  in  thy  looks : 
O,  if  thine  eye  be  not  a  flatterer, 
Come  thou  on  my  fide,  and  intreat  for  me*  *f* 

1  ViU  Take  that,  and  that  5  if  all  this  will  not  do^ 

\§tahs  Km,- 

Til  drown  you  in  the  malmfey-butt  within.  [Exit, 

2  Vil.  A  bloody  deed,  and  defp'rately  difpatch'd  : 
How  fain,  like  Pilate,  would  I  warn  my  hands 

Of  this  moft  grievous  murther  ! 

Re-enter  jirjl  Villain. 

1  Vil.  How  now  ?  what  mean' ft  thou  that  thou  help' ft 

me  not  ? 

By  heav'n  the  Duke  mall  know  how  flack  you've  been. 

2  Vil.  I  would  he  knew  that  I  had  fav'd  his  brother  \ 
Take  thou  the  fee,  and  tell  him  what  I  fay, 

For  I  repent  me  that  the  Duke  is  flain.  [Exit, 
I  Vil.  So  do  not  I ;  go  coward  as  thou  art. 

*  .....  and  fave  your  fouls. 
Which  of  you,  if  you  were  a  Prince's  fon, 
Being  pent  from  liberty,  as  I  am  now, 
If  two  fuch  murtherers  as  yourfelves  came  to  you, 
Would  not  intreat  for  life  ?  as  you  would  beg 
Were  you  in  my  diftrefs  —  Thefe  lines  are  not  in  the  old  edition* 

1  Vil.  Relent  ?  &c. 

f  —  intreat  for  me, 
A  begging  Prince  what  beggar  pities  not  ? 

2  Vil.  Look  behind  you,  my  Lord. 
1  Vil.  Take  that,  &c. 


Well, 
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Well,  I'll  go  hide  the  body  in  fome  hole, 

'Till  that  the  Duke  give  order  for  his  burial : 

And  when  I  have  my  meed,  I  muft  away  5 

For  this  will  out,  and  then  I  muft  not  ftay.  [Exit* 

ACT    II.    SCENE  I. 
The  COURT, 
Enter  King  Edward  Jick,  the  ^ueen,  Dorfet,  Rivers,  Haft- 
ings, Cateiby,  Buckingham,  and  other  Lords. 
K.  Edw.  X  "TT  THY,  fo  j  now  have  I  done  a  good  day's 

VV  work. 
You  Peers,  continue  this  united  league : 
I  every  day  expect  an  embafTage 
From  my  Redeemer  to  recall  me  hence. 
And  now  in  peace  my  foul  mall  part  to  heav'n, 
Since  I  have  made  my  friends  at  peace  on  earth  $ 
Haftings  and  Rivers,  take  each  other's  hand, 
Diffemble  not  your  hatred,  fwear  your  love. 

Riv.  By  heav'n,  my  foul  is  purg'd  from  grudging  hate, 
And  with  my  hand  I  feal  my  true  heart's  love. 

Haft.  So  thrive  I,  as  I  truly  fwear  the  like !  ' 

K.  Henry.  Take  heed  you  dally  not  before  your  King, 
Left  he  that  is  the  fupream  King  of  Kings 
Confound  your  hidden  falfhood,  and  award 
Either  of  you  to  be  the  other's  end. 

Haft.  So  profper  I,  as  I  fwear  perfect  love  ! 

Riv.  And  I,  as  I  love  Haftings  with  my  heart ! 

K.  Edw.  Madam,  yourfelf  is  not  exempt  from  this  3 
Nor  your  fon  Dorfet ;  Buckingham,  nor  you  5 
You  have  been  factious  one  againft  the  other. 
Wife,  love  lord  Haftings,  let  him  kifs  yout  hand, 
And  what  you  do,  do  it  unfeignedly. 

S^ueen.  There,  Haftings ;  I  will  never  more  remember 
Our  former  hatred,  fo  thrive  I  and  mine  1 

K.  Edw.  Dorfet,  embrace  him :  Haftings,  love  Lord 
Marquifs. 

Dorf.  This  interchange  of  love,  I  here  proteft, 
Upcn  my  part,  mall  be  inviolable. 
Haft   And  fo  fwear  I. 

K.Edw.Now9?IinQdyBuckinghjm,fc<il  thou  this  1 
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With  thy  embracements  to  my  wife's  allies, 
And  make  me  happy  in  your  unity. 

Buck.  When  ever  Buckingham  doth  turn  his  hate 
Upon  your  Grace,and  not  with  duteous  \o\t[Tothe2>ueen, 
Doth  cherim  you  and  yours,  God  punifh  me 
With  hate  in  thole  where  I  expert  moft  love  ! 
When  I  have  moft  need  to  employ  a  friend, 
And  moft  allured  that  he  is  a  friend, 
Deep,  hollow,  treacherous,  and  full  of  guile, 
Be  he  to  me  !  this  do  I  beg  of  heaven, 
When  I  am  cold  in  zeal  to  you  or  yours. 

[Embracing  Rivers,  &c, 
K.  Edw.  A  pleafmg  cordial,  Princely  Buckingham, 
Is  this  thy  vow  unto  my  fickly  heart. 
There  wanteth  now  our  brother  Gticefter  here, 
To  make  the  blefled  period  of  this  peace. 

Buck.  And  in  good  time  here  comes  the  noble  Duke. 

Enter  Gloucefter  and  Ratcliff. 
Glo.  Good  morrow  to  my  Sovereign  King  and  Queen  j 
And,  Princely  Peers,  a  happy  time  of  day  ! 

K.  Ediv.  Happy  indeed,  as  we  have  fpent  the  day  : 
Brother,  we  have  done  deeds  of  charity, 
Made  peace  of  enmity,  fair  love  of  hate, 
Between  thefe  fwelling  wrong -incenfed  Peers. 

Glo.  A  blefled  labour,  my  moft  Sovereign  Liege : 
Among  this  Princely  heap,  if  any  here 
By  falfe  intelligence,  or  wrong  furmife 
Hold  me  a  foe  :  if  I  unwittingly 
Have  ought  committed  that  is  hardly  born 
By  any  in  this  prefence,  1  defire 
To  reconcile  me  to  his  friendly  peace  : 
*Tis  death  to  me  to  be  at  enmity  j 
I  hate  it,  and  deftre  all  good  men's  love. 
Firft,  Madam,  I  intreat  true  peace  of  you, 
Which  I  will  purchafe  with  my  duteous  fervice. 
Of  you,  my  noble  coufin  Buckingham, 
If  ever  any  grudge  were  lodg'd  between  us* 
Of  you  and  you,  Lord  Rivers  and  of  Dorfet, 
That  all  without  defert  have  frown'd  on  me  : 
Of  you,  Lord /^WW/,  and  Lord  Scales,  of  you, 

Dukes, 
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Dnkes,  Earls,  Lords,  gentlemen,  indeed  of  all* 

I  do  not  know  that  Englipman  alive, 

With  whom  my  foul  is  any  jot  at  odds, 

More  than  the  infant  that  is  born  to-night  ; 

I  thank  my  God  for  my  humility. 

Queen.  A  holy-day  lhall  this  be  kept  hereafter  j 

I  would  to  God  all  ftrifes  were  well  compounded  5 

My  Sovereign  Lord,  I  do  befeech  your  Highnefs 

To  take  our  brother  Clarence  to  your  grace. 

Clo.  Why,  Madam,  have  I  offer' d  love  for  this, 

To  be  fo  flouted  in  this  royal  prefence  ? 

Who  knows  not  that  the  gentle  Duke  is  dead  ?   [They  all 

You  did  him  injury  to  fcorn  his  C  arfe.  \ftart. 
K.  Ediv.Vf  ho  knows  not  he  is  dead  !  who  knows  he  is? 
Queen.  All- feeing  heaven,  what  a  world  is  this  ! 
Buck.  Look  I  fo  pale,  Lord  Dorfet,  as  the  reft  ? 
Dorf.  Ay,  my  good  Lord  ;  and  no  man  in  the  prefence 

But  his  red  colour  hath  forfook  his  cheeks. 

K.  Ediv.  Is  Clarence  dead  ?  the  order  was  revers'cL 
Clo.  But  he,  poor  man,  by  your  firft  order  died* 

And  that  a  winged  Mercury-  djd  bear  * 

Some  tardy  cripple  had  the  countermand,* 

That  came  too  lag  to  fee  him  buried. 

God  grant,  that  fome  lefs  noble,  and  lefs  loyal, 

Nearer  in  bloody  thoughts,  and  not  in  blood, 

Deferve  no  worfe  than  wretched  Clarence  did, 

And  yet  go  currant  from  fufpicion  r 
,  Enter  Lord  Stanley. 

Stan.  A  boon,  my  Sov' reign,  for  my  fervice  done# 
K.  Ediv.  I  pr'ythee,  peace  ;  my  foul  is  full  of  forrow* 
Stan.  I  will  not  rife,  unlefs  your  Highnefs  hear  me, 
K.  Ediv.  Then  fay  at  once,  what  is  it  thou  requefVfl* 
Stan.  The  forfeit,  Sovereign,  of  *.iy  fervant's  life, 

Who  flew  to-day  a  riotous  gentleman, 

Lately  attendant  on  the  Duke  of  Norfolk* 

K.  Ediv.  Have  I  a  tongue  to  doom  my  brother** 

And  fhall  that  tongue  give  pardon  to  a  flave  ?  [death  I 

My  brother  kill'd  no  man,  his  fault  was  thought, 

And  yet  his  puniihmenf.  was  bitter  death. 

Who  fued  to  me  for  hirn  ?  who,  in  my  wrath, 

Vol,  VL  S  Kneel'd 
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Kneel' d  at  my  feet,  and  bid  me  be  advis'd  ? 

Who  fpoke  of  brotherhood  ?  who  fpoke  of  love  ? 

Who  told  me,  how  the  poor  foul  did  forfake 

The  mighty  Warwick,  and  did  fight  for  me  ? 

Who  told  me,  in  the  fiel4  at  Tewkjbury, 

When  Oxford  had  me  down,  he  refcued  me, 

And  faid>  Dear  brother,  live  and  be  a  King  T 

Who  toMme,  when  we  both  lay  in  the  field, 

Frozen  almoft  to  death,  how  he  did  lap  me 

Ev'ninhis  garments,  and  did  give  himfelf 

All  thin  and  naked  to  the  numb  cold  night  ? 

All  this  from  my  remembrance  brutifh  wrath 

Sinfully  pluck'd,  and  not  a  man  of  you 

Had  fo  much  grace  to  put  it  in  my  mind. 

But  when  your  carters,  or  your  waiting  vafTals 

Have  done  a  drunken  flaughter,  and  defac'd 

The  precious  image  of  our  dear  Redeemer, 

You  ftrait  arc  on  your  knees  for  pardon,  pardon,. 

And  I,  unjuftly  too,  mull  grant  it  you. 

But  for  my  brother  not  a  man  would  fpeak, 

Nor  I,  ungracious,  fpake  unto  my  felf 

For  him,  poor  foul.    The  proudeft  of  you  all 

Have  been  beholden  to  him  in  his  life : 

Yet  none  of  you  would  once  plead  for  his  life. 

O  Gcd!  I  fear  thy  jufticewill  take  hold 

On  me,  and  you,  and  mine,  and  yours,  for  this. 

Come,  Hajlings,  help  me  to  my  clofet.    Ah  ! 

Poor  Clarence  I     [Exeunt  fime  with  the  King  and  Queen* 

Glo.  Thefe  are  the  fruits  of  rafhnefs :  mark'd  you 
How  that  the  guilty  kindred  of  the  Queen  [n°t> 
Look'd  pale,  when  they  did  hear  of  Clarence*  death  ? 
Oh  !  they  did  urge  it  fHll  unto  the  King. 
God  will  revenge  it.    Come,  Lords,  will  you  go 
To  comfort  Edward  with  our  company  ?  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 
Enter  theDut  chefs  ofYork,ivith  the  twoChildren  o/Clarence. 

Son.  Good  grandam,  tell  us,  is  our  father  dead  ? 

Dutch.  No,  boy. 

Daugb.Why  do  you  weep  fo  oft  ?  and  beat  your  breall  ? 
And-- cry,  0  Clarence  1  my  unfcaffly  fon  I 
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Sen,  Why  do  you  look  on  us,  and  make  your  head, 
And  call  us  orphans,  wretches,  caft-aways, 
If  that  our  noble  father  be  alive  ? 

Dutch.  My  pretty  coufins,  you  miftake  me  both. 
I  do  lament  the  ncknefs  of  the  King, 
As  loth  to  lofe  him  ;  not  your  father's  death  ; 
It  were  loft  forrowto  wail  one  that's  loft. 

Son.  Then  you  conclude,  my  grandam,  he  is  dead  : 
The  King  mine  uncle  is  to  blame  for  this.  * 
God  will  revenge  it,  whom  I  will  importune 
With  daily  earned  prayers. 

Daugb.  And  fo  will  I. 

Dutch.  Peace,  children,  peace  ;  the  King  doth  love 
Incapable  and  mallow  innocents !  [you  well. 

You  cannot  guefs  who  caufed  your  father's  death. 

Son.  Grandam,  we  can  ;  for  my  good  uncle  Gltfjler 
Told  me  the  King,  provok'd  to't  by  the  Queen, 
Devis'd  impeachments  to  imprifon  him  5 
And  when  my  uncle  told  me  fo,  he  wept, 
And  pitied  me  ;  and  kindly  kift  my  cheek  j 
Bad  me  rely  on  him,  as  on  my  father, 
And  he  would  love  me  dearly  as  his  child. 

Dutch.  Ah !  that  deceit  mould  fteal  fuch  gentle  Ihape, 
And  with  a  virtuous  vizard  hide  deep  vice  ! 
He  is  my  fon,  ay,  and  therein  my  fhame  j 
Vet  from  my  dugs  he  drew  not  this  deceit. 

Sen.  Think  you  my  uncle  did  difTemble,  grandam  ? 

Dutch.  Ay,  boy. 

Son.  I  cannot  think  it.    Hark,  what  noife  is  this  ? 
Enter  the  Queen  ivith  her  hair  about  her  ears,  Rivers  and 
Dorfet  after  her. 

Queen.  Ah  !  who  mail  hinder  me  to  wail  and  weep  ? 
To  chide  my  fortune,  and  torment  my  felf  ?  t 
I'll  join  with  black  defpair  againft  my  foul, 
And  to  my  felf  become  an  enemy !  — 

Dutch.  What  means  this  fcene  of  rude  impatience  ? 

Queen.  To  make  an  act  of  tragick  violence. 
Edward,  my  Lord,  thy  fon,  our  King,  is  dead. 
Why  grow  the  brandies,  when  the  root  is  gone  ? 
Why  wither  not  the  leaves,  that  want  their  fap  ? 

S  a  If 
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If  you  will  live,  lament ;  if  die,  be  brief ; 
That  our  fv*ift- winged  fouls  may  catch  the  King's, 
Or  like  obedient  fubjects  follow  him, 
To  his  new  kingdom  of  perpetual  reft. 

Dutch*  Ah !  fo  much  int'reft  have  I  in  thy  forrow*, 
As  I  had  title  to  thy  noble  huftand  ? 
I  have  bewept  a  worthy  hufband's  death, 
Andliv'd  by  looking  on  his  images. 
But  now  two  mirrors  of  his  Princely  femblance 
Are  crack'd  in  pieces  by  malignant  death  $ 
And  I  for  comfort  have  but  one  falfe  glafs, 
That  grieves  me  when  I  fee  my  {hams'  in  him« 
Thou  art  a  widow,  yet  thou  art  a  mother, 
And  haft  the  comfort  of  thy  children  left. 
But  death  hath  fnatch'd  my  huftand  from  mine  arms, 
And  pluck'd  two  crutches  from  my  feeble  hands, 
Clarence  and  Edward.    O,  whatcaufe  have  I, 
(Thine  being  but  a  moiety  of  my  grief) 
To  over-go  thy  plaints,  and  drown  thy  cries ! 

Son.  Ah,   aunt!  you  wept  not  fcr  our  father's  death  J 
How  csn  we  aid  you  with  our  kindred  tears  ? 

Daugb,  Our  fatherlefs  diftrefs  was  left  unmoan'd, 
Your  widow  dolours  likewiie  be  unwept  ! 

Queen.  Give  me  no  help  in  lamentation, 
I  am  not  barren  to  bring  forth  complaints :  * 
Ah,  for  my  hufband,  for  my  dear  Lord  Edward  ! 

Chil.  Ah,  for  cur  father,  for  our  dear  Lord  Clarence  ! 

Dutch.:Ahs,fcr  both,  both  mine,  Edward  and  Clarence  /  , 

^^w.What  ftay  had  1,  but  Edward?  and  he's  gone* 

Chil  What  ftay  had  we,  but  Clarence  ?  and  he's  gone. 

Dutch.  What  ftays  had  I  but  they  ?  and  they  are  gone, 

£>ueen.Wa.s  never  widow  had  fo  dear  a  lofs  ? 

ChiL  Were  never  orphans  had  fo  dear  a  lofs. 

Dutch.  Was  never  mother  had  fo  dear  a  lofs, 
Alas !  I  am  the  mother  of  thefe  griefs, 
Their  woes  are  parcel? d,  mine  are  general. 

*  —  forth  complaints : 
All  fprings  reduce  their  currents  to  mine  eyes,  < 
That  I  being  govern'd  by  the  watry  moon, 
May  fend  foith  plenteous  tears  to  drov/n  the  world. 
Ah,  for  my  husband--- 

She 

i 
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She  for  an  Edivard  weeps,  and  fo  do  I. 
I  for  a  Clarence  weep,  fo  doth  not  /he. 
Thefe  babes  for  Clarence  weep,  and  fo  do  I. 
Alas !  you  three,  on  me  threefold  diftreft 
Pour  all  your  tears  !  I  am  your  forrow's  nurfe, 
And  I  will  pamper  it  with  lamentations. 

Dorf.  Comfort,  dear  mother  j  God  is  much  difpleas'd, 
That  with  unthankfulnefs  you  take  his  doing. 
In  common  worldly  things  'tis  call'd  ungrateful 
With  dull  unwillingnefs  to  pay  a  debt, 
Which  with  a  bounteous  hand  was  kindly  lent : 
Much  more  to  be  thus  oppofite  with  heav'n, 
For  it  requires  the  royal  debt  it  lent  you. 

RJv.  Madam,  bethink  you  like  a  careful  mother 
Of  the  young  Prince  your  fon  $  fend  ftrait  for  him, 
Let  him  be  crown'd,  in  him  your  comfort  lives. 
Drown  defp'rate  forrow  in  dead  Edivard\  grave, 
And  plant  your  joys  in  living  Edward's  throne. 
SCENE    III.     Enter  Gloucefter,  Buckingham, 
Stanley,  Haftings  and  RatclirT. 
Glo.  Sifter,  have  comfort :  all  of  us  have  caufe 
To  wail  the  dimming  of  our  fhining  ftar : 
But  none  can  help  our  harms  by  wailing  them. 
Madam,  my  mother,  I  do  cry  you  mercy, 
I  did  not  fee  you.    Humbly  on  my  knee 
I  crave  your  blefting. 

Dutch.  Gcd  blefs  thee,  and  put  meeknefs  in  thy 
Love,  charity,  obedience,  and  true  duty!  [breafi> 

Glo.  Amen,  and  make  me  die  a  good  old  man  ! 
That  is  the  butt  end  of  a  mother's  blefling  ; 
I  marvel  that  her  Grace  did  leave  it  out.  [Afide, 
Buck,  You  cloudy  Princes,  and  heart-forrowing  Peers, 
That  bear  this  mutual  heavy  load  of  moan, 
Now  chear  each  other  in  each  other's  love  ;  ■ 
Though  we  havefpentom  harveft  of  this  King, 
We  are  to  reap  the  harveft  of  his  Ion. 
The  broken  rancor  of  your  high-fwoln  hearts, 
But  lately  fplinter'd,  knit  andjoi-n'd  together, 
Muft  gently  be  preferv'd,  cherifh'd  and  kept ; 
Me  feemeth  good,  that  with  fome  little  train, 

3  3  Forth- 
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Forthwith  from  Ludlow  the  young  Prince  be  fetcht 
Hitherto  London,  to  be  crown'd  our  King. 

Ri<v.  Why  with  fome  little  train,  my  L  rd  of  Buckin- 

Buck.  Marry,  my  Lord,  left  by  a  multitude  [gham? 
The  new  healM-wound  of  malice  fhould  break  out  j 
Which  would  be  fo  much  the  more  dangerous, 
By  how  much  theeftate  is  yet  ungovern'd, 
Where  every  horfe  bears  his  commanding  rein, 
And  may  direcl  his  courfe  as  pleafe  himfelf ; 
As  well  the  fear  of  harm,  as  harm  apparent, 
In  my  opinion  ought  to  be  prevented. 

Glo  I  h'  pe  the  King  made  peace  with  all  of  us  j 
And  the  compact  is  firm  and  true  in  me. 

Stan,  And  fo  in  me,  and  fo  I  think  in  all. 
Yetfmce  it  is  but  green,  it  mould  be  put 
To  no  apparent  likelihood  of  breach, 
Which  haply  by  much  company  might  be  urgM  ; 
Therefore  I  fay,  with  noble  Buckingham, 
That  it  is  meet  but  few  mould  fetch  the  Prince. 

Haft.  And  fo  fay  I. 

Glo.  Then  be  it  fo,  and  go  we  to  determine 
Who  they  mall  be  that  fhait  mall  poft  to  Ludlow, 
Madam,  and  you  my  w^  y°u  &0> 

To  give  your  cenfures  in  this  weighty  bufinefs  ?  [Exeunt, 
Manent  Buckingham  £»<i  Gloucefter. 

Buck.  My  Lord,  whoever  journies  to  the  Prince, 
For  God's  fake  let  not  us  two  ftay  at  home  3 
Fcv  by  the  way,  Til  fort  occafion, 
As  index  to  the  ftcry  we  late  talkMof, 
To  part  the  Queen's  proud  kindred  from  the  Prince. 

Glo.  My  other  felf,  mycounfel's  confiftory, 
My  Oiacle,  my  prcphet  ! — my  dear  coufin, 
I,  as  a  child,  w  ill  go  by  thy  (iireclion. 
TowVd  Ludlow  then,  for  we'll  not  fby  behind  [Exeunt. 
S  C  E  N  E    IV.      A  Street. 
Enter  one  Citizen  at  one  door,  and  another  at  the  other. 

I  Cit,  Good  morrow,  neighbour,  whither  away  fo 

2.  Cit.  I  prcmife  you  I  hardly  know  my  felf :  [faft  ? 
Hear  you  the  news  abroad  ? 

I  Cit,  Yes,  the  King  is  dead. 

Z  Cit* 

Z 
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1  Cit.  Ill  news  by'r  Lady,  feldom  comes  a  better  ; 
I  fear,  I  fear,  'twill  prove  a  giddy  world. 

Enter  another  Citizen. 
3  Cit.  Neighbours,  God  fpeed  ! 

1  Cit.  Give  you  good  morrow,  Sir. 

3  Cit. Doth,  the  news  hold  of  goodKingE^W<f  s  death  ? 

2  Cit.  Ay,  Sir,  it  is  too  true,  God  help  the  while  ! 

3  Cit.  Then,  matters,  look  to  fee  a  troublous  world, 

1  Cit.  No,  no,  by  God's  good  grace  his  fon  mall  reign. 
3  Cit.  Wo  to  that  land  that's  govern'd  by  a  child  I 

2  Cit.  In  him  there  is  a  hope  of  government: 
Which  in  his  non-age,  counfel  under  him, 
And,  in  his  full  2nd  ripen'd  years,  himfelf 

No  doubt  mall  then,  and  'till  then  govern  well. 

t  Cit.  So  flood  the  ftate  when  Henry  the  Sixth 
Was  crown'd  in  Paris,  but  at  nine  months  old. 

3  Cit.  Stood  the  ftate  fo?no,  no,  good  friends,  God  wot  j 
For  then  this  land  was  famoufiy  enrich'd 

With  politick  grave  counfel  5  then  the  King 
Had  virtuous  uncles  to  protect  his  Grace. 

iCit.  Why,  fo  hath  this,  both  by  his  father  and  mother- 

3  Cit.  Better  it  were  they  all  came  by  his  father  j 
Or  by  his  father  there  were  none  at  all : 
For  emulation,  who  mall  now  be  neareft, 
Will  touch  us  all  too  near,  if  God  prevent  not. 
O,  full  of  danger  is  the  Duke  of  Glofler, 
And  the  Queen's  fons  and  brothers  haughty,  proud  : 
And  were  they  to  be  rul'd,  and  not  to  rule, 
This  fickly  land  might  folace  as  before. 

1  Cit.  Come,  come,  we  fear  the  worft  ;  all  will  be  well. 

3t7/>.When  clouds  are  feen,wife  men  put  on  their  cioaksj 
When  great  leaves  fall,  then  winter  is  at  hand  ; 
When  the  fun  fets,  who  doth  not  look  for  night  ? 
Untimely  ftorms  make  men  expect  a  dearth  : 
All  may  be  well  5  but  if  God  fort  it  fo, 
'Tis  more  than  we  deferve,  or  I  expect. 

2,  Cit.  Truly  the  hearts  of  men  are  full  of  fear  3 
Ycu  cannot  reafon  almoft  with  a  man 
That  looks  not  heavily,  and  full  of  dread. 

3  Cit.  Before  the  days  of  change,  ftill  is  it  fo  } 

By  a  divine  iultaft  men's  minds  miftruii 

En* 
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Enfuing  danger  ;  as  by  proof  we  fee 
The  water  fwell  before  a  boift'rous  ftorm. 
But  leave  it  all  to  God.    Whither  away  ? 

2  Cit.  Marry,  we  were  fent  for  to  the  Juftice?, 

3  Cit,  And  fo  was  I,  I'll  bear  vou  company.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    V.    The  Court. 

Enter  Archbifhop  c/*York,  the  young  Duke  of  York,  the 
^uee»y  and  the  Dutchefs  of  York. 

Arch.  I  heard  they  lay  the  laft  night  at  Northampton  t 
At  Stony -Stratford  they  do  reft  to-night : 
To-mcrrow  or  next  day  they  will  be  here. 

Dutch.  I  long  with  all  my  heart  to  fee  the  Prince  j 
I  hope  he  is  much  grown  fince  laft  I  faw  him. 

Queen.  But  1  hear,  not ;  they  fay  my  fon  of  York 
Has  almoft  overta'en  him  in  his  growth. 

York.  Ay,  mother,  but  I  would  not  have  it  fo. 

Dutch,  Why,  my  good  coufin,  it  is  good  to  grow. 

York,  Grandam,  one  night  as  we  did  fit  at  fupper, 
My  uncle  Rivers  talk'd  how  I  did  grow 
More  than  my  brother.    Ay,  quoth  my  uncle  Glo^fiery 
Small  herbs  have  grace,  great  iveeds  do  groiv  apace. 
And  fince,  methinks  1  would  not  grow  fo  fair, 
Becaufe  fweet  flow'rs  are  flow,  and  weeds  make  hafte. 

Dutch.  Good  faith,  good  faith,  the  faying  did  not  hold 
In  him  that  did  object  the  fame  to  thee. 
He  was  the  wretched '  ft  thing  when  he  was  young, 
§o  long  a  growing^and  fo  leifurely, 
That  if  his  rule  were  true,  he  fliould  be  gracious. 

York,  And  fo  no  doubt  he  is,  my  gracious  Madam. 

Dutch.  I  hope  he  is,  but  yet  let  mothers  doubt. 

York.  Now,  by  my  troth,  if  I  had  been  rememberM, 
I  could  have  giv'n  my  uncle's  Grace  a  flout 
To  touch  his  growth,  nearer  than  he  touch'd  mine. 

Dutch.  How,  my  young  York  ?  I  pr'ythee  let  me  hear  it» 

York.  Marry,  they  fay,  my  uncle  grew  fofaft, 
Thu  he  could  gnaw  a  cruft  at  two  hours  old  $ 
*Twas  full  two  years  ere  I  could  get  a  tooth. 
Grandam,  this  would  have  been  a  biting  jeft. 

Di  tch.  I  pr'ythee,  pretty  TV*,  who  told  thee  this  ? 
York,  Grandam,  his  nuxfe. 

Dutch 
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Dutch,  His  nurfe !  why,ih-  was  dead  ere  thou  waft  born. 
York.  If  'twere  not  ihe,  1  cannot  tell  who  told  me. 

Queen.  A  parlous  boy  go  to,  you  are  too  lhrewd. 

Dutch.  Good  Madam,  be  not  angry  with  a  child. 
Queen.  Pitchers  have  ears. 

Mnter  a  Mejjenger. 
Arch.  Here  comes  a  meflcnger  :  what  news  ? 
Mef  Such  news,  my  Lord,  as  grieves  me  to  report* 
Queen,  How  doth  the  Prince  ? 
Mef.  Well,  Madam,  and  in  health. 
Dutch.  What  is  thy  news  ? 

Mef  Lord  Rivers  and  1-crd  Gray  are  fent  to  Pomfnt, 
With  them  Sir  Thomas  Vaughan,  prifoners. 

Dutch.  Who  hath  committed  them  ? 

Mef  The  mighty  Dukes, 
Clo^fitr  and  Buckingham, 

Arch.  For  what  offence  ? 

Mef.  The  fum  of  ail  I  can  I  have  difclos'd : 
Why,  or  for  what,  the  Nobles  were  committed, 
Is  all  unknown  to  me,  my  gracious  Lady. 

Queen.  Ah  me  !  I  fee  the  ruin  of  my  houfe  5 
The  tyger  jiow  hath  feiz'd  the  gentle  hind. 
Jnfulting  tyranny  begins  to  jut 
Upon  the  innocent  and  awlefs  throne  5 
Welco  me,  deftru£lion,  blood  and  marTacre  ! 
I  fee,  as  in  a  map,  the  end  of  all. 

Dutch,  Accurfedand  unquiet  wrangling  days  ! 
Hew  many  of  you  have  mine  eyes  beheld  ? 
My  hufband  loft  his  life  to  get  the  crown, 
And  often  up  and  down  my  fons  were  toft, 
For  me  to  joy  and  weep  their  gain  and  lofs  2 
And  being  feated,  and  domeftick  broils 
Clean  over-blown,  themfelves  the  conquerors 
Make  war  upon  themfelves,  blood  againft  blood, 
Self  againft  felf :  O  moft  prrpofterous 
And  frantick  outrage  !  end  thy  damned  fpleen, 
Or  let  me  die,  to  look  on  death  no  more  ! 

Queen.  Come,  come,  my  boy,  we  will  to  Sanctuary. 
Madam,  farewel. 

Dutch.  Stay,  I  will  go  with  you. 

Qbecn.  You  have  no  caufe. 

Arch. 
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Arch.  My  gracious  Lady,  go, 
And  thither  bear  your  treafure  and  your  goods. 
For  my  part,  I'll  refign  unto  your  Grace 
The  feal  I  keep  \  and  fo  betide  it  me, 
As  well  I  tender  you,  and  all  of  yours  ! 
Go,  1*11  conduct  you  to  the  Sanctuary.    s  [Exeunt. 
A  C  T    III.     SCENE  I. 
Continues  in  London. 
The  Trumpets  found.    Enter  Prince  of  Wales,  the  Dukes  of 
Glouceft-'r  and  Buckingham,  Archbijhop,  with  others. 
Buck.  "T  TT  TELCOME,  fweet  Prince,  to  London,  to  your  ' 
VV  *  chamber. 

Glo.  Welcome,  dear  coufin,  my  thoughts  Sovereign, 
The  weary  way  hath  made  you  melancholy. 

Prince.  No,  uncle,  but  our  crofTes  on  the  way 
Have  made  it  tedious,  wearifome  and  heavy. 
I  want  more  uncles  here  to  welcome  me. 

Glo.  Sweet  Prince,  th'  untainted  virtue  of  your  years 
Hath  not  yet  div'd  into  the  world's  deceit : 
No  more  can  you  diftinguifh  of  a  man, 
Than  of  his  outward  fhew,  which,  God  he  knows, 
Seldom  or  never  jumpeth  with  the  heart. 
Thofe  uncles  which  you  want  were  dangerous : 
Your  Grace  attended  to  their  fugar'd  words, 
But  look'd  not  on  the  poifon  of  their  hearts  : 
God  keep  you  from  them,  and  from  fuch  falfe  friends  ! 
Prince.  God  keep  me  from  falfe  friends,  but  they  we*e 
none. 

Glo.  My  Lord,  the  Mayor  of  London  comes  to  greet  you. 

Enter  Lord  Mayor. 
May.  God  blefs  yourGrace  with  health  and  happy  days ! 
Prince.  I  thank  you,  good  my  Lord,  and  thank,  you  all : 
I  thought  my  mother,  and  my  brother  York, 
Would  long  ere  this  have  met  us  on  the  way. 
Fie,  what  a  Aug  is  Haftings !  that  he  comes  not 
To  tell  us,  whether  they  will  come  or  no.  „ 
Enter  Lor*/ Haftings. 
Buck.  And  in  good  time  here  comes  the  fweating  Lord. 
Prince.  Welcome,  my  Lord}  what,  will  our  mother 
Haft.  On  whatoccafion  God  he  knows,  not  I,  [come? 
*  London  was  anciently  call'd  Camera  regia. 

The 
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The  Queen  your  mother,  and  your  brother  York, 

Have  taken  Sanctuary  j  the  tender  Prince 

Would  fain  have  come  with  me  to  meet  your  Grace, 

But  by  his  mother  was  perforce  with-held. 

Buck,  Fie,  what  an  indirect  and  peevifh  courfe 

Is  this  of  hers  ?  Lord  Cardinal,  will  your  Grace 

Perfuade  the  Queen  to  fend  the  Duke  of  York 

Unto  his  Princely  brother  prefently  ? 

If  me  deny,  Lord  Hajiings,  you  go  with  him, 

And  from  her  jealous  arms  pluck  him  perforce. 

Arch.  My  Lord  of  Buckingham,  if  my  weak  oratory 

Can  from  his  mother  win  the  Duke  of  Tork, 

Anon  expect  him  here  5  but  if  me  be 

Obdurate  to  entreaties,  God  forbid 

We  tfiould  infringe  the  holy  privilege 

Of  Sanctuary  !  not  for  all  this  land 

Would  I  be  guilty  of  fo  deep  a  fin. 

Buck,  You  are  too  fenielefs,  obftinate,  my  Lord, 

Too  ceremonious  and  traditional. 

Weigh  it  but  with  the  greennefs  of  his  age, 

You  break  not  fanctuary,  in  feizing  him  j 

-The  benefit  thereof  is  always  granted 
To  thofe  whofe  dealings  have  defervrd  the  place  : 
And  thofe  who  have  the  wit  to  claim  the  place  : 
This  Prince  hath  neither  claim'd  it,  nor  deierv'd  it, 
Therefore,  in  mine  opinion,  cannot  have  it. 
Then  taking  him  from  thence  that  is  not  there, 
You  break  no  privilege  nor  charter  there  : 
Oft  have  I  heard  of  Sanctuary-men, 
But  Sanctuary-children  ne'er'till  now. 

Arch.  My  Lord,  you  mall  o'er- rule  my  mind  for  once. 
Come  on,  Lord  Hajiings,  will  you  go  with  me  ? 

Haft.  Igo,  my  Lord.  [Exeunt  Arch.  WHaft* 

Prince.  Good  Lords,  make  all  the  fpeedy  hafte  you  may. 
Say,  uncle  Gtifier,  if  our  brother  come, 
Where  mail  we  fojourn  'till  our  coronation  > 

GIo.  Where  it  feems  beft  unto  your  royal  felf. 
If  I  may  counfel  you,  fome  day  or  two 
Your  Highnefs  mall  repofe  you  at  the  Tower  : 
Then  where  you  pleafe,  and  fhall  be  thought  moft  fit 

For 
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For  your  beft  health  and  recreation. 

Prince.  I  do  not  like  theToiver  of  any  place  5 
Did  Julius  Cajar  build  that  place,  my  Lord  ? 

Buck,  He'did,  my  gracious  Lord,  begin  that  place. 
Which  fince,  fucceeding  ages  have  rebuilt. 

Prince.  Is  it  upon  record  ?  or  elfe  reported 
Succefiively  from  age  to  age  he  built  it  ? 
Buck.  Upon  record,  my  gracious  Lord. 
Prince,  But  fay,  my  Lord,  it  were  not  regifter'd, 
Methinks  the  truth  nVuld  live  from  age  to  age, 
As  'twere  retaiPd  to  all  pofterity, 
Even  to  the  general  all-*ending  day. 

Glo.  So  wife,  fo  young,  they  fay  do  ne'er  live  long. 
Prince.  What  fay  you,  uncle? 
Glo.  I  fay,  without  characters  fame  lives  lojig. 
Thus,  like  the  formal  wife  antiquity,  [AfiJt* 
I  moralize  two  meanings  in  one  word. 

Prince.  That  Julius  Ctefar  was  a  famous  man  9 
With  what  his  vaiour  did  enrich  his  wit, 
His  wit  let  down  to  make  his  valour  live  : 
Death  made  no  conqueft  of  this  conqueror  ; 
For  now  he  lives  in  fame,  though  not  in  life* 
I'll  tell  you  what,  my  coufm  Buckingham* 
Buck.  What,  my  gracious  Lord  ? 
Prince.  An  if  I  live  until  I  be  a  man, 
I'll  win  our  ancient  right  in  France  again, 
Or  die  a  foldier,  as  I  liv'd  a  King. 

Glo  Short  fummer  lightly  has  a  forward  fpring. 

Enter  York,  Haftings,  and  Arcbbipop. 
Buck.  New  in  good  time  here  comes  the  Duke  of  York* 
Prince.  Richard  of  York,  how  fares  our  noble  brother  ? 
York,  Well,  my  dread  Lord,  fo  moft  I  call  you.  now, 
Prince,  Ay,  brother,  to  our  grief,  as  it  is  yours  j 
Too  foon  he  dy'd  that  might  have  kept  that  title, 
Which  by  his  death  hath  loft  much  majefty. 
Glo.  How  fares  ourcoufin,  noble  Lord  of  York  ! 
York,  I  thank  you,  gentle  uncle.    O  my  Lord, 
You  faid,  that  idle  weeds  are  faft  in  growth  : 
The  Prince  my  brother  hath  outgrown  me  far* 

Glo.  He  hath,  my  Lord. 
x  Yerk  And  therefore  is  he  idle  I  Gk, 
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CU.  Oh,  my  fair  coufin,  I  mufl  not  fay  fo. 
York.  Then  is  he  more  beholden  to  you  than  I. 

Gh.  He  may  command  me  as  my  Sovereign, 
But  you  have  4>ow'r  in  me,  as  in  a  kinfman. 

York,  I  pray  you  uncle  then,  give  me  this  dagger. 

Glo.  My  dagger,  little  coufin  ?  with  all  my  heart. 

Prince.  A  beggar,  brother  ? 

York.  Of  my  kind  uncle,  that  I  know  will  give, 
And  being  a  toy  it  is  no  grief  to  give. 

Glo.  A  greater  gift  than  that  I'll  give  my  co«fin. 

York.  A  greater  gift  ?  O,  that's  the  fword  to  it. 

Glo.  Ay,  gentle  coufin,  were  it  light  enough. 

York.  O  then  I  fee  you'll  part  but  with  light  gifts, 
In  weightier  things  you'll  fay  a  beggar  nay. 

Glo.  It  is  too  weighty  for  your  Grace  to  wear. 

York.  I'd  weigh  it  lightly  were  it  heavier. 

Glo.  What,,  would  you  have  my  weapon,  little  Lord  > 

York.  I  would,  that  I  might  thank  you,  as  you  call  rae» 

Glo.  How? 

York.  Little. 

Prince.  My  Lord  of  York  will  ftill  be  crofs  in  talk  : 
Uncle,  your  Grace  knows  how  to  bear  with  him. 

York,  You  mean  to  bear  me,  not  to  bear  with  me  s 
Uncle,  my  brother  mocks  both  you  and  me  : 
Becaufe  that  I  am  little,  like  an  ape, 
He  thinks  that  you  mould  bear  me  on  your  moulder?. 

Buck.  With  what  a  ftiarp  provided  wit  he  reafons  ! 
To  mitigate  the  fcorn  he  gives  his  uncle,  . 
He  prettily  and  aptly  taunts  himfelf  5 
So  cunning,  and  fo  young,  is  wonderful. 

Glo.  My  gracious  Lord,  will't  pleafe  you  pafs along? 
My  felf  and  my  good  coufin  Buckingham 
"Will  to  your  mother,  to  entreat  of  her 
To  meet  you  at  the  Tower,  and  welcome  you. 

York.  What,  will  you  go  unto  the  Tower,  my  Lord  ? 
Prince*  My  Lord  Protector  here  will  have  it  fo. 
York.  I  mall  not  fleep  in  quiet  at  the  Tower. 
Glo.  Why,  Sir,  what  fhould  you  fear  ? 
York.  Marry,  my  uncle  Clarence''  angry  ghoft: 
Mv  erandam  told  J»e  he  was  murthef  d  theret  _ 
Voi,  VI,  T  Prim. 
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Prince.  I  fear  no  uncles  dead. 
Glo.  Nor  none  that  live,  I  hope. 
Prince,  An  if  they  live,  I  hope  I  need  not  fear* 
But  come,  my  Lord,  and  with  a  heavy  heart, 
Thinking  on  them,  go  I  unto  the  Tower. 

[Exeunt  Prince,  York,  Haft,  and  Archbijhsp, 
SCENE  II. 
Manent  Gloucefter,  Buckingham  tffl^Catefby. 
Buck.  Think  you,  my  Lord,  this  little  prating  Ybrk 
Was  not  incenfed  by  his  fubtle  mother, 
To  taunt  and  fcorn  you  thus  cpprobrioufly  ? 

Glo.  No  doubt,  no  doubt :  oh,  'tis  a  perTous  boy, 
Bold,  quick,  ingenious,  forward,  capable  j 
He's  all  the  mother's,  from  the  top  to  toe. 

Buck.  Well,  let  them  reft :  come,  Catefby,  thou  art  fwom 
As  deeply  to  effect  what  we  intend, 
As  clolely  to  conceal  what  we  impart : 
Thou  know'ft  our  reafons  urg'd  upon  the  way; 
What  think' ft  thou  ?  is  it  not  an  eafy  matter 
To  make  Lord  William  Haftivgs  of  our  mind, 
For  the  inftalment  of  this  noble  Duke 
Jn  the  feat  royal  of  this  famous  Ifle  ? 

Catef.  He  for  his  father's  fake  fo  loves  the  Prince* 
That  he  will  not  be  won  to  ought  againft  him. 

Buck.  What  think' ft  thou  then  of  Stanley  Pwill  not  he  ? 
Catef.  He  will  do  all  in  all  as  Haftings  doth. 
Buck.  Well  then,  no  more  than  this  :  go  gentle Catefby  % 
And  as  it  were  far  off  found  thou  Lord  Haftings, 
How  he  doth  ftand  affected  to  our  purpofe  5 
And  fummon  him  to-morrow  to  the  Tower , 
To  fit  about  the  coronation. 
If  thou  doft  find  him  tractable  to  us, 
Encourage  him,  and  tell  him  all  our  reafons  s 
If  he  be  leaden,  icy,  cold,  unwilling, 
Be  thou  fo  too,  and  fo  break  off  the  talk, 
And  give  us  notice  of  his  inclination  : 
For  we  to-morrow  hold  divided  councils, 
Wherein  thy  felf  /halt  highly  be  employ M« 

Glo.  Commend  me  to  Lord  William  5  tell  him,  Catefby, 
His  ancient  knot  of  dangerous  adverfaries 
To-morrow  are  let  blood  at  Pom/ret-cMe  j 

And 
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And  bid  my  friend,  for  joy  of  this  good  news, 
Give  miftrefs  Shore  one  gentle  kiis  the  more. 

Buck.  Good  Catejbyy  go,  effect  this  bufinefs  foundly, 
Catef  My  good  Lords  both,  with  all  the  heed  I  can* 
Glo.  Shall  we  hear  from  you,  Catefby,  erewelleep  ? 
Catvf  You  fhall,  my  Lord. 

Glo.  At  Oo/£y-place,  there  you  fhall  find  us  both. 

[Exit  Catefby. 

Buck.  My  Lord,  what  fhall  we  do,  if  we  perceive 
Lord  Haflings  will  not  yield  to  our  complots .? 

Glo.  Chop  off  his  head,  man  :  fomewhat  we  will  do, 
And  look,  when  I  am  King,  claim  thou  of  me 
Th'  Earldom  of  Hereford,  and  all  the  moveables 
Whereof  the  King,  my  brother,  ftood  poffeft. 

Buck.  I'll  claim  that  promife  at  your  Grace's  hand, 

Glo.  And  look  to  have  it  yielded  with  allkindnefs. 
Come,  let  us  fup  betimes,  that  afterwards 
"We  may  digeft  our  complots  in  fome  form,  [Exeunt. 
SCENE     III.    lord  Haftings'i  Houfe. 
Enter  a  Meffenger  to  the  Door  of  Haftiijgs. 

Mef.  My  Lord,  my  Lord  I 

Haft.  Who  knocks  ? 

Mef.  One  from  Lord  Stanley, 

Haft.  What  is' t  a  Clock  ? 

Mef.  Upon  the  ftroak  of  four. 

Enter  Lor^  Haftings. 

Haft.  Cannot  thy  mafter  fleep  thefe  tedious  nights  ? 

Mef.  So  it  appears  by  what  I  have  to  fay  ; 
Firft,  he  commends  him  to  your  noble  felf* 

Haft.  What  then  ? 

Mef.  Then  certifies  your  Lordihip,  that  this  night 
He  dreamt  the  boar  had  raifed  off  his  helm  : 
Befides,  he  fays  there  are  two  councils  held, 
And  that  may  be  determin'd  at  the  one, 
Which  may  make  you  and  him  to  rue  at  th*  other. 
Therefore  he  fends  to  know  your Lsrdfhip's  pleafure, 
If  you  will  prefently  take  horfe  with  him, 
And  with  all  fpeed  port  with  him  towards  the  north, 
To  fhun  the  danger  that  his  foul  divines. 

Haft,  Go,  fellow,  go,  return  unto  thy  Lord, 

Ta  Bid 


220        King  Richard  III. 

Bid  him  not  fear  the  feparated  councils  : 

His  honour  and  my  felf  are  at  the  one, 

And  at  the  other  is  my  good  friend  Catejby  ; 

Where  nothing  can  proceed  that  toucheth  us, 

Whereof  I  mall  not  have  intelligence : 

Tell  him  his  fears  are  mallow,  without  inftance  ; 

And  for  his  dreams,  I  wonder  he's  fo  fond 

To  truftthe  mockery  of  unquiet  (lumbers. 

To  fly  the  boar,  before  the  boar  purfues, 

Were  to  incenfe  th«  boar  to  follow  us, 

And  make  purfuit  where  he  did  mean  no  chafe* 

Go,  bid  thy  matter  rife  and  come  to  me, 

And  we  will  both  together  to  the  lower , 

Where  he  mall  fee  the  boar  will  ufe  us  kindly, 
Mef.  I'll  go,  my  Lord,  and  tell  him  what  you  fay* 

\Exiu 

Enter  Cateflby. 
Catef  Many  good  morrows  to  my  noble  Lord ! 
Haft,  Good  morrow,  Catejby,  you  are  early  ftirrmgs 
What  news,  what  news  in  this  our  tott'ring  ftate? 

Catef.  It  is  a  reeling  world  indeed,  my  Lord  } 
And  I  believe  will  never  ftand  upright, 
'Till  Richard  wear  the  garland  of  the  realm. 
Haft.  How  !  wear  the  garland  ?  doft  thou  mean  the 
Catef.  Ay,  my  good  Lord.  [crown  ? 

Haft.  I'll  have  this  crown  of  mine  cut  from  my  moulders* 
Before  Til  fee  the  crown  fo  foul  mifplacM. 
But  canfl  thou  guefs  that  he  doth  aim  at  it  ? 

Catef.  Ay,  on  my  life,  and  hopes  to  find  you  for\var*l 
Upon  his  party,  for  the  gain  thereof; 
And  thereupon  he  fends  you  this  good  news, 
That  this  fame  very  day  your  enemies, 
The  kindred  of  the  Queen,  mutt  die  at  Pom/ret.  , 

Haft.  Indeed  I  am  no  mourner  for  that  news, 
Becaufe  they  have  been  ftill  my  adverfaries ; 
But  that  I'll  give  my  voi«e  on  Richard's  fide, 
To  bar  my  matter's  heirs  in  true  defcent, 
God  knows  I  will  not  do  it,  to  the  death. 

Catef.  Go/1  keep  your  Lordmip  in  that  gracious  mind  ! 
Hqft,  But  I  mall  laugh  at  this  a  twelvemonth  hence. 

That 
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That  they  who  brought  me  in  my  matter's  hate, 
I  live  to  look  upon  their  tragedy. 
Well,  Catejby,  ere  a  fortnight  make  me  older, 
I*U  fend  fome  packing  that  yet  think  not  on't. 

Catej.  'Tis  a  vile  thing  to  die,  my  gracious  Lord, 
When  men  are  unprepar'd  and  look  not  for  it. 

Haft.  O  monftrous,  monftrous  !  and  lb  falls  it  out 
With  Rivers y  Vaughan,  Gray  ;  and  fo  'twill  do 
With  fome  men  elfe,  who  think  themfelves  as  fafe 
As  thou  and  I,  who  as  thou  know' ft  are  dear 
To  Princely  Richard  and  to  Buckingham. 

Catej,  The  Princes  both  make  high  account  of  you— 
For  they  account  his  head  upon  the  bridge.  [AJide. 

Haft.  I  know  they  do,  and  I  have  well  deferv'd  it. 
Enter  Lord  Stanley. 
Come  on,  come  on,  where  is  your  boar-fpear  man  ? 
Fear  you  the  boar,  and  go  fo  unprovided  ? 

Stan.  My  Lord  good  morrow,  and  good  morrow, Catejby\ 
You  may  jeft  on,  but  by  the  holy  rood, 
1  do  not  like  thefe  feveral  councils,  I. 

Haft,  My  Lord,  I  hold  my  life  as  dear  as  your:-, 
And  never  in  my  days,  I  do  proteft, 
Was  it  fo  precious  to  me  as  'tis  now ; 
Think  you,  but  that  I  know  our  ftate  fecure, 
I  would  be  fo  triumphant  as  I  am  ? 

&a«.TheLords  at  Pomf  ret , when  they  rode  fromLondon^ 
Were  jocund,  and  fuppos'd  their  ftates  were  fure, 
And  they  indeed  had  no  caufe  to  miftruft ; 
But  yet  you  fee  how  foon  the  day  o'er-caft. 
This  fudden  ftab  of  rancor  I  mifdoubt  5 
Pray  God,  I  fay,  I  prove  a  needlefs  coward  ! 
What,  fhall  we  tow'rJ  the  Tower  f  the  day  is  fpent. 

Haft.  Come,  come,  have  with  you  :  wot  ye  what, 
my  Lord  ? 

To-day  the  Lords  you  talk  of  are  beheaded. 

Stan.  They,  for  their  truth  might  better  wear  their 

heads, 

Than  fome  that  have  accus'd  them  wear  their  hats. 
But  come,  my  Lord,  away. 

T  %  Enter 
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Enter  a  Purfuivant. 

Haft,  Go  on  before,  I'll  talk  with  this  good  fellow. 

[Exeunt  Lord  Stanley  and  Catefby. 
Sirrah,  how  now  ?  how  goes  the  world  with  thee  ? 

Purft  The  better,  that  your  Lordfhip  pleafe  to  aflc. 

Haft.  I  tell  thee,  man,  'tis  better  with  me  now, 
Than  when  thou  met' ft  me  laft  where  now  we  meet  \ 
Then  was  I  going  prifener  to  the  Tower, 
By  the  fuggeftion  of  the  Queen's  allies. 
But  now  I  tell  thee,  keep  it  to  thy  felf, 
This  day  thofe  enemies  are  put  to  death, 
And  I  in  better  ftate  than  e'er  I  was. 

Purf.  God  hold  it  to  your  honour's  good  content"! 

Haft,  Gramercy,  fellow  j  there  drink  that  forme. 

[Throws  him  his  purfe, 

Purf.  I  thank  your  honour. 

Enter  a  Prieft. 
Prieft.'WeVi  met,  myLord,  I'm  glad  to  fee  your  honour. 
Haft.  I  thank  thee,  good  Sir  John,  with  all  my  heart  ; 
I'm  in  your  debt  fci  your  laft  exercife  : 
Come  the  next  fabbath,  and  I  will  content  you. 

[He  whiff  ers. 

Enter  Buckingham. 
Buck.  What,  talking  with  a  Prieft,  Lord  Chamberlain? 
Your  friends  at  Pom/ret  they  do  need  the  Prieft, 
Your  honour  hath  no  mriving  work  in  hand. 

Haft.  Good  faith,  and  when  I  met  this  holy  man, 
The  men  you  talk  of  came  into  my  mind. 
What,  go  you  tow'rd  the  Tower? 

Buck.  I  do,  my  Lord,  but  long  I  fhall  not  ftay : 
I  /hail  return  before  your  Lordfhip  thence. 

Haft.  Nay,  like  enough,  for  I  ftay  dinner  there. 
Buck,  And  fupper  too,altho'  thou  know'ft  it  not.(y£/k&. 
Come,  will  you  go  ? 

Haft,  I'll  wait  upon  your  LordnSip.  [Exeunt. 
SCENE    IV.  PomfretXaftle. 
Enter  Sir  Richard  Ratcliff,  with  halberds,  carrying  Lord 
Rivers,  Lord  Gray,  and  Sir  Thomas  Vaughan  to  death. 
Rat.  Come,  bring  forth  the  prifoners. 
Biff,  Sir  Richard  Ratcliff ,  let  me  fell  thee  this, 

To-day 
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To-day  (halt  thou  behold  a  fubject  die 
For  truth,  for  duty,  and  for  loyalty. 

Gray.  God  keep  the  Prince  from  all  the  pack  of  you  ! 
A  knot  you  are  of  damned  blood- fuckers. 

Vaugb.  You  live,  that  mall  cry  woe  for  this  hereafter. 

Rat.  Difpatch  ;  the  limit  of  your  lives  is  out. 

Riv.  O  Pom/ret,  Pomfret  /  O  thou  bloody  prifon  ! 
Fatal  and  ominous  to  noble  Peers  ! 
Within  the  guilty  clofure  of  thy  walls 
Richard  the  iecond  hzxt  was  hack'd  to  death  : 
And  for  more  flander  to  thy  difmal  feat, 
We  give  to  thee  our  guiltlefs  blood  to  drink. 

Gray,  Now  Margret*%  curfe  is  fall'n  upon  our  heads* 
When  Ihe  exclaim'd  onHaftings,  You,  and  I, 
For  ftanding  by  when  Richard  ftab'd  her  fon. 

Riv.  Then  curs'd  Ihe  Richard,  curs'd  me  Buckingham-, 
Then  curs'd  me  Haftings.    O  remember,  God  ! 
To  hear  her  prayer  for  them,  as  now  for  us  : 
As  for  myfifter  and  her  Princely  fons, 
Be  fatisfy'd,  dear  God  !  with  our  true  blood  ; 
Which,  as  thou  know'ft,  unjuftly  muft  be  fpilt. 

Rat.  Make  hafte,  the  hour  of  death  is  now  expirM. 

Ri-v.  Come,  Gray  ;  come,  Vaughan  j  let  us  all  embrace; 
Farewel,  until  we  meet  again  in  heaven.  *  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    V.    The  rower. 
Buckingham,  Stanley,  Haftings,  Bijhop  of  Ely,  Catefby, 
Norfolk,  Ratcliff,  Lovcl,  with  others,  at  a  Table. 

Haft.  Now,  noble  Peers,  the  caule  why  we  are  met 
Is  to  determine  of  the  coronation  : 
In  God's  name  fpeak,  when  is  the  royal  day  ? 

Buck.  Are  all  things  ready  for  that  royal  time  ? 

Start.  They  are,  and  want  but  nomination. 

Ely.  To-morrow  then  I  judge  a  happy  day. 

Buck.  Who  knows  the  Lord  Protector's  mind  herein  ? 
Who  is  moft  inward  with  the  noble  Duke  ? 

EL  YourGrace,we  chink, mould  fooncft  know  his  minda 

Buck.  We  know  each  other's  faces ;  for  our  hearts, 
He  knows  no  more  of  mine  than  I  of  yours  j 
Nor  I  of  his,  my  Lord,  than  you  of  mine  ; 
Lord  Hajlings,  you,  and  he  are  near  in  love. 

Haft, 
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Haft.  I  thank  his  Grace,  I  know  he  loves  me  well  i 

But  for  his  purpofe  in  the  coronation, 

I  have  not  founded  him,  nor  he  deliver'd 

His  gracious  pleafure  any  way  therein  : 

But,  you,  my  noble  Lord,  may  name  the  time, 

And  in  the  Duke's  behalf  I'll  give  my  voice, 

"Which  I  prefume  he'll  take  in  gentle  part. 

Enter  Glcucefter. 

Ely.  In  happy  time  here  comes  the  Duke  himfelf. 

Glo.'  My  noble  Lords  and  coufins  all,  good  morrow  j 
I  have  been  long  a  fleeper  ;  but  I  truft 
My  abfence  doth  neglect  no  great  defign, 
Which  by  my  prefence  might  have  been  concluded. 

Buck.  Had  you  not  come  upon  your  cue,  my  Lord, 
William  Lord  Haftings  had  proncunc'd  your  part, 
I  mean  your  voice  for  crowning  of  the  King. 

Glo.  Than  my  Lord  Haftings  no  man  might  be  bolder, 
His  lordfliip  knows  me  well,  and  loves  me  well. 
My  Lord  cf  Ely,  when  I  was  laft  in  Holbourne, 
I  faw  good  ftrawberries  in  your  garden  there  $ 
I  do  befeech  ycu,  fend  for  feme  of  them. 

Ely.  Marry,  and  will,  my  Lord,  with  all  my  heart. 

[Exit  Ely. 

Glo.  Coufin  of  Buckin/bam,  a  word  with  you. 
Catefby  hath  founded  Hajlings  in  our  bufinefs, 
And  finds  the  tefty  gentleman  fo  hot, 
That  he  will  lofe  his  head  ere  give  confent, 
His  matter's  ion,  as  worfhipfully  he  terms  it, 
Shall  lofe  the  royalty  of  England's  throne. 

Buck.  Withdraw  your  feif  a  while,  Til  go  with  you, 
[Exeunt  Gloucefter  and  Buckingham. 

Stan.  We  have  not  yet  fet  down  this  day  of  triumph  : 
To-morrow,  in  my  judgment,  is  too  fuddenj 
For  I  my  felf  am  not  fo  well  provided, 
As  elfe  I  would  be,  were  the  day  prolong'd. 

Re-enter  Bijhop  of  Ely. 

Ely,  Where  is  my  Lord  the  Duke  of  Gloucefter  f 
I  have  font  ftraitway  for  thefe  ftrawberries. 

Haft.  His  Grace  looks  chearfully  and  fmooth  this  morn- 
There's  fome  conceit  or  other  likes  him  well,        [ing  ; 

When 
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When  that  he  bids  good -morrow  with  fuch  fpirit. 
I  think  there's  ne'er  a  man  in  Chriftendom 
Can  lefTer  hide  his  love  or  hate  than  he  $ 
For  by  hrs  face  (trait  mall  you  know  his  heart. 

Stan.  What  of  his  heart  perceive  you  in  his  face, 
By  any  likelihood  he  fhew'd  to-day  ?  ( 

Baft.  Marry,  that  with  no  man  here  he  is  offended  z 
For  were  he,  he  had  fhewn  it  in  his  looks. 

Re-enter  Gloucefter  and  Buckingham. 
Gh.  I  pray  you  all,  tell  me  what  they  deferve, 
That  do-  confpire  my  death  with  devilim  plots 
Of  damned  witchcraft,  and  that  have  prevailed 
Upon  my  body  with  their  hellifh  charms. 

Haft.  The  tender  love  I  bear  your  Grace,  my  Lord, 
Makes  me  moft  forward  in  this  Princely  prefence, 
To  doom  th*  offenders,  whofoe'er  they  be  : 
I  fay,  my  Lord,  they  have  deferved  death. 

Gfot  Then  he  your  eyes  the  witnefs  of  their  evil, 
Look  how  I  am  bewitch'd  ;  behold  mine  arm 
Is  like  a  blafted  fapling  withered  up  : 
And  this  is  Ed<ward*s  wife,  that  monftrous  witch, 
Conforted  with  that  harlot,  {trumpet  Shore, 
That  by  their  witchcraft  thus  have  marked  me.  . 
Haft.  If  they  have  done  this  deed,  my  noble  Lord— • 
Gh.  If  ?  thou  protector  of  this  damned  {trumpet, 
TalkTft  thou  to  me  of  Ifs  ?  thou  art  a  traitor 

Off  with  his  head  now,  by  Saint  Paul  I  fwear, 

I  will  not  dine  until  I  fee  the  fame. 
Lovel  and  CateJ&y,  look  that  it  be  done  : 
The  reft  that  love  me,  rife  and  follow  me.  [Exeunt 
Manent  Lovel  and.  Catefby,  with  the  Lor^Haftings. 
Haft.  Woe,  woe,  for  England  I  not  a  whit  for  me  ; 
For  I,  too  fond,  might  have  prevented  this : 
Stanley  did  dream  the  boar  did  rafe  our  helms, 
But  I  did  fcorn  it,  and  difdain  to  fly  ; 
Three  times  to-day  my  foot-cloth-horfe  did  ftumble. 
And  ftarted  when  he  lookM  upon  the  Tower, 
As  loth  to  bear  me  to  the  flaughter-houfe. 
O,  now  I  need  the  Prieft  that  fpake  to  me  ; 
I  now  repent  I  told  the  Parfuivant, 
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As  tco  triumphing,  ,  how  mine  enemies,  ' 
To-day  at  Pom/ret  bloodily  were  butcher'd, 
And  I  my  felf  fecure  in  grace  and  favour. 
Oh  Margaret,  Margaret,  now  thy  heavy  curfe 
Is  lighted  on  poor  Haftings  wretched  head. 

Catef.  Come,  come,  difpatch  5  the  Duke  will  be  at 
dinner. 

Make  a  fhort  fhrift,  he  longs  to  fee  your  head. 

Haft.  O  momentary  grace  of  mortal  men, 
Which  we  more  hunt  for  than  the  grace  of  God  ! 
Who  builds  his  hope  in  th'  air  of  your  fair  looks, 
Lives  like  a  drunken  failor  on  a  mafV, 
Ready  with  every  nod  to  tumble  down 
Into  the  fatal  bowels  of  the  deep. 

Lav.  Cjme,  come,  difpatch,  *tis  bootlefs  to  exclaim* 

Haft.  O  blocdy  Richard  I  miferable  England  I 
I  prophefie  the  fearful' ft  time  to  thee, 
That  ever  wretched  age  hath  lockM  upon. 
Come  lead  me  to  the  block,  bear  him  my  head  : 
They  fmile  at  me,  who  fhortly  fliall  be  dead.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE    VI.    Continues  in  the  Tower. 
Enter  Gloucefter  and  Buckingham  in  rufty  Armour,  mar' 
*veUous  ill -favour^ d. 

Glo.  Come,coufin,  canft  thou  quake  and  change  thy  co- 
Murther  thy  breath  in  middle  of  a  word,  [lour, 
And  then  again  begin,  and  ftop  again, 
As  if  thou  wert  diftraught,  and  mad  with  terror  ? 

Buck  Tut,  I  can  counterfeit  the  deep  tragedian, 
Speak,  and  look  back,  and  pry  on  every  fide, 
Tremble  and  ftart  at  wagging  of  a  ftraw, 
Intending  deep  fufpicion  :  ghaftly  looks 
Are  at  my  fervice,  like  enforced  fmiles  j 
And  both  are  ready  in  their  offices, 
At  any  time  to  grace  my  ftratagems. 

Glo.  Here  comes  the  Mayor. 

Enter  the  Lord  Mayor,  attended. 

Buck.  Let  me  alone  to  entertain  him  ■  ■    ■  ■ 
Lord  Mayor  

Glo.  Look  to  the  draw-bridge  there. 

Busk,  Hark,  a  drwn  ! 

Glo. 
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Gh.  Same  one  o'erlook  the  walls. 

Buck,  Lord  Mayor,  the  reafon  we  have  fent  ■ 

Glo.  Look  back,  defend  thee,  here  are  enemies. 

Buck.  Gcd  and  our  innocence  defend  and  guard  us  I 
Enter  Lovel  and  Catefby  nvitb  Haftings"*  Head. 

Glo.  Be  patient,  they  are  friends  5  Catejby  and  Lovcl, 

Low.  Here  is  the  head  of  that  ignoble  traitor, 
The  dangerous  and  unfufpected  Haflings* 

Glo.  So  dear  I  lov'd  the  man  that  I  muft  weep  3 
I  took  him  for  the  plaineft,  harmlefs  creature 
That  breathM  upon  the  earth  a  Chriftian  : 
Made  him  my  book,  wherein  my  foul  recorded 
The  hiftory  of  all  her  fecret  thoughts; 
So  fmooth  he  daub'd  his  vice  with  fhew  of  virtue, 
That,  (his  apparent  open  guilt  omitted, 
I  mean  his  converfation' with  Shore* s  wife) 
He  liv'd  from  all  attainder  of  fufpelh 

Buck.We\\,  well,  he  was  thecovert'ft  fhelter'd  traitor- 
Would  you  imagine,  or  almoft  believe, 
(Were  not,  that  by  great  prefervation 
We  live  to  tell  it)  that  the  fubtlc  traitor 
Thii  day  had  plotted,  in  the  council— houfe, 
To  murther  me  and  my  good  Lord  of  Glower  f 

Mayor.  What  ?  had  he  fo  ? 

Glo.  What !  think  you  we  are  Turks  or  infidels  } 
Or  that  we  would  againft  the  form  of  law, 
Proceed  thus  raflily  to  the  villain's  death ; 
But  that  the  extream  peril  of  the  cafe, 
The  peace  of  England,  and  our  perfon*s  fafety 
Inforc'd  us  to  this  execution  ? 

Mayor,  Now  fair  befall  you  !  he  deferv'd  his  death  j 
And  your  good  Graces  both  have  well  proceeded, 
To  warn  falfe  traitors  from  the  like  attempts. 
I  never  lookM  for  better  at  his  hands, 
After  he  once  fell  in  with  miftrefs  Shore, 

Buck.  Yet  had  we  not  determined  he  mould  die, 
Until  your  Lordfbip  came  to  fee  his  end  ; 
Which  now  the  loving  hafte  of  thefe  our  friends, 
Something  againft  our  meaning  hath  prevented  5 
Becaufe,  my  Lord,  we  would  have  had  you  heard 
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The  traitor  fpeak,  and  tim'rouily  confefs 
The  manner  and  the  purpofe  of  his  treafons  : 
That  you  might  well  have  fignify'd  the  fame 
Unto  the  citizens,  who  haply  may 
Mifconftrue  us  in  him,  and  wail  his  death. 
Mayor.  Tut !  my  good  Lord,  your  Grace's  word  &aU 
ferve, 

As  well  as  I  had  feen  and  heard  him  fpeak  : 
And  do  not  doubt,  right  noble  Princes  both, 
But  I'll  acquaint  our  duteous  citizens 
With  all  your  juft  proceedings  in  this  cafe* 

Glo.  And  to  that  end  we  wifh'd  your  Lordfhlp  here, 
T'  avoid  the  cenfures  of  the  carping  world* 

Buck.  But  fince  you  come  too  late  of  our  intent, 
Yet  witnefs  what  you  hear  we  did  intend : 
Andfo,  my  gcod  Lord  Mayor,we  bid  farewel.  [ExitMayvr* 

Glo.  Go  after,  after,  ccufin  Buckingham, 
The  Mayor  towards  Guild-hall  hies  him  in  all  poft  : 
There  at  your  meeteft  vantage  of  the  time, 
Infer  the  baftardy  of  Edward*  s  children  5 
Tell  them,  how  Edward  put  to  death  a  citizen, 
Only  for  faying  he"  would  make  his  fon 
Heir  to  the  Crown,  meaning  indeed  his  houfe, 
Which  by  the  fign  thereof  was  termed  fo« 
Moreover,  urge  his  hateful  luxury, 
And  beftial  appetite  in  change  of  luft, 
Which  ftretch'd  unto  their  fervants,  daughters,  wives, 
Ev'n  where  his  ranging  eye,  or  favage  heart, 
Without  controul,  lufted  to  make  a  prey. 
Nay,  for  a  need,  tmn.  far  come  near  my  perfon  : 
Tell  them,  when  that  ray  mother  went  with  chiii 
Of  that  infatiate  Edward,  noble  York 
My  Princely  father  then  had  wars  in  France  \ 
And  by  juft  computation  of  the  time, 
Found  that  the  iiTue  was  not  his  begot : 
Which  well  appeared  in  his  lineaments, 
Being  nothing  like  the  noble  Duke,  my  father  : 
Yet  touch  this  fparingly,  as  'twere  far  off, 
Becauie,  my  Lord,  you  know  my  mother  lives* 
Buck.  Doubt  not,  my  Lord,  I'ii  play  the  oratar 

As 
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As  if  the  golden  fee,  for  which  I  plead, 
Were  for  my  felf ;  and  fo,  my  Lord,  adieu. 

Glo.  If  you  thrive  well,bring  them  toBaynarcTs  caftle 
Where  you  mall  find  me  well  accompanied 
With  reverend  fathers  and  well-learned  Bifhops. 

Buck.  I  go,  and  towards  three  or  four  a  clock, 
Look  for  the  news  that  the  Guild-Hail  affords. 

[Exit  Buckingham* 
Glo,  GoyLovel,  with  all  fpeed  to  Doctor  §ha<w. 
Go  thou  to  Friar  Peuker,  bid  them  both       [To  Catefby. 
Meet  me  within  this  hour  at  Baynard's  Caftle. 

[Exeunt  Lovel  and  Catefby federally 0 
Now  will  I  go  to  take  fome  privy  order 
To  draw  the  brats  of  Clarence  out  of  light; 
And  to  give  order,  that  no  fort  of  perfon 
Have  any  time  recourfe  unto  the  Princes.  \Exit9 
Enter  a  Scrivener. 
Scriv.Here  is  th*  Indictment  of  the  good  Lord  Haftings% 
Which  in  a  fet  hand  fairly  is  engrofs'd, 
That  it  maybe  to-day  read  o'er  in  PauPs. 
And  mark  how  well  the  fequel  hangs  together; 
Eleven  hours  1  have  fpent  to  write  it  over, 
For  yefternight  by  Catefby  was  it  fent  me  : 
The  precedent  was  full  as  long  a  doing. 
And  yet  within  thefefive  hours  Haftings  liv'df 
Untainted,  unexamin'd,  free,  at  liberty. 
Here's  a  good  world  the  while  $  who  is  fo  grofa 
That  cannot  fee  this  palpable  device  ? 
Yet  who  fo  bold,  but  fays,   he  fees  it  not  ? 
Bad  is  the  world,  and  all  will  come  to  nought, 
When  fuch  ill  dealings  muft  be  feen  in  thought.  \Exit% 
SCENE    VII.     Baynard'*  Caftle. 
Enter  Gloucefter  and  Buckingham  at  fcvtral  doors, 
Glo.  How  now,  how  now,  what  fay  the  citizens  t 
Buck,  Now  by  the  holy  mother  of  our  Lord, 
The  citizens  are  mum,  fay  not  aword. 

Glo.  Touch'd  you  the  baftardy  of  Edivard's  children  ? 
Buck.  I  did,  with  his  contract  with  Lady  Lucyy 
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And  his  contract  by  deputy  in  France  5 
Th*  unfatiate  greedinefs  of  his  defires, 
And  his  enforcement  of  the  city  wives  ; 
His  tyranny  for  trifles  5  his  own  baftardy, 
As  being  got,  your  father  then  in  France, 
And  his  refemblance,  being  not  like  the  Duke. 
Withal,  I  did  infer  your  lineaments, 
Being  the  right  idea  of  your  father, 
Both  in  your  form  and  noblenefs  of  mind  : 
Laid  open  all  your  victories  in  Scot/and, 
Your  difcipline  in  war,  wifdom  in  peace, 
Your  bounty,  virtue,  fair  humility : 
Indeed  left  nothing  fitting  for  the  purpofe 
Untouch'd,  or  flightly  handled  in  difcourfe. 
And  when  my  oratory  grew  tow'rd  end, 
3  bid  them  that  did  love  their  country's  good, 
Cry,  God  fave  Richard,  England's  royal  King! 
G!o.  And  did  they  fo  ? 

Buck.  No,  fo  Qod  help  me,  they  fpake  not  a  word, 
But  like  dumb  ftatues  or  unbreathing  ftones, 
Star'd  each  on  other,  and  look'd  deadly  pale  : 
•  Which  when  I  faw,  I  reprehended  them, 
And  afk'd  the  Mayor  what  meant  this  wilful  filence  ? 
His  anfwerwas,  the  people  were  not  ufed 
To  be  fppke  to  except  by  the  Recorder. 
Then  he  was  urg'd  to  tell  my  tale  again  : 
Thus  faith  the  Duke,  thus  hath  the  Duke  inferr'd, 
But  nothing  fpoke  in  warrant  from  himfelf. 
When  he  had  dene,  feme  followers  of  mine  own, 
At  lower  end  o'  th'  hall,  hurl'd  up  their  caps, 
And  fome  ten  voices  cry'd,  God  fave  King  Richard  I 
And  thus  I  took  the  vantage  of  thofe  few* 
Thanks,  gentle  citizens  and  friends,  quoth  I, 
This  general  applaufe  and  chearful  fhout 
Argues  your  wifdom,  and  your  love  to  Richard, 
And  even  here  brake  off,  and  came  away. 

Glo.  What  tonguelefs  blocks  were  they,  they  would 
not  fpeak  ? 

Will  not  the  Mayor  then  and  his  brethren  come  ? 
#uck,  The  Mayov  is  here  at  hand  5  pretend  fome  fear, 
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Be  not  you  fpoke  with,  but  by  mighty  fuit ; 
And  look  you  get  a  prayer-book  in  your  hand, 
And  ftand  between  two  churchmen,  good  my  Lord, 
For  on  that  ground  I'll  build  a  holy  defcant  : 
And  be  not  eafily  won  to  our  requefts : 
Play  the  maid's  part,  ftillanfwer  nay,  and  take  it, 

Glo.  I  go :  and  if  you  plead  as  well  for  them, 
As  I  can  fay  nay  to  thee,  for  my  felf  j 
No  doubt  we'  U  bring  it  to.  a  happy  ifTue.  [Exit  Gloucefter* 

Buck,  Go,  go  up  to  the  leads,  the  Lord  Mayor  knocks# 
Enter  Lord  Mayor  and  Citixens, 
Welcome,  my  Lord,  I  dance  attendance  here> 
I  think  the  Duke  will  not  be  fpoke  withal. 

Enter  Catefby. 

Buck,  Catejby,  what  fays  your  Lord  to  my  requeft  ? 

Catef.  He  doth  intreat  your  Grace,  my  noble  Lord, 
To  vifit  him  to-morrow,  or  next  day  5 
He  is  within,  but  with  two  reverend  fathers  j 
Divinely  bent  to  meditation  5 
And  in  no  worldly  fuits  would  he  be  mov*d# 
To  draw  him  from  his  holy  exercife. 

Buck,  Return,  good  Catejby,  to  the  gracious  Duke> 
Tell  him,  my  felf,  the  Mayor  and  aldermen, 
In  deep  defigns,  in  matter  of  great  moment, 
No  lefs  importing  than  our  gen'ral  good, 
Are  come  to  have  fome  conf'rence  with  his  Grace. 

Catef.  I'll  fignifie  fo  much  unto  him  ftrait.  [Exit, 

Buck,  Ah,  ah,  my  Lord,  this  Prince  is  notznEdward; 
He  is  not  lolling  on  a  lewd  love- bed, 
But  on  his  knees  at  meditation  : 
Not  dallying  with  a  brace  of  curtezans^ 
But  meditating  with  two  deep  divines  5 
Not  fleeping,  to  engrofs  his  idle  body, 
But  praying,  to  enrich  his  watchful  fouL 
Happy  were  England,  would  this  virtuous  Prince 
Take  on  his  Grace  the  Sov' reign ty  thereof, 
But  furel  fear  we  mall  not  win  him  to  it. 

Mayor,  Marry,  Godmield,  his  Grace  mould  fay  us  nay« 

Buck,  I  fear  he  will  5  here  Catejby  comes  again. 

U  z  £«t* 


232  King  Richard  III. 

Enter  Catefby. 
Catefby  9  what  fays  his  Grace  ? 

Catef.  He  wonders  to  what  end  you  have  alTemble^ 
Such  troops  of  citizens  to  come  to  him, 
His  Grace  not  being  warn'd  thereof  before : 
He  fears,  my  Lord,  you  mean  no  good  to  him. 

Buck,  Sorry  lam,  my  noble  coufin  mould 
Sufpect  me,  that  I  mean  no  good  to  him : 
By  heav'n,  we  come  to  him  in  perfect  love, 
And  to  once  more  return, and  tell  his  Grace.  [Ex.  Gateflby. 
"When  holy  and  devout  religious  men 
Are  at  their  beads,  'tis  hard  to  draw  them  thence, 
So  fweet  is  'zealous  contemplation. 

SCENE  VIII. 

Enter  Gloucefter  above,  between  two  Clergymen, 
Gatefby  returns. 
May. See  where  his  Grace  {lands  'tween  two  Clergymen. 

Buck.  Two  props  of  virtue,  for  a  Chriftian  Prince, 
To  flay  him  from  the  fall  of  vanity  : 
And  fee  a  book  of  prayer  in  his  hand, 
True  ornaments  to  know  a  holy  man. 
Famous  Plantagenet !   moft  gracious  Prince, 
Lend  favourable  ear  to  our  requefts, 
And  pardon  us  the  interruption 
Of  thy  devotion  and  right  Chriftian  zeal. 

Glo.  My  Lord,  there  needs  no  fuch  apology  j 
I  do  befeech  your  Grace  to  pardon  me, 
"Who  earner!:  in  the  fervice  of  my  God, 
Deferr'd  the  vifitation  of  my  friends. 
But  leaving  this,  what  is  your  Grace's  pleafure  ? 

Buck.  Ev'n  that,  I  hope,  which  pleafeth  God  above, 
And  all  good  men  of  this  ungovern'd  Ifle. 

Glo.  I  do  fufpecl  I  have  done  fome  offence, 
That  feems  difgracious  in  the  city's  eye, 
And  that  you  come  to  reprehend  my  ignorance. 

Buck,  You  have,  my  Lord  :  would  it  might  pleafe  your 
On  our  entreaties  to  amend  your  fault.  [Grace, 

Glo.  Elfe  wherefore  breathe  I  in  a  Chriftian  land  ? 

Buck.  Know  then,  it  is  your  fault  that  you  refign 
The  fupream  feat,  the  throne  rriajeftical, 
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The  TcepterM  office  of  your  anceftors, 
Vour  ftate  of  fortune,  and  your  due  of  birth, 
The  lineal  glory  of  your  royal  houfe. 
To  the  corruption  of  a  blemifh'd  flock  : 
While  in  the  mildnefs  of  your  Heepy  thoughts, 
Which  here  we  waken  to  our  country *s  good, 
The  noble  Ifle  doth  want  her  proper  limbs : 
Her  face  defac'd  with  fears  of  infamy, 
Her  royal  ftock  graft  with  ignoble  plants, 
And  almoft  moulder' d  into  th'  fwallowing  gulph 
Of  dark  forgetfulnefs,  and  deep  oblivion. 
Which  to  re-cure,  we  heartily  follicit 
Your  gracious  felf  to  take  on  you  the  charge 
And  kingly  government  of  this  your  land  i 
Nor.  as  Protector,  fteward,  fubftitute, 
Or  lowly  factor  for  another's  gain  ; 
But  as  fucceffively,  from  blood  to  blood, 
Your  right  of  birth,  your  Empery,  your  own* 
For  this,  conforted  with  the  citizens 
Your  very  worfhipful  and  loving  friends, 
And  by  their  vehement  inftigation, 
In  this  juft  fuit  come  I  to  move  your  Grace* 
Glo.  I  cannot  tell,  if  to  depart  in  filence, 
Or  bitterly  to  fpeak  in  your  reproof^ 
Beft  fitteth  my  degree,  or  your  condition. 
For  aot  to  anfwer,  you  might  haply  think 
Tongue-ty'd  ambition,  not  replying,  yielded 
To  bear  the  golden  yoak  of  Sov'reignfcy, 
Which  fondly  you  would  here  impofe  on  me» 
If  to  reprove  you  for  this  fuit  of  yours, 
So  feafon'd  with  your  faithful  love  to  me, 
Then  on  the  other  fide  I  check'd  my  friends* 
Therefore  to  fpeak,  and  to  avoid  the  firft, 
And  then  in  fpeaking,  not  incur  the  laft, 
Definitively  thus  I  anfwer  you* 
Your  love  deferves  my  thanks,  but  my  defert 
Unmeritable,  Ihuns  your  high  requeft. 
Firft,  if  all  obftacles  were  cut  away> 
And  that  my  path  were  even  to  the  crown^ 
As  the  ripe  revej^uj  and  due  of  birth  3 
U  3 
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Yet  fo  much  is  my  poverty  of  fpirit, 

So  mighty  and  fo  many  my  defects, 

That  I  would  rather  hide  me  from  my  greatncfs, 

Being  a  bark  to  brook  no  mighty  fea  j 

Than  in  my  greatnefs  covet  to  be  hid, 

And  in  the  vapour  of  my  glory  fmother'd. 

But  God  be  thank'd,  there  is  no  need  of  me, 

And  much  I  need  to  help  you,  were  there  need : 

The  royal  tree  hath  left  us  royal  fruit, 

Which  mellow'd  by  the  ftealing  hours  of  time, 

Will  well  become  the  feat  of  majefty, 

And  make  us,  doubtlefs,  happy  by  his  reign. 

On  him  I  lay  what  you  would  lay  on  me, 

The  right  and  fortune  of  his  happy  ftars, 

Which  God  defend  that  I  fhould  wring  from  him  ! 

Buck,  My  Lord,  this  argues  confcience  in  your  O 
But  the  refpects  thereof  are  nice  and  trivial, 
All  circumftances  well  confidered. 
You  fay,  that  Edward  is  your  brother's  fon  ; 
So  fay  we  too,  but  not  by  Edward's  wife  : 
For  nrft  was  he  contract  to  Lady  Lucy, 
Your  mother  lives  awitnefs  to  that  vow; 
And  afterwards  by  fubftitute  betroth'd 
To  Bona,  fitter  to  the  King  of  France, 
Thefe  both  put  off",  a  poor  petitioner, 
A  care-craz'd  mother  of  a  many  children, 
A  beauty-waining,  and  diitreffed  widow, 
Ev'n  in  the  afternoon  of  her  bell  days, 
Made  pme  and  purchafe  of  his  wanton  eye, 
SedocM  the  pitch  and  height  of  all  his  thoughts 
To  bale  declenfion  and  loath'd  bigamy. 
By  her,  in  his  unlawful  bed,  he  got 
This  Edward,  whom  our  manners  call  the  Prince. 
More  bitterly  could  I  expostulate, 
Save  that  for  reverence  of  fome  alive, 
I  give  a  fparing  limit  to  my  tongue. 
Then,  good  my  Lord,  take  to  your  royal  felf 
This  proffer'd  benefit  of  dignity  : 
If  not  to  blefs  us  and  the  land  withal, 
Yet  to  draw  forth  your  noble  anceftry 
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From  the  corruption  of  abufing  time, 
Unto  a  lineal,  true-derived  courfe. 

Mayor.  Do,  good  my  Lord,  your  citizens  intreat  you. 
Buck.  Refule  not,  mighty  Lord,    this  proffcr'd  love. 
Catef.  Omake  them  joyful,  grant  their  lawful  fait. 
Glo.  Alas,  why  would  you  heap  thefe  cares  on  me  ? 
I  am  unfit  for  ftate  and  majefty. 
I  do  befeech  you,  take  it  not  amifs, 
J  cannot,  nor  I  will  not  yield  to  you. 

Buck.  If  you  refufe  it,  as,  in  love  and  zeal, 
Loth  to  depofe  the  child  your  brother's  ion  ; 
(As  well  we  know  your  tendernefsof  heart, 
And  gentle,  kind,  effeminate  remorfe, 
Which  we  have  noted  in  you  to  your  kindred, 
And  equally  indeed  to  all  eftates) 
Yet  know,  whe'r  you  accept  our  fuit  or  no, 
Your  brother's  fon  fhall  never  reign  our  King, 
But  we  will  plant  fome  other  in  the  throne, 
To  the  difgrace  and  down-fall  of  your  houfe  : 
And  in  this  refolution  here  we  leave  you. 
Come,  citizens,  we  will  intreat  no  more.  [Exeunt* 
Catef.  Call  them  again,  fweet  Prince,  accept  their  fuit  s 
you  deny  them,  all  the  land  will  rue. 
Glo.  Will  you  inferce  me  to  a  world  of  cares  ? 
Call  them  again  5  I  am  not  made  of  fcone, 
But  penetrable  to  your  kind  entreaties, 
Albeit  againft  my  conference  and  my  foul. 

Rs-enter  Buckingham  and  the  reft, 
Coufin  of  Buckingham,  and  fage,  grave  men, 
Since  you  will  buckle  fortune  on  my  back. 
To  bear  her  burthen,  whether  I  will  or  no, 
I  muft  have  patience  to  endure  the  load. 
But  if  black  fcandal,  or  fcul-fac'd  reproach 
Attend  the  fequel  of  your  impofition, 
Your  meer  enforcement  fnall  acquittance  me 
From  all  the  impure  blots  and  ftains  thereof. 
For  God  doth  know,  and  you  may  partly  fee, 
How  far  I  am  from  the  defire  of  this. 

Mayor.  God  blefs  your  Grace  :  we  fee  it,  and  will  fay 
Gkt  In  faying  fo,  you  fhall  but  fay  the  truth,  [it. 

Buck, 
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Buck.  Then  I  faluteyou  with  this  royal  title, 
Long  live  King  Richard,  England's  worthy  King  ! 
All.  Amen! 

Buck.  To-morrow  may  it  pleafe  you  to  be  crown'd  ? 

Glo.  Ev'n  when  you  pleafe,  for  you  will  have  it  fo. 

Busk.  To-morrow  then  we  will  attend  your  Grace, 
And  fo  moftjoyfully  we  take  our  leave. 

Glo.  Come,  let  us  to  our  holy  work  again. 
Farewel,  my  coufin  j  farewel,  gentle  friends !  [Exeunt, 

ACT    IV.    SCENE  I. 
Before  ehe  Tower. 
Enter  the  Queen,  Anne  Dutchefs  of  Gloucefter  with  the 

Daughter  o/'Clarence  in  her  band,  the  Dutchefs  t/Vork, 

and  Marquifs  of  Dorfet. 
Dutc.'X'T  THO  meets  us  here  ?  my  niece  Plant a 'genet , 

V  V    Led  in  the  hand  of  her  kind  aunt  of  Glojler  t 
Now,  for  my  life,  Ihe's  wand'ring  to  the  Tczver, 
On  pure  heart's  love,  to  greet  the  tender  Prince. 
Daughter,  well  met. 

Anne.  God  give  your  Graces  both 
A  happy  and  a  joyful  time  of  day ! 

Queen.  Siller,  well  met  5  whither  away  fo  fan*  ? 

Anne.  No  farther  than  the  Toiver,  and  as  I  guels# 
Upon  the  like  devotion  as  ycur  felves, 
To  gratulate  the  gentle  Princes  there. 

Queen.  Kind  filter,  thanks;  we'll  enter  all  together* 
Enter  the  Lieutenant. 
And  in  good  time  here  the  Lieutenant  comes. 
Matter  Lieutenant,  pray  you,  by  your  leave, 
How  doth  the  Prince,  and  my  young  fon  of  York  f 

Lieu.  Right  well,  dear  Madam  5  by  your  patience, 
I  may  not  furier  you  to  vifit  them  ; 
The  King  hath  rtri£tly  charg'd  the  contrary. 

Queen.  The  King  ?  who's  that  ? 

Lieu.  I  mean  the  Lord  Protector. 

Queen.  The  Lord  protect  him  from  that  kingly  title  ! 
Hath  he  fet  bounds  between  their  love  and  me  ? 
I  am  their  mother,  who  mail  bar  me  from  them  ? 

Dutch,  I  am  their  father's  mother,  I  will  fee  them. 

■  >  Amu 
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Anne,  Their  aunt  I  am  in  law,  in  love  their  mother : 
Then  biingmeto  their  fights,  I'll  bear  thy  blame, 
Kn\  take  thy  office  from  thee  on  my  peril. 

Lieu,  No,  Madam,  no>,  I  may  not  leave  it  fo  : 
I'm  bound  by  oath,  and  therefore  pardon  me.  [Exit  Lieut, 
Enter  Stanley. 

Stan.  Let  me  but  meet  you  Ladies  one  hour  hence, 
And  I'll  falute  your  Grace  of  York  as  mother 
And  reverend  looker  on  of  two  fair  Queens. 
Come,  Madam,  you  muft  ft.xa\X.x.oWeftm\nJler> 
There  to  be  crowned  Richard's  royal  Queen. 

Queen.  Ah,  cut  my  lace  afunder, 
That  my  pent  heart  may  have  fome  fcopeto  beat, 
Or  elfe  I  fwoonwith  this  dead-killing  news. 

Anne.   Defpightful  tidings,  O  unpleafing  news ! 

Dor.  Be  of  good  chear :  mother,  how  fares  your  Grace'* 

Queen.  O  Dor  jet  y  fpeak  not  to  me,  get  thee  hence, 
Death  and  destruction  dog  thee  at  thy  heels, 
Thy  mother's  name  is  ominous  to  children. 
If  thou  wilt  out-ftrip  death,  gocrofs  the  feas, 
And  live  with  Richmond,  from  the  reach  of  hell. 
Go  hye  thee,  hye  thee  from  this  flaughter-houfe, 
Left  thou  increafe  the  number  of  the  dead, 
Arid  make  me  die  the  thrall  of  Margrefs  curfe, 
Nor  mother,  wife,  nor  Englands  counted  Queen, 

Stan.  Full  of  wife  care  is  this  your  counfel,  Madam  J 
Take  all  the  fwift  advantage  of  the  time  ; 
You  mall  have  letters  from  me  to  my  fon 
In  your  behalf,  to  meet  you  on  the  way  : 
not  ta'en  tardy  by  unwife  delay. 

Dutch.  O  ill  difpernng  wind  of  mifery! 
O  my  accurfed  womb,  the  bed  of  death  ! 
A  cockatrice  haft  thou  hatch'd  to  the  world, 
Whofe  unavoided  eye  is  murtherous. 

Stan.  Come,  Madam,  come,  I  in  all  hafte  was  fen*. 

Anne.  And  I  with  all  unwillingnefs  will  go, 
O  would  to  God,  that  the  inclufive  verge 
Of  golden  metal  that  muft  round  my  brow, 
Were  red-hot  fteel,  to  fear  me  to  the  brain  ! 
Anointed  letjne  be  with  deadly  venom, 

And 
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And  die,  e'er  men  can  fay,  God  fave  the  Queen ! 

Queen.  Go,  go,  poor  foul,  I  envy  not  thy  glory  ; 
To  feed  my  humour  wim  thy  felf  no  harm. 

Anne,  No  !  why  ?  when  he  that  is  my  hulband  now^ 
Came  to  me,  as  I  follow 'd  Henry" s  Coarfe  5 
When  fcarce  the  blood  was  well  wafh'd  from  his  hands. 
Which  ifTu'd  from  my  other  angel  hufband, 
And  that  dear  Saint,  which  then  I  weeping  folloW'd  : 

0  when,  I  fay,  I  look'd  on  Richard's  face, 
This  was  my  wifh  5  be  thou,  quoth  I,  accursed, 
For  making  me,  fo  young ,  fo  old  a  widow : 

And  when  thou  wed'fi,  let  forrow  haunt  thy  bed  j 

And  be  thy  wife,  if  any  be  fo  mady 

More  miferable  by  the  life  of  thee, 

Than  thou  hafi  made  me,  by  my  dear  Lord's  death  | 

Loe,  e'er  I  can  repeat  this  curfe  again, 

Within  fo  fmall  a  time,  my  woman's  heart 

Grofly  grew  captive  to  his  honey  words, 

And  prov'd  the  fubject  of  mine  own  foul's  curfe  : 

Which  ever  fince  hath  held  mine  eyes  from  reft, 

For  never  yet  one  hour  in  his  bed 

Did  I  enjoy  the  golden  dew  of  fleep, 

But  with  his  tim'rous  dreams  was  ftill  awak'd. 

Befides,  he  hates  me  for  my  father  Warwick, 

And  will,  no  doubt,  fhortly  be  rid  of  me. 

Queen.  Poor  heart,  adieu,  I  pity  thy  complaining* 
Anne,  No  more  than,  with  my  foul,  I  mourn  for  yours* 
Dor.  Farewel,  thou  woful  welcomer  of  glory  ! 
Anne.  Adieu,  poor  foul,  that  tak'ft  thy  leave  of  it  ! 
.Dutc. Go  thou  to  Richmond,^  good  fortune  guide  thee  ! 
/  [To  DorfeU 

Go  thou  to  Richard,  and  good  angels  tend  thee  !  [To Anne. 
Go  thou  to  Sanctuary,  good  thoughts  poflefs  thee  ! 

[To  the  Queen. 

1  to  my  grave,  where  peace  and  reft,  lye  with  me  ! 
Eighty  odd  years  of  forrow  have  I  feen, 

And  each  hour's  joy  wreck'd  with  a  week  of  teen. 

Queen*  Stay  :  yet  look  back,  with  me,  unto  the  Tower. 
Pity,  you  ancient  ftones,  thofe  tender  babes 
Whom  envy  hath  immur'd  within  your  walls  ! 

Rough 
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Rough  cradle  for  fuch  little  pretty  ones ! 

Rude  ragged  nurfe!  old  fullen  play -fellow, 

For  tender  Princes  5  ufe  my  babies  well ! 

So  foolifh  forrow  bids  your  Hones  farevvel.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    II.    The  Court. 
Flourijb  of  trumpets.    Enter  Gloucefter  as  King,  Buck- 
ingham, Catefby. 
K.  Rich.  Stand  all  apart — coufin  of  Buckingham — 
Buck.  My  gracious  Sovereign  ! 

K.  Rich.  Give  me  thy  hand.  Thus  high,  by  thy  advice, 
And  thy  affiftance,  is  King  Richard  feated  : 
But  fhall  we  wear  thefe  glories  for  a  day  ? 
Or  fhall  they  laft,  and  we  rejoice  in  them  ? 

Buck.  Still  live  they,  and  for  ever  let  them  laft  ! 

K.  Rich.  Ah,  Buckingham,  now  do  I  play  the  touch, 
To  try  if  thou  be  currant  gold  indeed  : 
Young  Edward  lives— think  now  what  I  would  fpeak. 

Buck.  Say  on,  my  loving  Lord. 

K.  Rich.  Why,  Buckingham,  I  fay  I  would  be  King. 

Buck.  Why,  fo  you  are,  my  thrice  renowned  Liege. 

K.Rich.  Ha,  am  I  a  King  ?  'tis  fo — but  Edward  lives— 

Buck.  True,  noble  Prince. 

K.  Rich,  O  bitter  confequence  ! 
That  Edward  ftill  fhould  live.    True,  noble  Prince  ? 
Coufin,  thou  wert  not  wont  to  be  fo  dull. 
Shall  I  be  plain  ?  Iwifli  the  baftards  dead, 
And  I  would  have  it  fuddenly  perform'd. 
What  fay'ftthou  now  ?  fpeak  fuddenly,  be  brief. 

Buck.  Your  Grace  may  do  your  pleafure. 

K.Rich.Tut,  tut,  thou  art  all  ice,  thy  kindnefs  freezes : 
Say,  have  I  thy  confent  that  they  fhall  die  ? 

Buck.Give  me  fome  breath,  fome little  paufe,dear  Lord, 
Before  I  pofitively  fpeak  in  this : 

I  wi  11  refol ve  your  Grace  immediately.  [Exit Buckingham . 

Catef.The  King  is  angry  ;  fee,  he  gnaws  his  lip.  [Afide. 

K.  Rich.  I  will  converfe  with  iron-witted  fools, 
And  unrefpeclive  boys ;  none  are  for  me, 
That  look  into  me  with  inconruTrate  eyes. 
High-reaching  Buckingham  grows  circumfpeft. 
?oy! 

Page. 
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Page.  My  Lord. 

K.  Rich.  Know' ft  thou  not  any,  whom  corrupting 
Would  tempt  unto  a  clofe  exploit  of  death  ?  [go!4 

Page.  I  know  a  discontented  gentleman, 
Whole  humble  means  match  not  his  haughty  f^irit : 
Gold  were  as  good  as  twenty  orators, 
And  will,  no  doubt,  tempt  him  to  any  thing. 

K.  Rich.  What  is  his  name  ? 

Page,  His  name,  my  Lord,  is  Tyrrel. 

K.  Rich.  I  partly  know  the  man  j  go  call  him  hither. 

[Exit  Boy, 

The  deep -revolving  witty  Buckingham 
No  more  mall  be  the  neighbour  to  my  counfels. 
Hath  he  fo  long  held  out  with  me  untir'd, 
And  ftops  he  now  for  breath  ?  well,  be  it  fo„ 

Enter  Stanley. 
How  now,  Lord  Stanley ,  what's  the  news  ? 

Stan.  My  Lord, 
The  Marquis  Dor  jet  y  as  I  hear,  is  fled 
To  Richmond,  in  the  parts  where  he  abides. 

K.  Rich,  Come  hither,  Catejby ;  rumour  it  abroad, 
That  Anne  my  wife  is  fick,  and  like  to  die, 
I  will  take  order  for  her  keeping  clofe. 
Inquire  me  out  fome  mean-bcrn  gentleman, 
Whom  I  will  marry  ftrait  to  Clarence''  daughter— 
(The  boy  is  foolifh,  and  I  fear  not  him.) 
Look  how  thou  dream'rt— -I  fay  again,  give  out, 
That  Anne  my  Queen  is  lick,  and  like  to  die. 
About  it;  for  it  ftands  me  much  upon 
To  ftop  all  hopes,  whofe  growth  may  damage  me, 
I  muft  be  married  to  my  brother's  daughter, 
Or  elfe  my  kingdom  Hands  on  britt'e  glafs  : 
Murtherher  brothers,  and  then  marry  her  ! 
Uncertain  way  of  gain !  but  I  am  in 
So  far  in  blood,  that  fin  will  pluck  on  fin. 
Tear-falling  pity  dwells  not  in  this  eye. 

Enter  Tyrrel. 

Is  thy  name  Tyrrel? 

T'yn.  James  Tyrrel,  and  your  rnoft  obedient  fubjecl. 
K> Rich,  Art  thou  indeed  ?  [He  tahikim  ajide* 
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Jyr.  Prove  me,  my  gracious  Lord. 

K.  Rich.  Dar'ft  thou  refolve  to  kill  a  friend  of  mine  ? 

Tyr.  Pleafe  you,  I'd  rather  kill  two  enemies. 

K.  Rich.  Why  then  thou  haft  it ;  two  deep  enemies, 
Foes  to  my  reft,  and  my  fweet  fleep's  difturbers, 
Are  they  that  I  would  have  thee  deal  upon  j 
Tyrrel,  I  mean  thofe  haftards  in  the  Tower. 

Tyr.  Let  me  have  open  means  to  come  to  them, 
And  foon  Til  rid  you  from  the  fear  of  them. 

K.Rich.  Thou  fing'ft  fweet  muficl^.  Hark,  come  hither, 
Tyrrel, 

Goby  this  token — rife,  and  lend  thine  ear —  [Wbifpers, 

There  is  no  more  but  fo  fay  it  is  done, 

And  I  will  love  thee  and  prefer  thee  for  it, 

Tyr,  I  will  difpatch  it  ftrait,  [Exit* 
Re-enter  Buckingham. 

Buck.  My  Lord,  I  have  confiderM  in  my  mind 
That  late  demand  that  you  did  found  me  in. 

K.  Rich.  Well,  let  that  reft  ;  Dorfet  is  fled  to  Richmond. 

Buck.  I  hear  the  news,  my  Lord. 

K.  Rich.  Stanley,  he.  is  your  wife's  fon  ;  well  look  to  it. 

Buck,  My  Lord,  I  claim  the  gift,  my  due  by  promife, 
For  which  your  honour  and  your  faith  is  pawn'd  j 
ThT  Earldom  of  Hereford,  and  the  moveables, 
Which  you  have  promifed  I  fliall  poffefs. 

K.  Rich.  Stanley ,  look  to  your  wife  ;  if  fhe  convey 
Letters  to  Richmond,  you  (hall  anfwer  it. 

Buck.  What  fays  your  Highnefs  to  my  juft  requeft  ? 

K.Rich.  I  do  remember  me — Henry  the  Sixth 
Did  prophefie,  that  Richmond  fhould  be  King, 
When  Richmond  was  a  little  peevilh  boy. 
A  King  perhaps  

Buck.  My  Lord,  

K.  Rich.  How  chance  the  Prophet  could  not  at  that  time 
Have  told  me,  I  being  by,  that  I  mould  kill  him  ? 

Buck.  My  Lord,  your  promife  for  the  Earldom*— 

K.  Rich.  Richmond  f  when  I  was  laft  at  Exeter, 
The  Mayor  in  courtefie  fhcwed  me  the  caftle, 
And  call'd  it  Rouge-mont y  at  which  name  I  flarted, 
JSecaufe  a  bard  of  Ireland  told  me  once, 

Vol.  VI.  X  I 
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I  mould  not  live  long  after  I  faw  Richmond. 

Buck.  My  Lord,. 

K.  Rich,  J,  what's  0'  clock  ? 

Buck.  I  am  thus  bold  to  put  your  Grace  in  mind 
Of  what  you  promis'd  me. 

K.Rich.  But  what's  o'  clock? 

Buck.  Upcn  the  ftroke  of  ten. 

K.  Rich.  Well,  let  it  ftrike. 

Buck.  Why  let  it  ftrike  ? 

K.  Rich.  Becaufe  that  like  a  Jack  thou  keep'ft  the  ftroke 
Betwixt  thy  begging  and  my  meditation. 
I  am  not  in  the  giving  vein  to-day. 

Buck.  Why  then  refolve  me  if  you  will  or  no* 
K.  Ricb.Thou  troubleft  me, I  am  not  in  the  vein.  [Exit* 
Buck.  Is  it  ev'n  fo  ?  repays  he  my  deep  fervice 
With  fuch  contempt  ?  made  I  him  King  for  this  ? 
O,  let  me  think  on  Haftings,  and  be  gone 
To  Brecknock,  while  my  fearful  head  is  on.  [Exk, 
SCENE    III.    Enter  Tyrrel. 
Tyr.  The  tyrannous  and  bloody  act  is  done  > 
The  moft  arch-deed  of  piteous  maflfacre 
That  ever  yet  this  land  was  guilty  of ! 
Digbton  and  Forrefiy  whom  I  did  fuborn 
To  do  this  piece  of  rutlilefs  butchery, 
Albeit  they  were  flefht  villains,  bloody  dogs, 
Melting  with  tendernefs  and  mild  companion, 
Wept  like  two  children,  in  their  deaths  fad  itories, 
O  thus,  quoth  Digbton,  lay  the  gentle  babes, 
Thus,  thus,  quoth  Forreft,  girdling  one  another 
Within  their  innocent  alabafter  arms  : 
Their  lips  were  four  red  rofes  on  a  ftalk, 
And  in  their  fummer-beauty  kifs'd  each  other. 
A  book  of  prayers  on  their  pillow  lay, 
Which  once,  quoth  Forreft,  almoft  chang'd  my  mind  3 

But,  oh  !  the  Devil  there  the  villain  ftopt  1 

When  Digbton  thus  told  on  we  fmothered 

The  moft  replenifhed  fweet  work  of  nature, 
That  from  the  prime  creation  e'er  fhe  framed. 
Hence  both  are  gone  ;  with  confeience  and  remorfe 
They  could  not  fpeak,  and  fo  I  kft  them  both  j 
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To  bear  thefe  tidings  to  the  bloody  King. 

Enter  King  Richard. 
And  here  he  comes.    All  health,  my  fovereign  Lord ! 

K,  Rich.  Kind  Tyrrel — am  I  happy  in  thy  news  ? 

Tyr.  If  to  have  done  the  thing  you  gave  in  charge 
Beget  your  happinefs,  be  happy  then, 
For  it  is  done. 

K.  Rich.  But  dfdft  thou  fee  thera  dead  ? 

Tyr.  I  did,  my  Lord. 
4  K.  Rich,  And  buried,  gentle  Tyrrel  ? 

Tyrt  The  Chaplain  of  the  Tower  hath  buried  them, 
But  where,  to  fay^the  truth,  I  do  not  know. 

K,  Rich,  Come  to  me,  Tyrrel,  foon,  foon  after  fupper, 
When  thou  fhalt  tell  the  procefs  of  their  death. 
Mean  time— but  think  how  I  may  do  thee  good, 
And  be  inheritor  of  thy  defire. 
Farewel  'till  then. 

Tyr.  I  humbly  take  my  leave.  [Exit, 

K.  Rich.  The  fon  of  Clarence  have  I  pent  up  clofe  ; 
His  daughter  meanly  have  I  matched  in  marriage : 
The  fons  of  Edivard  fleep  in  Abraham's  bofom  : 
And  Anne  my  wife  hath  bid  this  world  good  night* 
"Now,  for  I  know  the  Briton  Richmond  aims 
At  young  Elizabeth  my  brother's  daughter, 
And  by  that  knot  looks  proudly  on  the  crown  5 
To  her  go  I,  a  jolly  thriving  wooer. 

Enter  Catefby. 

Catef.  My  Lord! 

K.  R.  Good  or  bad  news,that  thou  com*  ft  in  fo  bluntly  ? 

Catef.  Bad  news,  my  Lord  ;  *  Mortonh  fled  to  Richmond, 
And  Buckingham,  back'd  with  the  hardy  rVelchmen, 
Is  in  the  field,  and  ftill  his  power  encreafcth. 

K.  Rich.  Ely  with  Richmond  troubles  me  more  near, 
Than  Buckingham  and  his  rafh-levied  army. 
Come,  I  have  learn'd,  that  fearful  commenting 
Is  leaden  fervitor  to  dull  delay  ; 
Delay  leads  impotent  and  fnail-pacM  beggary. 
Then  fiery  expedition  be  my  wing, 
jW's  Mercury,  and  herald  for  a  King  ! 
#  Bifliop  of  Ely. 

X  z  Co 
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Go  mufter  men  3  my  council  is  my  flneld, 
We  muft  be  brief,  when  traitors  brave  the  field.  [Exit, 
SCENE    IV.    Enter  Qtieen  Margarets 

Q^Mar.  So  now  profperity  begins  to  mellow, 
And  drop  into  the  rotten  mouth  of  death : 
Here  in  thefe  confines  flily  have  I  lurk'd, 
To  watch  the  warning  of  mine  enemies, 
A  dire  induction  am  I  witnefs  to  5 
And  will  to  France,  hoping  the  confequence 
Will  prove  as  bitter,  black  and  tragical. 
Withdraw  thee,  wretched  Margaret ;  who  comes  here  ? 
Enter  Dutchefs  and  Queen. 

Queen.  Ah  my  poor  Princes  !  ah  my  tender  babes ! 
lvly  unblown  flowers,  new-appearing  fweets  ! 
If  yet  your  gentle  fouls  fly  in  the  air, 
And  be  not  fixt  in  doom  perpetual, 
Hover  about  me  with  your  airy  wings, 
And  hear  your  mother's  lamentation. 

Q^Mar.  Hover  about  her  :  fay,  that  right  for  right 
Hath  dimmM  your  infant  morn  to  aged  night. 

Dutch.  So  many  miferies  have  crazM  my  voice, 
That  my  woe-wearied  tongue  is  ftill  and  mute, 
Edward  Plantagenet,  why  art  thou  dead  ? 

Q^_Mar»  Plantagenet  doth  quit  Plantagenet, 
Edward  for  Edward  pays  a  dying  debt. 

Queen.  Wilt  thou,  O  God,  fly  from  fuch  gentlelambs, 
And  throw  them  in  the  intrails  of  the  wolf  ? 
Why  did' ft  thou  fleep  when  fuch  a  deed  was  done  ? 

Q^Mar.  When  holy  Henry  dy'd,  and  my  fweet  fon.  * 

Queen.  Ah  that  thou  would* ft  as  foon  afford  a  grave 
[Throwing  herjelf  down  upon  the  earth. 
As  thou  canft  yield  a  melancholy  feat  ; 
Then  would  I  hide  my  bones,  not  reft  them  here. 
Ah,  who  hath  any  caufe  to  mourn  but  we  ? 

Q^Mar.  If  ancient  forrow  be  mofl  reverend, 

#  - — and  my  fweet  fon. 

Dutch.  Dead  life,  blind  fight,  poor  mortal  living  ghoft, 
Woe's  fcene,  world's  fhame,  grave's  due,  by  life  uiurp'd, 
Brief  abftraft  and  record  of  tedious  days, 
Reft  thy  unreft  on  England's  lawful  earth, 
Unlawfully  made  drunk  with  innocent  blbOcL 

Queen.  Ah  that  thou  would'ft,  &c. 

Give 
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Cive  mine  the  benefit  of  feniority  5 

And  let  my  griefs  frown  on  the  upper  hand, 

If  forrow  can  admit  fociety. 

I  had  an  Edward  'till  a  Richard  kiWd  him. 

I  had  a  hulband  'till  a  Richard  kill'd  him. 

Thou  had1  ft  an  Edward  'till  a  Richard  kill'd  him  : 

Thou  had'ft  a  Richard  'till  a  Richard  kill'd  him. 

Dutch.  I  had  a  Richard  too,  and  thou  did'ft  kill  him  : 
I  had  a  Rut/and  too,  thou  holp'ft  to  kill  him. 

Q^Mtfr.  Thou  had'ft  a  Clarence  too,  and  Richard  kill'd 
Prom  forth  the  kennel  of  thy  womb  hath  crept  [him* 
A  hell-hound,  that  doth  hunt  us  all  to  death  : 
That  dog  that  had  his  teeth  before  his  eyes, 
To  worry  lambs  and  lap  their  gentle  blood, 
That  foul  defacer  of  God's  handy-work, 
Thy  womb  let  loofe  to  chafe  us  to  our  graves. 
O  upright,  juft,  and  true  difpofing  God, 
How  do  I  thank  thee,  that  this  carnal  cur 
Preys  on  the.hTue  of  his  mother's  body  ! 

Dutch,  Oh  Harry**  wife,  triumph  not  in  my  woes> 
God  witnefs  with  me,  I  have  wept  for  thine. 

Q^Mar.  Bear  with  me  :  I  am  hungry  for  revenge, 
And  now  I  cloy  me  with  beholding  it. 
Thy  Edward,  he  is  dead,  that  kill'd  my  Edward  ; 
The  other  Edward  dead,  to  quit  my  Edward  : 
Young  York  he  is  but  boot,  becaufe  both  they 
Match  not  the  high  perfection  of  my  lofs.  _ 
Thy  C/areficshe  is  dead  that  ftab'd  my  Edward  $ 
And  the  beholders  of  this  tragic  play, 
Th"  adulterate  Haftings,  Rivers,  Vaughan,  Gray, 
Untimely  fmother'd  in  their  dufky  graves. 
Richard  yet  lives,  hell's"  black  intelligencer, 
Only  referv'd  the  factor  to  buy  fouls, 
And  fend  them  thither :  but  at  hand,  at  hand 
Infues  his  piteous  and  unpitied  end< 
Earth  gapes,  hell  burns,  fiends  roar,  faints  pray,  for  ven- 
Cancel  his  bond  of  life,  dear  God,  I  pray,  [ger,:icc. 
That  I  may  live  to  fay,  the  dog  is  dead ! 

Queen.  Oh  !  thou  did'ft  prophefic  the  time  would  come, 
That  I  jCUould  wifn  for  thee  to  help  me  curfe 

X  3  That 
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That  bottell'd  fpider,  that  foul  hunch-back'd  toad. 

QJMar,  I  callM  thee  then  vain  flouri/h  of  my  fortanc* 
I  caird  thee  then  poor  fhadow,  painted  Queen, 
The  prefentation  of  but  what  I  was  5 
The  Maturing  index  of  a  direful  pageant  ; 
One  heav'd  on  high  to  be  hurl'd  down  below  i 
A  mother  only  mock'd  with  two  fair  babes  5 
A  dream  of  what  thou  waft  ;  a  garifh  flag 
To  be  the  aim  of  ev'ry  dang'rous  /hot  5 
A  flgn  of  dignity,  a  breath,  a  bubble  j 
A  Queen  in  jeft,  only  to  fill  the  fcene. 
Where  is  thy  hufband  now  ?  where  be  thy  brothers  ? 
Where  be  thy  children  ?  wherein  doft  thou  joy  ? 
Who  fues  and  kneels,  and  fays,  God  fave  the  Queen  ? 
Where  be  the  bending  Peers  that  flatter'd  thee  ? 
Where  be  the  thronging  troops  that  followM  thee  ? 
Decline  all  this,  and  fee  what  now  thou  art. 
For  happy  wife,  a  moft  diftrefTed  widow  ; 
For  joyful  mother,  one  that  wails  the  name  ; 
For  one  being  fu'd  to,  one  that  humbly  fues  ; 
For  Queen,  a  very  caitiff  crown' d  with  care  ; 
For  one  that  fcorn'd  at  me,  now  fcorn'd  of  me  ; 
For  one  being  fear'd  of  all,  now  fearing  one  ; 
For  one  commanding  all,  obeyM  of  none. 
Thus  hath  the  courfe  of  juftice  wheel'd  about, 
And  left  thee  but  a  very  prey  to  time  5 
Having  no  more  but  thought  of  what  thou  wert, 
To  torture  thee  the  more,  being  what  thou  art. 
Thou  didft  ufurp  my  place,  and  doft  thou  now 
Ufurp  the  juft  proportion  of  my  forrow  ? 
Now  thy  proud  neck  bears  half  my  burthen'd  yoak  j 
From  which,  ev'n  here  I  flip  my  wearied  head, 
And  leave  the  burthen  of  it  all  on  thee. 
Farewel,  York's  wife,  and  Queen  of  fad  mifchance, 
Thefe  EngUJh  woes  fhall  make  me  fmile  in  France, 

t^ueen.  O  thou  well  fkilPd  in  curfes,  ftay  awhile, 
And  teach  me  how  to  curfe  mine  enemies. 

Q^Mar.  Forbear  to  fleep  the  nights,  and  faft  the  days  t 
Compare  dead  happinefs  with  living  woe  5 
Think  that  thy  babes  were  fweeter  than  they  were, 
'And  he  that  flew  them  fouler  than  he  is ; 

et* 
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Bett'ring  thy  lofs  makes  the  bad  caufer  worfe, 
Revolving  this  will  teach  thee  how  to  curfe. 

Queen.  My  words  are  dull,  O  quicken  them  with  thine, 

QjMar.  Thy  woes  will  make  them  fharp,  and  pierce 
like  mine.  [Exit  Margaret, 

Dutch.  Why  fliould  calamity  be  full  of  words  ? 

Queen.  Windy  attorneys  to  their  client-woes, 
Airy  fucceeders  of  inteftate  joys, 
Poor  breathing  orators  of  miferies, 
Let  them  have  fcope,  tho*  what  they  do  impart 
Help  nothing  elfe,  yet  they  do  eafe  the  heart. 

Dutch,  If  fo,  then  be  not  tongue-ty'd  5  go  with  me, 
And  in  the  breath  of  bitter  words  let's  fmother 
My  damned  fon,  that  thy  two  fweet  fons  fmother'd* 

[Drum  within* 

I  hear  his  drum,  be  copious  in  exclaims. 

SCENE    V.    Enter  King  Richard  and  his  Train* 
K.  Rich.  Who  intercepts  me  in  my  expedition  ? 

Dutch.  O,  fhe  that  might  have  intercepted  thee 
By  ftrangling  thee  in  her  accurfed  womb, 
From  all  the  flaughters,  wretch,  that  thou  haft  done. 

Queen.  Hid'ft  thou  that  forehead  with  a  golden  crown, 
Where  fhould  be  branded,  if  that  right  were  right, 
The  daughter  of  the  Prince  that  ow'd  that  crown, 
And  the  dire  death  of  my  poor  fons  and  brothers  ? 
Tell  me,  thou  villain-flave,  where  are  my  children  ? 

Dutch.  Thou  toad,  thou  toad,  where  is  thy  brother 
And  little  Ned  Plantagenet  his  fon  ?  [Clarence  t 

Queen.  Where  is  kind  Hmftings,  Rivers,  Vaughan,  Gray? 

K.  Rich.  A  fiourifh,  trumpets  !  ftrike  alarum  !  drums  ! 
Let  not  the  heavens  hear  thefe  tell-tale  women 
Rail  on  theLord's  anointed. Strike,I  foy.[FhuriJbt Alarums. 
Either  be  patient,  and  intreat  me  fair, 
Or  with  the  clamorous  report  of  war 
Thus  will  I  drown  your  exclamations. 

Dutch.  Art  thou  my  fon  > 

K.  Rich.  Ay,  I  thank  God,  my  father,  and  yowfelf. 
Dutch.  Then  patiently  hear  my  impatience. 
K.  Rich.  Madam,  I  have  a  touch  of  your  condition, 
3That  cannot  brook  the  accent  of  reproof. 

2  Dutch, 
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Dutch,  I  will  be  mild  and  gentle  in  my  words. 
K»  RJcb.  And  brief,  good  mother,  for  I  am  in  hafte* 
Dutch.  Art  thou  fo  hafty  ?  I  have  ftaid  for  thee, 
God  knows,  in  anguim,  pain  and  agony. 

K.  Rich.  And  came  I  not  at  lafl  to  comfort  yott  ? 

Dutch.  No,  by  the  holy  rood,  thou  know'ft  it  welf. 
Thou  cam' ft  on  earth  to  make  the  earth  my  helU 
A  grievous  burthen  was  thy  birth  to  me, 
Tetchy  and  wayward  was  thy  infancy  j 
Thy  fchool-days  frightful,  defp*rate,  wild  and  furious  5 
Thy  prime  of  manhood,  daring,  bold  and  venturous : 
Thy  age  confirmed,  proud,  fubtle,  fly  and  bloody. 
What  comfortable  hour  canft  thou  name, 
That  ever  gracM  me  in  thy  company  ?  * 

K.  Rich.  If  I  be  fo  difgracious  in  your  fight, 
Let  me  march  on  and  not  offend  your  Grace. 

Dutch,  Q  hear  me  fpeak,  for  I  /hall  never  fee  thee» 

K.  Rich.  Come,  come,  ycu  are  too  bitter. 

Dutch.  Either  thou'lt  die  by  God's  juft  ordinance, 
E're  from  this  war  thou  turn  a  conqueror; 
Or  I  with  grief  and  extream  age  mall  perim, 
And  never  look  upon  thy  face  again. 
Therefore  take  with  thee  my  moft  heavy  curfe  5 
Which,  in  the  day  of  battle,  tire  thee  more, 
Than  all  the  compleat  armour  that  thou  wear* ill 
My  prayers  on  the  adverfe  party  fight, 
And  there  the  little  fouls  of  Edward's  children 
Whifper  the  fpirits  of  thine  enemies, 
And  promife  them  fuccefs  and  victory. 
Bloody  thou  art,  bloody  will  be  thy  end : 
Shame  ferves  thy  life,  and  doth  thy  death  attend.  [Ex. 

Queen.  Tho'  far  more  caufe,  yet  much  lefs  fpirit  to  curfe 
Abides  in  me,  I  fay  Amen  to  her."  [Going. 

K.  Rich.  Stay,  Madam,  Imuft  fpeak  a  word  with  you. 

Queen.  I  have  no  more  fons  of  the  royal  blood 
For  thee  to  flaughter ;  for  my  daughters,  Richard, 
They  mall  be  praying  Nuns,  not  weeping  Queens  5 

*  — in  thy  company  > 
k.  Rich.  Faith,  none  but  Humphry  Houre^  that  call'd  your  Grace 
To  breakfart  once,  forth  Of  my  company. 
If  I  be  fa,  vg.  * 

And 
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And  therefore  level  not  to  hit  their  lives* 

K.  Rich.  You  have  a  daughter  callM  Elizabeth, 
Virtuous  and  fair,  royal  and  gracious. 

Queen*  And  muft  me  die  for  this  ?  O  let  her  live, 
And  I'll  corrupt  her  manners,  ftain  her  beauty, 
Slander  my  felf  as  falfe  to  Edward's  bed, 
Throw  over  her  the  veil  of  infamy. 
So  me  may  live  unfcarr'd  from  bleeding  flaughter, 
I  will  confefs  me  was  not  Edward's  daughter. 

K.  Rich.  Wrong  not  her  birth,  fhe  is  of  royal  blood  f 
Queen.  To  fave  her  life  I'll  fay  me  is  not  fo. 
K.  Rich,  Her  life  is  fafeft  only  in  her  birth, 
Queen.  And  only  in  that  fafety  dy'd  her  brothers. 
K.  Rich,  No,  at  their  births  good  ftars  were  oppofite» 
Queen.  No,  to  their  lives  bad  friends  were  contrary* 
K.  Rieb*  All  unavoided  is  the  doom  of  deftiny. 
Queen,  True  ;  when  avoided  grace  makes  deftiny. 
My  babes  were  deftin'd  to  a  fairer  death, 
If  grace  had  blefs'd  thee  with  a  fairer  life. 

K.  Rich.  You  fpeak  as  if  that  I  had  flain  my  coufins  > 
Queen.  Whofe  hands  foeverlancrd  their  ter.der  hearts, 
*Thy  head,  all  indirectly,  gave  direction. 
No  doubt  the  murd'rous  knife  was  dull  and  blunt, 
'Till  it  was  whetted  on  thy  ftcne-hard  heart, 
To  revel  in  the  intrails  of  my  lambs. 
But  that  ftill  ufe  of  grief  makes  wild  grief  tame, 
My  tongue  mould  to  thy  ears  not  name  my  boys, 
'Till  that  my  nails  were  anchor'd  in  thine  eyes  j 
And  I  in  fuch  a  defp'rate  bay  of  death, 
Like  a  poor  bark  of  fails  and  tackling  'reft, 
Rum  all  to  pieces  on  thy  rocky  bofom. 

K.  Rich,  Madam,  fo  thrive  I  in  my  enterprize, 
And  dangerous  fuccefs  of  bloody  wars  3 
As  I  intend  more  good  to  you  and  yours, 
Than  ever  you  or  yours  by  me  were  harm'd ! 

Queen.  What  good  is  covered  with  the  face  of  heav*n, 
To  be  discover' d,  that  can  do  me  good  ? 

K.Ricb.Tti  advancement  of  your  children,gentleLady. 
Queen.  Up  to  fome  fcaffold,  there  to  lofe  their  heads. 
K.  Rich,  No,  to  the  dignity  and  height  of  fortune, 

Th* 
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The  high  imperial  type  of  this  earth's  glory. 

Queen.  Flatter  my  forrows  with  report  of  it ; 
Tell  me,  what  ftate,  what  dignity,  what  honour, 
Canft  thou  devife  to  any  child  of  mine  ? 

K.  Rich.  Ev'n  all  I  have  5  ay,  and  my  felf  and  all, 
Will  I  withal  endow  a  child  of  thine  : 
So  in  the  Lethe  of  thy  angry  foul 
Thou  drown  the  fad  remembrance  of  thofe  wrongs, 
Which  thou  fuppofeft  I  have  done  to  thee.  . 

Queen,  Be  brief,  left  that  the  procefs  of  thy  kindnefs 
Laft  longer  telling  than  thy  kindnefs  do. 

K.  R  Thenknow,that  frommy  foul  I  love  thy  daughter. 

Queen.  My  daughter's  mother  thinks  it  with  her  foul. 

K  Rich.  What  do  you  think  ? 

Queen.  That  thou  doft  love  my  daughter  from  thy  foul* 
So  Irom  thy  foul's  love  didft  thou  love  her  brothers, 
And  from  my  heart's  love  I  do  thank  thee  for  it. 

K.  Rich  Be  not  fo  hafty  to  confound  my  meaning  \ 
I  mean,  that  with  my  foul  I  love  thy  daughter, 
And  do  intend  to  make  her  Queen  of  England. 

Queen.  Say  then,  who  doft  thou  mean  fhall  be  her  King? 

K-Zc.Ev'n  he  that  makes  herQueen,  who  elfe  ihould  be? 

Queen,  What,  thou  1 

K.  Rich,  Even  fo  5  how  think  you  of  it  ? 

Queen.  How  canft  thou  woo  her  ? 

K.  R icb,  I  would  learn  of  you, 
As  one  being  beft  acquainted  with  her  humour. 

Queen.  And  wilt  thou  learn  of  me  ? 

K,  Ricb.  With  all  my  heart. 

Queen.  Send  to  her  by  the  man  that  flew  her  brothers, 
A  pair  of  bleeding  hearts,  thereon  engrave 
Edward  and  York  j  then  haply  will  me  weep  : 
Therefore  prefent  to  her,  as  fometime  Margaret 
Did  to  thy  father  fteept  in  Rutland's  blood, 
A  handkerchief,  which,  fay  to  her,  did  drain 
The  purple  tide  from  her  fweet  brothers  bodies, 
And  bid  her  wipe  her  weeping  eyes  therewith. 
If  this  inducement  move  her  not  to  love, 
Send  her  a  letter  of  thy  noble  deeds ; 
Tell  her,  thou  mad'ft  away  her  uncle  Clarence, 
Her  uncle  Rivers :  ay,  and  for  her  fake, 

Mad'ft 
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Mad' ft  quick  conveyance  with  her  good  aunt  Anne. 

K.Rich.  You  mock  me,  Madam,  this  is  not  the  way 
To  win  your  daughter. 

S(ueen.  There's  no  other  way, 
Unlets  thou  could' ft  put  on  fome  other  ihape, 
And  not  be  Richard  that  hath  done  all  this. 

K.  Rich,  Say,  that  I  did  all  this  for  love  of  her* 
Queen,  Nay  then  indeed  me  cannot  chufe  but  hate  thee. 
Having  bought  love  with  fuch  a  bloody  fpoil. 

K.  Rich.  Look,  what  is  done,  cannot  be  now  amended  j 
Men  (hall  deal  unadvifedly  fometimes, 
"Which  after-hours  give  leifure  to  repent  of. 
If  I  did  take  the  kingdom  from  your  fons, 
To  make  amends,  I'll  give  it  to  your  daughter  % 
If  I  have  kill'd  the  HTue  of  your  womb, 
To  quicken  your  increafe  I  will  beget 
Mine  hTue  of  your  blood,  upon  your  daughter  s 
A  grandam's  name  is  little  lefs  in  love, 
Than  is  the  doting  title  of  a  mother  ; 
They  are  as  children  but  one  ltep  below, 
Even  of  your  metal,  of  your  very  blood  : 
Of  all  one  pain,  fave  for  a  night  of  groans 
Endur'd  of  her,  for  whom  you  bid  like  forrow* 

Your  children  were  vexation  to  your  youth, 

But  mine  mall  be  a  comfort  to  your  age. 

The  lofs  you  have  is  but  a  fon  being  King,. 

And  by  that  lofs  your  daughter  is  made  Queen* 

I  cannot  make  you  what  amends  I  would, 

Therefore  accept  fuch  kindnefs  as  I  can. 

Dor  Jet  t  your  fon,  that  with  a  fearful  foul 

Leads  difcontented  fteps  in  foreign  foil, 

This  fair  alliance  quickly  mail  call  home 

To  high  promotions  and  great  dignity. 

The  King  that  calls  your  beauteous  daughter  wife,. 

Familiarly  mall  call  thy  Dor  jet  brother : 

Again  mall  you  be  mother  to  a  King  5 

And  all  the  ruins  of  diftrefsful  times, 

Repair'd  with  double  riches  of  content. 

What  !  we  have  many  goodly  days  to  fee. 

The  liquid  drops  of  tears  that  you  have  Ihed 

Shall  come  again,  transformed  to  orient  pearl, 
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Advantaging  their  loan  with  intereft 
Of  ten  times  double  gain  of  happinefs. 
Go  then,  my  mother,  to  thy  daughter  go, 
Make  bold  her  bafliful  years  with  your  experience, 
Prepare  her  ears  to  hear  a  wooer's  tale. 
Put  in  her  tender  heart  th*  afpiring  flame 
Of  golden  Sovereignty  5  acquaint  the  Princefs 
With  the  fweet  filent  hours  of  marriage-joys. 
And  when  this  arm  of  mine  hath  chaftifed 
The  petty  rebel,  dull-brain'd  Buckingham, 
Bound  with  triumphant  garlands  will  I  come, 
And  lead  thy  daughter  to  a  conqueror's  bed  5 
To  whom  I  will  retail  my  conqueft  won, 
And  flie  /hall  be  fole  victrefs,  C<sefar\  Cafar. 

Queen.  What  were  I  beft  to  fay,  her  father's  brothef 
Would  be  her  Lord  ?  or  /hall  I  fay,  her  uncle  ? 
Or  he  that  flew  her  brothers,  and  her  uncles  ? 
Under  what  title  fliall  I  woo  for  tbee, 
That  God,  the  law,  my  honour,  and  her  love, 
Can  make  feem  pleafing  to  her  tender  years  ? 

K.  Rich.  Infer  fair  England's,  peace  by  this  alliance. 

Queen.  Which  me  fhall  purchafe  with  ftill  lafting  war. 

K.  R.  Tell  her,  theKing,that  may  command,intreats— * 

Qu.  That,  at  her  hands,  which  the  King's  King  forbids. 

K.  Rich.  Say,  flie  fliall  be  a  high  and  mighty  Queen — 

Queen.  To  wail  the  title,  as  her  mother  doth. 

K.  Rich.  Say,  I  will  love  her  everlaftingiy. 

Queen.  But  how  long  fliall  that  title  ever  laft  ? 

K.  Rich.  Sweetly  in  force,  unto  her  fair  life's  end. 

Queen.  But  how  long,  fairly,  fliall  her  fweet  life  laft  ? 

K.  Rich.  As  long  as  heav'n  and  nature  lengthen  it. 

Queen.  As  long  as  hell  and  Richard  like  of  it. 

K.  Rich.  Say,  I,  her  Sov' reign,  am  her  fubje&now. 

Queen.  But  flie,  your  fubjecl:,  loaths^uch  Sovereignty. 

K.  Rich.  Be  eloquent  in  my  behalf  to  her. 

Queen.  An  honeft  tale  fpeeds  beft,  being  plainly  told. 

K.  Rich.  Then  in  plain  terms  tell  hermy  loving  tale. 

Queen.  Plain  and  not  honeft,  is  too  harfli  a  ftile. 

K,  Rich.  Your  reafons  are  too  fliallow,  and  teo  quick  * 

Now 

*  —  too  fliallow,  and  too  quick, 

gueen,  0  no,  my  rcafons  are  too  deep  and  dead  5 
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Now  by  my  George,  my  garter,  and  my  crown— 
Queen.  Prcfan'd,  diflionour'd,  and  the  third  ufurpM. 
K.  Rich,  I  fwear. 

Queen,  By  nothing,  for  this  is  no  oath  : 
The  George  profan'd,  hath  loft  his  holy  honour, 
The  garter  blemiuVd,  pawnM  his  knightly  virtue, 
The  crown  ufurp'd,  difgrac'd  his  kingly  glory.  * 
If  fomething  thou  would'ft  fwear  to  be  believ'd, 
Swear  then  by  fomething  that  thou  haft  not  wrong'do 

K.  Rich.  Now  by  the  world— 

Queen.  'Tisfull  of  thy  foul  wrongs. 

K.  Rich.  My  fathers  death  

Queen.  Thy  life  hath  that  difhonour'd. 

K.  Rich.  Then  by  my  felf. 

Queen.  Thy  felf  thy  felf  mifufeft. 

K.  Rich.  Why  then,  by  heav'n— — — 

Queen.  Heav'ns  wrong  is  moft  of  all : 
If  thou  did'ft  fear  to  break  an  oath  with  heav'n, 
The  unity  the  King  my  hufband  made 
Thou  hadft  not  broken,  nor  my  brothers  dy'd. 
If  thou  hadft  fear'd  to  break  an  oath  with  heav'n, 
Th'  imperial  metal,  circling  now  thy  head, 
Had  grac'd  the  tender  temples  of  my  child  ; 
And  both  the  Princes  had  been  breathing  here, 
Which  now,  two  tender  bed-fellows  for  duft, 
Thy  broken  faith  hath  made  a  prey  to  worms. 

K.  Ricb4  By  time  to  come. 

Queen.  That  thou  haft  wronged  in  the  time  oeVpaft  5 
For  I  my  felf  have  many  tears  to  wafh 
Hereafter  time,  for  time  paft,  wrong' d  by  thee. 
The  children  live,  whofe  fathers  thou  haftflaughter'd, 
Ungovern'd  youth,  to  wail  it  in  their  age. 
The  parents  live,  whofe  children  thou  haft  butcherM, 
Old  wither'd  plants,  to  wail  it  in  their  age.  * 

Two  deep  and  dead  poor  infants  in  their  grave, 
Harp  on  it  ftill  mall  I,  'till  heart-itrings  break. 

K.  Ricb.  Harp  not  on  that  firing,  Madam,  that  is  paft, 
Now  by  my  George,  &c. 

*  —  to  wail  it  in  their  age. 
Swear  not  by  time  to  come,  for  that  thou  halt 
Mifus'dere  us'd,  by  times  iil-us'd  c^er-pait, 


fC.  Ricb.  As  I  intend,  tfc. 
V©fc.  VI. 
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K.  Rich.  As  I  intend  toprofper  and  repent  5 
So  thrive  I  in  my  dangerous  attempt 
Of  hoftile  arms !  my  felf,  my  felf  confound  j 
Heaven  and  fortune  bar  me  happy  hours  5 
Day  yield  me  not  thy  light,  nor  night  thy  reft  5 
Be  oppofite  all  planets  of  gcod  luck 
To  my  proceeding  ;  if  with  pure  heart's  love, 
Immaculate  devotion,  holy  thoughts, 
I  tender  not  thy  beauteous  Princely  daughter  ! 
In  her  confifts  my  happinefs  and  thine  5 
Without  her,  follows  to  my  felf  and  thee. 
Her  felf,  the  land,  and  many  achriftian  foul, 
Death,  defolation,  ruin  and  decay. 
It  cannot  be  avoided  but  by  this  ; 
It  will  not  be  avoided  but  by  this. 
Therefore,  dear  mother,  I  muftcall  ycu  fo, 
Be  the  attorney  of  my  love  to  her  5 
Plead  what  I  will  be,  not  what  I  have  been  | 
Not  my  deferts,  but  what  I  will  deferve  : 
Urge  the  neceftity  and  ftate  of  times  5 
And  be  not  peevim  found  in  great  defigns. 

Queen.  Shall  I  be  tempted  of  the  devil  thus  ? 

K.  Rich.  Ay,  if  the  devil  tempt  you  to  do  good. 

Queen.  Shall  I  forget  my  felf  to  be  my  felf  ? 

K.  Rich.  Ay  ,  if  your  felf  s  remembrance  wrong  your 

Queen.  But  thou  didft  kill  my  children.  pelf. 

K.  Rich.  But  in  your  daughter's  womb  I  bury  them  5 
Where  in  that  neft  of  fpicery  they  mall  breed 
Selves  of  themfeives,  to  your  recomforturc. 

Queen.  Shall  I  go  win  my  daughter  to  thy  will  ? 

K.  Rich.  And  be  a  happy  mother  by  the  deed. 

Queen.  I  go,  write  to  me  fhortly.         [Exit .  Queen, 

K.  Rich.  Bear  her  my  true  love's  kifs,  and  fo  farewel — 
Relenting  fool,  and  mallow,  changing  woman  ! 
SCENE    VI.    Enter  RatclirT. 

Rat.  Molt  mighty  Sovereign,  on  the  weftern  coaffc 
Rides  a  puiffant  navy  :  to  our  mores 
Throng  many  doubtful  hollow-hearted  friends, 
Unarm'd,  and  unrefolvM  to  beat  them  back. 
'Tis  thought  that  Richmond  is  their  Admiral : 
And  there  they  hull,  expecting  but  the  aid 


King  Richard  III.  257 

Of  Butkingham,  to  welcome  them  afhore, 

K.  Rich.  Some  light-foot  friend  poft  to  the  Duke  cf 
Ratcliff,  thy  felf,  oxCateJby  5  where  is  he  ?  [Norfolk, 

Catef.  Here,  my  good  Lord. 

K.  Rich.  Catejby,  fly  to  the  Duke. 

Catef.  I  will,  my  Lord,  with  all  convenient  hafte. 

K.  Rich.  Ratclijf,  come  hither,  poft  to  Salifbury, 

When  thou  com*  ft  thither  dull  unmindful  villain, 

[ToCatefby. 

Why  ftay'ft  thou  here,  and  go'ft  not  to  the  Duke  ? 

Catef  Firft,  mighty  Liege,  tell  me  your  Highnefs* 
What  from  your  Grace  1  mail  deliver  to  him.  [pleafure, 

K,  Rich.  O  true,  good  Catejby,  — -  bid  him  levy  ftrait 
The  greateft  ftrength  and  power  he  can  make, 
And  meet  me  fuddenly  at  Salifbury. 

Catef  I  go.  [Exit. 

Hat.  What,  may  it  pleafe  you, /hall  l^ozt  Salifbury  t 

ULRich.  Why,what  would' ft  thou  do  there  before  i  go  ? 

Rat.  Your  Highnefs  told  me  I  mould  poft  before. 

K.  Ricb>  My  mind  is  chang'd 

Enter  Lord  Stanley • 
Stanley,  what  news  with  you  ? 

Stan.  None  good,  my  liege,  to  pleafe  you  with  the 
Nor  none  fo  bad,  but  well  may  be  reported.  [hearing, 
...  K.  Rich*  Heyday,  a  riddle  !  neither  good  nor  bad  ; 
Why  doft  thou  run  fo  many  miles  about, 
When  thou  may'ft  tell  thy  tale  the  neareft  way  ? 
Once  more,  what  news  ? 

Stan,  Richmond  is  on  the  feas* 

K.  Rich.  There  let  him  fink,  and  be  the  feas  on  him ! 
White-liver*d  run-a-gate,  what  doth  he  there  ? 
Stan.  1  know  not,  mighty  Sovereign,  but  by  guefs. 
K.  Rich.  Well,  as  you  guefs. 

Stan.  Stirr'd  up  by  Dorfet,  Buckingham,  and  Morton, 
He  makes  for  England,  here  to  claim  the  crown, 

K.  Rich.  Is  the  chair  empty  ?  is  the  fword  unfway'd  ? 
Is  the  King  dead  ?  the  empire  unpoflefs'd  ? 
What  heir  of  York  is  there  alive,  but  we  > 
And  who  in  England's  King,  but  great  York's  heir  ? 
Then  tell  me,  what  makes  him  upon  the  fea  ? 
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Stan*  "Unlefs  for  that,  my  Liege,  I  cannot  guefe* 
K.  Ricb.  Unlefs  for  that  he  comes  to  be  your  Liege# 
You  cannot  guefs  wherefore  the  Weljb^man  comes* 
Thou  -wilt  revolt,  and  fly  to  him,  I  fear. 

Stan,  No,  mighty  Liege,  therefore  miftruft  me  not. 
K.  Rich,  Where  is  thy  power  then  to  beat  him  back  ? 
"Where  are  thy  tenants,  and  thy  followers  ? 
Are  they  not  now  upon  the  weftern  more  ? 
Conducting  fafe  the  rebels  from  their  mips  ? 

Stan,  No,  my  good  Lord,  my  friends  are  in  the  north. 
K»ita£.Cold  friends  tome:  what  do  they  in  the  north, 
When  they  mould  ferve  their  Sov' reign  in  the  weft  ? 

Stan,  They  have  not  been  commanded,  mighty  King  2 
Pleafe  it  your  Majefty  to  give  me  leave, 
I'll  mufter  up  my  friends,  and  meet  your  Grace, 
Where,  and  what  time  your  Majefty  mail  pleafe. 

K#  Rich.  Ay,  thou  would*  ft  fain  be  gone,  to  join  witli 
But  I'll  not  truft  thee.  [Richmond: 

Stan,  Mighty  Sovereign, 
You  have  no  caufe  to  hold  my  friendlhip  doubtful  5 
I  never  was,  nor  ever  will  be  falfe. 

K.  Ricb.  Go  then,  and  mufter  men;  but  leave  behind 
Your  ion  George  Stanley  :  look  your  heart  be  firm, 
Or  elfe  his  head's  aifurance  is  but  frail. 

Stan, So  deal  with  him, as  I  prove  true  to  you!  [JEjr.Stao. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 
Mef,  My  gracious  Sov'reign,  now  in  Devon/hire, 
As  I  by  friends  am  well  advertifed, 
Sir  Edmund  Courtney,  and  th«  haughty  Prelate, 
Bifhop  of  Exeter,  his  elder  brother, 
With  many  more  confed'rates,  are  in  arms. 

Enter  another  Mejfenger, 
Mef,  In  Kent,  my  Liege,  the  Guilfords  are  in  arfllf  t 
And  every  hour  ftill  more  complices 
Flock  to  the  rebels,  and  their  power  grows  ftrong. 
Enter  another  MeJJmger, 
Mef,  My  Lord,  the  army  of  the  Duke  ofButkingbam— 
K,Ricb.Qut  on  ye,  owls !  nothing  but  fongs  of  death  ? 

[He  ftrikeibim* 
There  take  thou  that,  *till  thou  bring  better  aews. 

Mef* 
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Mef,  The  news  I  have  to  tell  your  Majefty, 
Is,  that  by  fudden  floods  and  fall  of  waters, 
Buckingham**  army  is  difpers'd  and  fcatter'd, 
And  he  himfelf  wander'd  away  alone, 
No  man  knows  whither. 

K.  Rich.  Oh  !  I  cry  thee  mercy  5 
There  is  my  purfe,  to  cure  that  blow  of  thine* 
Hath  any  well-advifed  friend  proclaim'd 
Reward  to  him  that  brings  the  traitor  in  ? 

Mef.  Such  proclamation  hath  been  made,  my  Liege* 
Enter  another  Meffenger. 

Mef,  Sir  'Thomas  Lovely  and  Lord  Marquifs  Dorfet, 
*Tis  laid,  my  Liege,  in  Yorkjhire  are  in  arms  j 
But  this  good  comfort  bring  1  to  your  Highnefs, 
The  Bretagne  navy  is  difpers'd,  by  tempeft. 
Richmond  in  Dorfetjbire  fent  out  a  boat 
Unto  the  more,  toaflc  thofe  on  the  banks, 
If  they  were  his  afliftants,  yea,  or  no  ? 
"Who  anfwer'd  him,  they  came  from  Buckingham 
Upon  his  party  ;  he  miftrufting  them, 
HoisM  fail,  and  made  his  courfe  again  fax  Bretagne. 
,   K.  Rich.  March  on,  march  on,fince  we  are  up  in  arms  j 
If  not  to  fight  with  foreign  enemies, 
Yet  to  beat  down  thefe  rebels  here  at  home. 

Enter  Catefby. 

Catef,  My  Liege,  the  Duke  of  Buckingham  is  taken. 
That  is  the  beft  news  j  that  the  Earl  of  Richmond 
Is  with  a  mighty  pow'r  landed  at  Milford, 
li  colder  news,  but  yet  it  muft  be  told. 

K.  Rich.  Away  tow 'rds  Salijbury  j  while  we  realoa 
A  royal  battel  might  be  won  and  loft  :  [here, 
Some  one  take  order  Buckingham  be  brought 
To  Salijbury  5  the  reft  march  on  with  me.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE    VII.    Lord  Stanley'*  Houfe. 
Enter  Lord  Stanley,  and  Sir  Chriftopher  Urfwick. 

Stan,  Sir  Chriftopher,  tell  Richmond  this  from  me  j 
That  in  the  Sty  of  this  moft  bloody  boar, 
My  fon  George  Stanley  is  frankt  up  in  hold ; 
If  1  revolt,  off  goes  young  George's  head  ; 
The  fear  of  that  holds  off  my  prefent  aidt 
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So  get  thee  gone  5  commend  me  to  thy  Lord. 
Say  too,  the  Queen  hath  heartily  confented 
He  mould  efpoufe  Elizabeth  her  daughter. 
But  tell  me,  where  is  Princely  Richmond  now  ? 
Chri.  At  Pembroke,  or  at  Hav'rford-Weft  m  Walts, 
Stan.  What  men  of  name  refort  to  him  ? 
Chri,  Sir  Walter  Herbert,  a  renowned  foldier. 
Sir  Gilbert  Talbot ,  and  Sir  William  Stanley, 
Oxford,  redoubted  Pembroke,  Sir  James  Blunt, 
And  Rice  ap  Thomas,  with  a  valiant  crew, 
And  many  other  of  great  name  and  worth  s 
And  towards  London  do  they  bend  their  power, 
If  by  the  way  they  be  not  fought  withal. 

Stan.  Well,  hie  thee  to  thy  Lord  i  I  kifs  his  hand, 
My  letter  will  refolve  him  of  my  mind. 
Farewel  !  [Exeunt. 

ACT   V.    SCENE  I. 
Salisbury.  Enter  the  Sheriff,  and  Buckingham  «*ffc 

halberds  led  to  Execution. 
Buck.-T  X  rill  not  King  Richardlctme  fpeak  with  him  ? 
V  V  £i*r.No,good  myLord  ,therefore  be  patient. 
Buck .  Haftings, and  Edward' s  children  ,Gray  andfifW-J, 
Holy  King  Henry,  and  thy  fair  fon  Edward, 
V aughan,  and  all  that  have  mifcarried 
By  underhand,  corrupted,  foul  injufticc  ! 
If  that  your  moody,  difcontented  fouls, 
Do  through  the  clouds  behold  this  prefent  hour, 
Ev'n  for  revenge  mo£k  my  deftruction  ! 
This  is  All-Souls  day,  fellows,  is  it  not  ? 

Sbcr.  It  is,  my  Lord. 
'    Buck.  Why  then  M-Souls  day  is  my  body's  Doomfflaj. 
This  is  the  day,  which  in  King  Edward's  time 
I  wifht  might  fall  on  me,  when  I  was  found 
Falfe  to  his  children,  or  his  wife's  allies* 
This  is  the  day  wherein  I  wiflit  to  fall 
By  the  falfe  faith  of  him  whom  moft  I  trufted  i 
This  is  the  determin'd  refpite  *  of  my  wrongs* 
That  high  All-feer,  which  I  dallied  with, 
Hath  turn'd  my  feigned  prayer  on  my  head, 

*  That  is/thetiroe  to  wMch  the  punifhment  for  his  wrongs 
wa.g  refpited.  r  Aoi 
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And  giv'n  in  earneft,  what  I  begg'd  injeft. 
Thus  doth  he  force  the  fwords  of  wicked  men 
To  turn  their  own  po'nts  on  their  matters'  bofoms. 
Thus  May g1  ret'1  s  curfe  falls  heavy  on  my  head  : 
When  he,  quoth  fhe,  fliall  fplitthy  heart  with  forrow, 
Remember  Mar g' ret  was  a  prophetefs. 
Come,  Sirs,  convey  me  to  the  block  of  fliame  $ 
Wrong  hath  but  wrong,  and  blame  the  due  of  blame* 
[Exeunt  Buckingham  ivith  Offiuru 
SCENE    II.     Tie  Camp,  near  Tamworth. 
Enter  Richmond,  Oxford,  Blunt,  Herbert,  and  otiers, 
iviti  Drum  and  Colours. 
Richm.  Fellows  in  arms,  and  my  moft  loving  friends^ 
Bruis'd  underneath  the  yoak  of  tyranny, 
Thus  far  into  the  bowels  of  the  land 
Have  we  march'd  on  without  impediment  ; 
And  here  receive  we  from  our  father  Stanley 
Lines  of  fair  comfort  and  encouragement. 
The  wretched,  bloody,  and  ufurping  boar, 
That  fpoil'd  your  fummer-fields,  and  fruitful  vin*s, 
Swill'd  your  warm  blood  like  warn,  and  made  his  trough 
In  your  embowellM  bofoms  5  this  foul  fwine 
Lyes  now  ev'n  in  the  centre  of  this  Ifle, 
Near  to  the  town  of  Leicefter,  as  we  learn  ! 
From  Tamworth  thither  is  but  one  day's  march 
In  God's  name  cheerly  on,  couragious  friends, 
To  reap  the.harveft  of  perpetual  peace, 
By  this  one  bloody  trial  of  marp  war. 

Oxf.  Ev*ry  man's  conscience  is  a  thoufand  fwords, 
To  fight  againftthat  bloody  homicide. 

Herb.  I  doubt  not  but  his  friends  will  fly  to  us. 
i?jW.Hehathno  friends,  but  who  are  friends  for  fear, 
Which  in  his  great-aft  need  will  fly  from  him. 

Richm.  All  for  our  'vantage  5  then  in  God's  name 
True  hope  is  fwift,  and  flies  with  fwallow's  wings  [march, 
Kings  it  makes  Gods,  and  meaner  creatuves  Ksngs.  [Exe. 
SCENE  III.  Bofworth  Field.  Enter  King  Richard 
in  arms,  with  Norf  .Ik,  Ratcliff,  and  Catefby. 
K.  Rich.  Here  pi  ch  our  tents,  ev'n  herein  Bofzvorti 
Why  how  now,  Catejhy}  whvlook'il  thou  lb  fad  ?  [field. 
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Catef.  My  heart  is  ten  times  lighter  than  my  looks. 

K.  Rich.  My  Lord  of  Norfolk  ( 

Nor.  Here,  moft  gracious  Liege. 

K.Ricb.NorfoIA,wem\JiQ:  haveknocks :  ha,muftwenot? 

Nor,  We  muft  both  give  and  take,  my  gracious  Lord. 

K.  Rich,  Up  with  my  tent,  here  will  I  lye  to-night 

But  where  to-morrow  ?  well,  all's  one  for  that. 

Who  hath  defcry'd  the  number  of  the  traitors  > 

Nor.  S'ik  or  fev'n  thoufand  is  their  utmoft  power. 

K.  Rich.  Why  our  battailion  trebles  that  account  s 
Befides,  the  King's  name  is  a  tower  of  ftrength, 
Which  they  upon  the  adverfe  faction  want. 
Up  with  the  tent :  come,  noble  gentlemen, 
Let  us  furvey  the  'vantage  of  the  ground. 
Call  for  fome  men  of  found  direction  :  . 
Let's  want  no  difcipline,  make  no  delay, 
For,  Lords,  to-morrow  is  a  bufie  day.  [Exeutif. 
JE/7/^rRichmond,5/>WilliamBrandon,  Oxford yand  Dorfet. 

Ricbm.  The  weary  fun  hath  made  a  golden  let, 
And  by  the  bright  tract  of  his  fiery  car, 
Gives  fignal  of  a  goodly  day  to-morrow. 
Sir  William  Brandon,  you  mail  bear  my  ftandard : 
The  Earl  of  Pembroke  keep  his  regiment  ; 
Good  captain  Blunt,  bear  my  good  night  to  him> 
And  by  the  fecond  hour  in  the  morning 
Defire  the  Earl  to  fee  me  in  my  tent. 
Yet  one  thing  more,  good  Blunt,  before  thou  goeft  ; 
Where  is  Lord  Stanley  quarter'd,  doft  thou  know  ? 

Blunt.  Unlefs  I  have  mifta'en  his  colours  much, 
(Which  well  I  am  aflur'd  I  have  not  donej 
His  regiment  lies  half  a  mile  at  leaft 
South  from  the  mighty  power  of  the  King, 

Ricbm.  If  without  peril  it  be  poflible, 
Sweet  Blunt ,  make  fome  good  means  to  fpeak  with  him* 
And  give  him  from  me  this  moft  Heedful  note. 

Blunt.  Upon  my  life,  my  Lord,  I'll  undertake  it. 
Ricbm.  Give  me  fome  ink  and  paper  j  in  my  tent 
I'll  draw  the  form  and  model  of  our  battel, 
Limit  each  leader  to  his  fevera'l  charge, 
And  part  in  juft  proportion  our  fmall  ftrength. 
Let  us  oonfult  upon  to-morrow's  buiinefc  $  / 
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in  to  our  tent,  the  air  is  raw  and  cold. 

[They  withdraw  into  the  tentm 
Enter  King  Richard,  RatclifT,  Norfolk,  and  Catefoy. 

K.  Rich.  What  is't  a  clock  ? 

Catef.  It's  fupper  time,  my  Lord, 
It*s  nine  a  clock. 

K*  Rich.  I  will  not  fup  to  night. 
"What,  is  my  beaver  eafier  than  it  was  ? 
And  all  my  armour  laid  into  my  tent  ? 

Catef.  It  is,  my  Liege,  and  all  things  are  in  readinefs. 

K.  Rich,  Good  Norfolk,  hie  thee  to  thy  charge, 
Ufe  careful  watch,  chufe  trufty  centinels. 

Nor,  I  go,  my  Lord. 

K.  Rich.  Stir  with  the  lark  to-morrow,  gentle  Norfolk, 
Nor,.  I  warrant  you,  my  Lord,  [Exit, 
K.  Rich.  Catefby  / 
Catef  My  Lord  ? 

K.  Rich.  Send  out  a  purfuivarrt  at  arms 
To  Stanley* s  regiment  5  bid  him  bring  his  power 
before  fun-rjfing,  left  his  fon  George  fall 
Into  the  blind  cave  of  eternal  night. 
Till  me  a  bowl  of  wine — give  me  a  watch—    [To  Rat# 
Saddle  white  Surrey  for  the  field  to-morrow : 
!*ook  that  my  ftaves  be  found,  and  not  too  heavy. 

Ratcliff  . 

Rat.  My  Lord  >  [berland  f 

K.  Rich.  Saw'ft  thou  the  melancholy  Lord  Northum- 
Rat.  Thomas  the  Earl  of  Surrey  9  and  himfelf, 
JWueh  about  cock-ihut  time,  from  troop  to  trocp 
Went  through  the  army,  cheering  up  the  foldiers. 

K.  Rich.  Vm  fatisfy'd  ;  give  me  a  bowl  of  wine. 
I  have  not  that  alacrity  of  fpirit 
Nor  cheer  of  mind  that  I  was  wont  to  have  ■ 
There,  fet  it  down.    Is  ink  and  paper  ready  ? 
Rat.  It  is,  my  Lord. 

K.  Rich:  Bid  my  guard  watch,  and  leave  me. 
About  the  mid  of  night  come  to  my  tent, 
And  help  to  arm  me.    Leave  me  now  I  fay.  [Exit.  Rat* 
SCENE    III.    Richmond**  Tent. 
Enter  Stanley  to  Richmond  in  his  Tent. 
-  Stan,  Fortune  and  victory  fit  on  thy  helm. 

Ricbm* 
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Ricbm.  All  comfort  that  the  dark  night  can  afford, 
Be  to  thy  perfon,  noble  father-in-law  ! 
Tell  me,  how  fares  it  with  our  loving  mother  ? 

Stan.  I,  by  attorney,  blefs  thee  from  thy  mother, 
Who  preys  continually  for  Richmond's  good  : 
So  much  for  that  The  filent  hours  fteal  on. 

And  flaky  darknefs  breaks  within  the  Eaftt 
In  brief,  for  fo  the  feafon  bids  us  be, 
Prepare  thy  battel  early  in  the  morning, 
And  put  thy  fortune  to  th*  arbitrement 
Of  bloody  ftrokes,  and  mortal  flaring  war. 
I,  as  I  may,  (that  which  1  would,  I  cannot) 
"With  beft  advantage  will  deceive  the  time, 
And  aid  thee  in  this  doubtful  mock  of  arms. 
But  on  thy  fide  I  may  not  be  too  forward, 
Left  (being  feen)  thy  brother  tender  George 
Be  executed  in  his  father's  fight. 
Farewel !  the  leiiure,  and  the  fearful  time 
Cuts  off  the  ceremonious  vows  of  love, 
And  ample  enterchange  of  fweet  difcourfe, 
Which  lo-long-fundred  friends  mould  dwell  upon*. 
Cod  give  us  ieifure  for  thefe  rites  of  love, 
Once  more  adieu,  be  valiant,  and  fpeed  well ! 

Ricbm.  Good  Lords,  conduct  him  to  his  regiment  % 
I'll  ftrive,  with  troubled  thoughts,  to  take  a  nap, 
Left  leaden  (lumber  poife  me  down  to-morrow, 
When  I  mould  mount  with  wings  of  victory : 
Once  more,  good  night,  kind  Lords  and  gentlemen ! 

[Exeunt*  Manent  Richmond* 
O  thou!  whofecaptain  I  account  my  felf, 
Look  on  my  forces  with  a  gracious  eye : 
Put  in  their  hands  thy  bruifin  irons  of  wrath, 
That  they  may  crufh  down  with  a  heavy  fall 
Th*  ufurping  helmets  of  our  adverfaries. 
Make  us  thy  minifters  of  chaftifement, 
That  we  may  praife  thee  in  thy  victory  \ 
To  thee  I  do  commend  my  watchful  foul, 
JE're  I  let  fall  the  windows  of  mine  eyes: 
Sleeping  and  waking,  oh  defend  me  ftiU  !  [Sleeps, 
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S  CE  N  E  IV. 
Between  thcTent s of  Richard  and Richmond  :  They  ficeping. 
Enter  the  Ghofi  of  Prince  Edw-ard,  Son  to  Henry  the  Sixth. 
Ghofi.  Let  me  fit  heavy  on  thy  foul  to-morrow !  [TofC.R, 
Think  how  thou  ftabMft  me  in  the  prime  of  youth 
At  T iivkjbury  j  therefore  defpair  and  die  ! 

Be  chearful,jR/Vi>7»0ff</;  for  the  wronged  fouls[ToRichm, 
Of  butcher'd  Princes  fight  in  thy  behalf : 
King  Henry*  s  iffue,  Richmond,  comforts  thee. 
Enter  the  Ghofi  cf  Henry  the  Sixth. 
Ghofi.When  I  was  mortal,my  anointed  body[To£r.Richi 
By  thee  was  punched  full  of  deadly  holes  ; 
Think  on  the  Tower,  and  me  5  defpair,  and  die. 
Henry  the  Sixth  bids  thee  defpair,  and  die. 

Virtuous  and  holy,  be  thou  conqueror.    [To  Richffl* 
Barry,  that  prophefy'd  thou  mould' ft  be  King, 
Doth  comfort  thee  in  deep  ;  live  thou  and  flourim  1 
Enter  the  Ghofi  of  Clarence. 
Ghofi.  Let  me  fit  heavy  on  thy  foul  to-morrow  ! 
1  that  was  wafh'd  to  death  in  fulfom  wine,  [To  AT.  Rich. 
Poor  Clarence,  by  thy  guile  betray'd  to  death  : 
To-morrow  in  the  battel  think  on  me, 
And  fall  thy  edglefs  fword  ;  defpair  and  die  ! 

Thou  off- fpring  of  the  houfe  of  Lancafier,  [ToRichm* 
The  wronged  heirs  of  York  do  pray  for  thee  ; 
,  Good  angels  guard  thy  battel !  live  and  flourim  ! 

Enter  the  Ghofis  of  Rivers,  Gray,  and  Vaughan. 
Riv.  Let  me  fit  heavy  on  thy  foul  to  morrow, [To  K.  R. 
Rivers,  that  dy'd  at  Pomfret :  defpair,  and  die  ! 

Gray. Think  uponGrdy,and  let  thy  foul  defpair. [ToK.R, 
Vaugh.  Think  upon  Vaughan,  and  with  guilty  fear 
Let  fall  thy  launce !  Richard,  defpair  and  die  !  [T*K.  Rich. 

All.  Awake,  and  think  cur  wrongs  in  Richard'?,  bofom 
Will  conquer  him.  Awake,  and  win  the  day !  [To  Richm. 
Enter  the  Ghofi  of  Lord  Haftings. 
Ghofi.  Bloody  and  guilty,  guiltily  awake  5  \ToK.  Rich. 
.  And  in  a  bloody  battel  end  thy  days  : 
Think  on  Lord  Hafiingz  ;  and  defpair  and  die ! 
.    .Quiet,  untroubled  foul,  awake,  awake.     [To  Richm. 
Arm,  fight,  and  conquer,  for  fair  England  %  fake  ! 

Enter 
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"Enter  the  Gbofis  of  the  two  young  Princes. 
Gbofis.  Dream  on  thy  coufms  fmcther'd  in  the  Tovuef  f 
Let  us  be  lead  within  thy  bo  fern,  Richard,  [To  AT.  Ridi. 
And  weigh  thee  down  to  ruin,  fhame,  and  death ! 
Thy  Nephews  fouls  bid  thee  defpair  and  die. 

Sleep,  Richmond,  deep  in  peace,  and  wake  in  }oy. 
Good  angels  guard  thee  from  the  boar's  annoy  \[To  Richm» 
Live,  and  beget  a  happy  race  of  Kings. 
Edward'  s  unhappy  fons  do  bid  thee  flourifh. 

Enter  the  Ghofi  of  Anne  bis  wife. 
Ghofi.  Richard,  thy  wife,  that  wretched  Annd  thy  wife, 
That  never  ilept  a  quiet  hour  with  thee,    [ToKt  Rick. 
Now  fills  thy  fleep  with  perturbations : 
To-morrow  in  the  battel  think  on  me, 
And  fall  thy  edgelefs  fvvord  :  defpair  and  die  1  • 

Thou  quiet  foul,  fleep  thou  a  quiet  fleep :  [ToRkhia* 
Dream  of  fuccefs  and  happy  victory, 
Thy  adverfary's  wife  doth  pray  for  thee. 

Enter  the  Ghofi  of  Buckingham. 
Ghoft.  The  firft  was  I  that  help'd  thee  to  the  crowri  s 
The  laft  was  I  that  felt  thy  tyranny.      .  [To  K.  Rich. 
€>,  in  the  battel  think  on  Buckingham^ 
And  die  in  terror  of  thy  guiltinefs ! 
Dream  on,  dream  on,  of  bloody  deeds  and  death  j 
Fainting  defpair,  defpairing  yield  thy  breath  ! 

Idy'd  forfoke,*ere  I  could  lend  thee  aid,  [TdRiciua. 
But  cheer  thy  heart,  and  be  thou  not  difmayM  : 
God  and  good  angels  fight  on  Richmond's  fide, 
And  Richard  fail  in  height  of  all  his  pride  ! 

[The  Ghofis  vanifo,  K.  Rich,  ftarts  out  of  bis  dream* 
K.  Rich.  Give  me  another  horfe — bind  up  my  wounds* 

Have  mercy,  Jefu  foft,  I  did  but  dream, 

O  coward  conscience  !  how  doft  thou  afflict  me  !  ^ 

The  lights  bum  blue  -is  it  not  dead  midnight  ? 

Cold  fearful  drops  ftand  on  my  trembling  fleflu 
"What  ?  do  I  fear  my  felf  ?  there's  none  elfe  by  ; 

*  This,  as  appears  from  hiftory,  was  the  cafe  of  the  Duke  of 
Buckingham :  that  being  ftopt  with  his  army  upon  the  banks  of  Se- 
*vern  by  great  deiuges  of  rain  he  was  deferted  by  his  foldiers,wha 
fceing  in  great  diftrefs,  half  famim'd  for  want  of  vi*iuals,ajid  defti- 
frite  of  Pay,  disbanded  tihewifelyes  agd  fi«d. 
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Is  there  a  murth'rer  here?  nc  j  yes,  I  am  *fv 
My  confcience  hath  a  thoufand  fev'ral  tongues, 
And  ev'ry  tongue  brings  in  a  fev'raltale, 
And  ev'ry  tale  condemns  me  for  a  villain. 
Perjury,   perjury  in  high' ft  degree, 
Murther,  ftern  murther  in  the  dir'ft  degree, 
All  feveral  fins  all  us'd  in  each  degree, 
Throng  to  the  bar,  all  crying,  guilty,  guilty ! 
I  /hall  defpair  :  there  is  no  creature  loves  me : 
And  if  I  die,  no  foul  will  pity  me  #. 
Methought,  the  fouls  of  all  that  I  had  murther'd 
Came  to  my  tent,  and  every  one  did  threat 
To-morrow' s  vengeance  on  the  head  of  Richard, 


Rat.  My  Lord  ! 

K.  Rich.  Who's  there  ? 

Rat.  Ratcliffy  my  Lord.   The  early  village-cock 
Hath  twice  done  falutation  to  the  morn  ; 
Your  friends  are  up,  and  buckle  on  their  armour. 

K.  Rich.  Ratcliffy  I  fear,  I  fear  

Rat.  Nay,  good  my  Lord,  be  not  afraid  of  fhadow 
K.  Rich.  By  the  Apoftle  Paul,  fhadows  to-night 
Have  ftruck  more  terror  to  the  foul  of  Richard, 
Than  can  the  fubftance  of  ten  thoufand  foldiers 
Armed  in  proof,  and  led  by  mallow  Richmond, 
It  is  not  yet  near  day.    Come,  go  with  me, 
Under  our  tents;  PJ1  play  the  eaves -dropper, 
To  hear  if  any  mean  to  flirink  from  me. 


t  —-No ;  yes,  I  am: 

Then  fly  what,  from  my  felf?  great  reafon  j  why  f 

Left  I  revenge.   What  i  my  felf  on  my  ielf  ? 
I  love  my  felf.    Wherefore  ?  for  any  good 
That  I  my  felfhave  done  unto  my  felf? 

0  no.   Alas  ,  I  rather  hate  my  felf, 
Tor  hateful  deeds  committed  by  my  felf. 

1  am  a  villain  ;   yet  I  lie,  I  am  not. 

Fool,  of  thy  felf  ipeak  well—- Fool  do  not  flatter. 
My  confcience  hath,  ©v. 

*  —  no  foul  will  pity  me. 
Nay,  wherefore  mould  they  i  fince  t?mt  i  ray  felf 
Find  in  my  felf  no  pity  to  r.iv  feljf. 


Enter  Ratcln% 


[Exeunt  K.  Richard  and  Ratcliff. 


Methought,  the  fouls  ot>  Sff. 
Vou  VI.     '  *, 
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SCENE  V. 
Enter  the  Lords  to  Richmond  fitting  in  his  Tent. 

Lords,  Good  morrow,  Richmond  ! 

Ricbm,  I  cry  you  mercy,  Lords  and  watchful  gentlemen^ 
That  you  have  ta'en  a  tardy  fluggard  here. 

Lords,  How  have  you  flept,  my  Lord  ? 

Ricbm,  The  fweeteft  fleep  and  faireft  boading  dreams, 
That  ever  enter'd  in  a  drowfie  head, 
Have  I  fince  your  departure  had,  my  Lords. 
Methought  their  fouls  whofe  bodies  Richard  murther'dj 
Came  to  my  tent,  and  cried  out,  victory  ! 
I  promife  you  my  heart  is  very  jocund, 
In  the  remembrance  of  fo  fair  a  dream. 
How  far  into  the  morning  is  it,  Lords  ? 

Lords.  Upon  the  ftroak  of  four. 

Ricbm,  Why  then  'tis  time  to  arm  and  give  dire£tionf 
More  than  I  have  faid,  loving  countrymen, 
The  leifure  ai?d  enforcement  of  the  time 
Torbids  to  dwell  on  5  yet  remember  this, 
God  and  our  good  caufe  fight  upon  our  fide, 
The  pray'rs  of  holy  faints,  and  wronged  fouls, 
Like  high-rear'd  bulwarks  ftand  before  our  faces, 
Richdrd  except,  thofe  whom  we  fi^ht  againft 
Had  rather  have  us  win,  than  him  they  follow. 
For  what  is  he  they  follow  ?  truly,  gentlemen, 
A  bloody  tyrant,  and  a  homicide  : 
One  rais'd  in  blood,  and  one  in  blood  eftablifli'd  ; 
One  that  made  means  to  come  by  what  he  hath, 
And  flaughter'd  thofe  that  were  the  means  to  help  him? 
A  bafe  foul  ftone,  made  precious  by  the  foil 
Of  England's  chair,  where  he  is  falfely  fet : 
Pne  that  hath  ever  been  God?s  enemy ; 
Then  if  you  right  againft  God's  enemy, 
God  will  in  juftice  ward  you  as  his  foldiers. 
If  you  do  fweat  to  put  a  tyrant  down, 
You'll  fleep  in  peace,  the  tyrant  being  flain  : 
If  you  do  fight  againft  your  country's  foes, 
Your  country's  fat  mail  pay  your  pains  the  hire 
If  you  do  fight  in  fafeguard  ofyour  wives, 
Your  wives  fhall  welcome  hqnie  the  conquerors* 
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If  you  do  free  your  children  from  the  fword, 
Your  children's  children  quit  it  in  your  age. 
Then  in  the  name  of  Cod  and  all  thefe  rights, 
Advance  your  ftandards,  draw  your  willing  fword£« 
For  me,  the  ranfom  of  my  bold  attempt 
Shall  be  this  cold  corps  on  the  earth's  cold  face  : 
But  if  I  thrive,  the  gain  of  my  attempt— 
The  leaft  of  you  mail  fhare  his  part  thereof. 
Sound,  drums  and  trumpets,  boldly,  chearfully  j 
God,  and  Saint  George  !  Richmond,  and  victory  I 
SCENE  VI. 
Enter  King  Richard,  Ratcliff,  and  Cateflby. 

K.  Rich.  What  faid  Northumberland,  as  touchingJR/V^- 

Rat.  That  he  was  never  trained  up  in  arms,  [tnond  ? 

K.  Rich,  He  faid  the  truth  j  and  what  faid  Surrey  then  ? 

Rat*  He  fnuTd  and  faid,  the  better  for  our  purpofe. 

K.  Rich.  He  was  V  th'  right,  and  fo  indeed  it  is. 
Tell  the  clock  there— give  me  a  Kalendar.  \ClockJlrihsn 
Who  faw  the  fun  to-day  ? 

Rat.  Not  I,  my  Lord. 

K.  Richi  Then  he  difdairis  to  mine  i  for  by  the  book, 
He  mould  have  brav'd  the  eaft  an  hour  ago— 
A  black  day  it  will  be  to  fonie  body.    Ratcliff  / 

Rat.  My  Lord  ? 

K>  Rich.  The  fun  will  not  be  feen  to-day  ; 
The  fky  doth  frown  and  lowre  upon  our  army— 
I  would  thefe  dewy  tears  were  from  the  ground-^ 
Not  mine  to-day  ?  why,  what  is  that  to  me 
More  than  to  Richmond  f  for  the  felf-fame  heav'n 
That  frowns  on  me,  looks  fadly  upon  him. 

Enter  Norfolk. 
Nor.  Arm,  arm,  my  Lord,  the  foe  vaunts  in  the  fielcL 
K»  Rich.  Come,  buftle,  buftle — caparifon  my  horfe. 
Call  up  Lord  Stanley,  bid  him  bring  his  power  | 
I  will  lead  forth  my  foldiers  to  the  plain, 
And  thus  my  battel  lhall  be  ordered. 
My  foreward  battel  ihall  be  drawn  in  lengthy 
Confifting  equally  of'  horfe  and  foot : 
Our  archers  ihall  be  placed  in  the  midft  ; 
John  Duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  Earl  of  Surrey, 

Zz  V  Shall 
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Shall  have  the  leading  of  the  foot  and  horfe* 

They  thus  directed,  we  our  felf  will  follow 

In  the  main  battel,  which  on  either  fide 

Shall  be  well  winged  with  our  chiefeft  horfe: 

This  and  St.  George  to  boot.  What  think'ft  thou}NorfoIk  7 

Nor.  A  good  direction,  warlike  Sovereign. 
This  paper  found  I  on  my  tent  this  morning.  [Giv.a  fcrotvl, 
Jocky  of  Norfolk,  be  not  fo  boldy  \Read$. 
For  Dickon  thy  majier  is  bought  and  fold, 
K.  Rich.  A  thing  deviled  by  the  enemy. 
Go,  gentlemen,  go  each  man  to  his  charge* 
Let  not  our  babling  dreams  affright  our  fouls  j 
Confcience  is  but  a  word  that  cowards  ufe. 
Devis'd  at  firft  to  keep  the  ftrongin  awe. 
Our  ftrong  arms  be  our  confcience,  fwords  our  law* 
March  on,  join  bravely,  let  us  to't  pell  mell, 
If  not  to  heav'n,  then  hand  in  hand  to  hell. 
"What  mail  I  fay  more  than  I  have  inferred? 
Remember  whom  you  are  to  cope  withal, 
A  fort  of  vagabonds,  rafcals,  run-aways, 
A  fcum  of  Britons,  and  bafe  lackey- peafants, 
"Whom  their  o'er* cloyed  country  vomits  forth 
To  defperate  adventures  and  destruction. 
You  fleeping  fafe,  they  bring  you  to  unreft  s 
You  having  lands,  and  bleft  with  beauteous  wives* 
They  would  diftrain  the  one,  diftain  the  other* 
And  who  doth  lead  them  but  a  paltry  fellow, 
Long  kept  in  Bretagne  at  his  mother's  coft  ? 
A  milk- fop,  one  that  never  in  his  life 
Pelt  fo  much  cold,  as  over  fhoes  in  fnow. 
Let's  whip  thefe  ftragglers  o'er  the  feas  again, 
Lafh  hence  thefe  over-weening  rags  of  France , 
Thefe  faminYd  beggars,  weary  of  their  lives  \ 
Who,  but  for  dreaming  on  this  fond  exploit, 
For  want  of  means,  poor  rats,  had  hang'd  thernfelves« 
If  we  be  conquered,  let  men  conquer  us, 
And  not  thofe  baftard  Britons,  whom  our  fathers 
Have  in  their  own  land  beaten,  bobb'd  and  thump'd, 
And  on  record  left  them  the  heirs  of  fhame, 
Shall  thefe  enjoy  our  lands  ?  lye  with  our  wives  ? 

Ravift 
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Ravifli  our  daughters  ? — hark,  I  hear  their  drum. 

[Drum  afar  ojf% 
Fight,  gentlemen  of  England  ;  fight,  bold  yeomen  1 
Draw,  archers,  draw  your  arrows  to  the  head  i 
Spur  your  proud  horfes  hard,  and  ride  in  blood  s 
Amaze  the  welkin  with  your  broken  ftaves  I 

Enter  a  Meffenger, 
What  fays  Lord  Stanley,  will  he  bring  his  power  ? 

Mef.  My  Lord,  he  doth  deny  to  come. 

K.  Rich.  Of£  inftantly  with  his  fon  George's  hwd. 

Nor.  My  Lord,  the  enemy  i6  paft  the  marfk. 
After  the  battel  let  George  Stanley  die. 

K.Ricb.  A  thoufand  hearts  are  great  within  my  bofoitt* 
Advance  our  ftandards>  fet  upon  our  foes  5 
Our  ancient  word  of  courage,  fair  Saint  George, 
Infpire  us  with  the  fpleen  of  fiery  dragons  ! 
Upon  them !  Victory  fits  on  our  helms.  [Exeunt. 
S  C  E  N  E  VII.  Alarum.  Excurfiom.  Enter  Catefby. 

Catef.  Refcue,  my  Lord  of  Norfolk,  refcue,  refcue  : 
The  King  enacts  more  wonders  than  a  man, 
Daring,  an  oppofite  to  every  dangeT : 
His  horfe  is  flain,  and  all  on  foot  he  fights, 
Seeking  for  Richmond  in  the  throat  of  death, 
Refcue,  fair  Lord  ,  or  elfe  the  day  is  loft. 

Alarum.    Enter  King  Richard. 

Ki  Rich*  A  horie  !  a  horfe  !  my  kingdom  for  a  horfe ! 

Catef.  Withdraw,  my  Lord,  I'll  help  you  to  a  horfe. 

K.  Rich.  Slave,  I  have  fet  my  life  upon  a  caft, 
And  1  will  ftand  the  hazard  of  the  dye  : 
I  think  there  be  fix  Ricbmonds  in  the  field, 
Five  have  I  flain  to-day  inftead  of  him. 
A  horfe  !  a  horfe  !  my  kingdom  for  a  horfe  !  [Exeunt, 

Alarum,    Enter  King  Richard  and  Richmond ;  they 
fight,  Richard  is  Jlain. 
Metreat,  and  Flourijh.  Enter  Richmond,  Stanley  bearing 
the  Crown,  with  divers  other  Lords. 

Jc/Vi>02.Godand  your  arms  be  prais'd,  victorious  friends! 
The  day  is  ours,  the  bloody  dog  is  dead. 

Stan.  Couragious  Richmond,  well  haft  th^u  acquit  thee. 3 
Lo,  here  thefe  long  ufurped  royalties, 
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From  the  dead  temples  of  this  bloody  wretch 
Have  I  pluckt  off,  to  grace  thy  brows  withal. 
"Wear  it,  enjoy  it,  and  make  ufe  of  it. 

Richm  Great  God  of  heaven,'  fay  Amen  to  all! 
Bat  tell  me  firft,  is  young  George  Stanley  living  ? 

Stan.  He  is  my  Lord,  and  iafe  in  Leicejier  town; 
Whither,  if  you  fo  pleafe,  we  may  withdraw  us. 

Richm  "What  men  of  note  are  flain  on  either  fide  ? 

Stan.  John  Duke  of  Norfolk,  Walter  the  Lord  Ferris , 
Sir  Robert  Brakenkury,  Sir  William  Brandon^ 

Richm.  Interr  their  bodies  as  becomes  their  births. 
Proclaim  a  pardon  to  the  foldiers  fled, 
That  in  fut  million  will  return  to  us. 
And  then,  as  we  have  ta'en  the  facrament, 
"We  will  unite  the  White  Rofe  and  the  Red. 
Smile  heav'n  upon  this  fair  conjunction, 
That  long  Hath  frown'd  upon  their  enmity  ! 
Wljat  traitor  hears  me,  and  fays  not  Amen  ? 
England '  liath  long  been  mad,  and  fcarr'd  her  felf  j 
The  brother  blindly  fhed  the  brother's  blood, 
The  father  rafhly  flaughter'd  hisownfon, 
The  fons,  compell'd,  being  butchers  to  the  fire  *  i 
O  now  let  Richmond  and  Elizabeth, 
The  true  fucceeders  of  each  royal  houfe, 
By  God's  fair  ordinance  conjoin  together ! 
And  let  their  heirs  (God,  if  thy  will  be  fo) 
Bnrich  the  time  to  come  with  fmooth-fae'd  peace, 
vWith  miling  plenty,  and  fair  profp'rous  days  ! 
Abate  the  edge  of  traitors,  gracious  Lord, 
That  would  reduce  thefe  bloody  days  again, 
And  make  poor  England  weep  in  ftreams  of  blood ! 
Let  them  not  live  to  tafte  this  land's  encreafe, 
That  would  with  treafon  wound  this  fair  land's  peace ! 
Now  civil  wounds  are  ftopp'd,  peace  lives  agen  : 
That  me  may  long  live  here,  God  fay,  Amen.  [Exeunt, 

*  butchers  to  the  fire  t 
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I Come  no  more  to  make  you  laugb  ;  things  now 
That  bear  a  'weighty  and  a  ferious  brow* 
Sad,  high,  and  working ,  full  of  fiat  e  and  iVoe9 
Such  noble  fcenes,  as  draw  the  eye  to  flow, 
We  pall prefent.    Ihofe  that  can  pity,  here 
May,  if  they  think  it  well,  let  fall  a  tear  j 
The  fubjecl  will  deferve  it.    Such  as  give 
Their  money  out  of  hope  they  may  believe. 
May  here  find  truth  too,    Thofe  that  come  to  fee 
Only  a  (haw  or  two,  ( and fo  agree, 
The  play  may  pafs  J  if  they  be  fiill  and  willing^ 
Til  undertake  may  fee  away  their  fhilling 
Richly  in  two  jhort  hours.    Only  they 
That  come  to  hear  a  merry,  bawdy  play  ; 
A  noife  of  targets ;  or  to  fee  a  fellow 
Jn  a  long  motley  coat,  guarded  with  yellow  5 
Will  be  deceived ,  for,  gentle  hearers,  know 
To  rank  our  chofen  truth  with  fuch  a  Jhow 
As  fool  and fight  is,  {befide forfeiting 
Cur  own  brains,  and  thy  opinion  that  we  bring 
To  make  that  only  true  we  now  intend) 
Will  leave  us  ne"1 er  an  underfianding  friend. 
Therefore,  for  goodnefs*  fake,  as  you  are  known 
The firfi  and  happiefi  hearers  of  the  town, 
Be  fad,  as  we  would  make  ye.    Think  before  ye 
The  very  perfons  of  our  noble  fiory, 
As  they  were  living  :  think  you  fee  them  great. 
And  follow" 'd  with  the  general  throng %  and  fweat 
Of  tbtufand  friends ;  then,  in  a  moment,  fee 
How  foon  this  mightinefs  meets  mlfery  I 
And  if  you  can  be  merry  then,  Til  fay 
A  man  may  weep  upon  his  wedding  day. 
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KING  Henry  VIII. 

Cardinal  Wo  l  e y  ,  bis firft  Minifter  and  Favourite*. 

Cr  a  nmer  ,  ArchMjhop  of  Canterbury. 

Sir  Thomas  More,  Lord  Chancellor* 

Duke  o/*N<  RFOLK. 

Duke  ^Buckingham. 

Charles  Brandon,  Duke  of  Suffolk, 

Earl  of  Surrey. 

Lord  Chamberlain, 

Cardinal Campeius,  the  Pope* s  Legat . 

Ca  p  u  c  i  us,  Ambaffador  firm  the  Emperor  Charles  Vt 

Gardiner,  Bijhop  of  Winchefter, 

Lord  Abergavenny, 

Bijhop  ©/"Lincoln. 

Lord  Sands. 

Sir  Henry  Guildford, 
Sir  Thomas  Lov ell, 
^/V  Anthony  Denny, 
Sir  Nicholas  Vaux, 

Walter  Sands.  [King* 
Cromwell,  Servant  firft  to  Wolfey,  afterwards  to  tb* 
Griffith,  Gentleman -UJher  to  Queen  Catharine, 
Three  Gentlemen, 

Dr.  Butts,  Pbyjician  to  the  King, 
Surveyor  to  the  Duke  of  Buckingham. 
Porter  and  bis  Man. 

Queen  Catharine,  firft  Wife  to  King  Henry,  after* 

'wards  Divorced. 
Anne  Bullen,  beloved  by  the  Kingy  and  afterward* 

married  to  bim, 
An  old  Lady,  Friend to  Anne  Bullen. 
Patience,  Woman  of  the  Bed-Cbamber  to  Catharine. 

Several  Lords  and  Ladies  in  the  dumb  Shews,  Women  at* 
tending  upon  the  Queen.  Spirits  which  appear  to  ber* 
Scribes,  Officers,  Guards \  and  other  Attendants, 

¥be  Scene  lyesmoftly  in  London,  Once  at  Kimbolton, 
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ACT   I.     SCENE  I. 

An  Antichamber  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  the  Duke  of  Norfolk  at  one  door :  at  the  other  the 
Duke  of  Buckingham,  and  the  Lord  Abergavenny. 

Buck.  OOD  morrow,  and  well  met.  How  have  ye 

I  Since  laft  we  faw  y*  in  France  ?  [done 

J    Nor.  I  thank  your  Grace : 
Healthful,  and  ever  fince  a  frefli  admirer 
Of  what  I  faw  there. 

Buck,  An  untimely  ague 
Staid  me  a  prifoner  in  my  chamber,  when 
Thofe  funs  of  glory,  thofe  two  lights  of  men, 
Met  in  the  vale  of  Arde. 

Nor,  'Twixt  Guynes  and  Arde 2 
I  was  thenprefent,  faw  'em  falute  on  horfe-back, 
Beheld  them  when  they  lighted,  'how  they  clung 
In  their  embracement,  as  they  grew  together  j 
Which  had  they,  what  four  thron'd  ones  could  haye 
Such  a  compounded  one  ?  [we  gh'  d 
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Buck.  All  the  whole  time 
I  was  my  chamber's  prifoner. 

Nor.  Then  you  loft 
The  view  of  earthly  glory  :  men  might  fay 
"Till  this  time  pomp  was  fingle,  but  now  marry 'd 
To  one  above  it  felf.    Each  following  day 
Became  the  next  day's  matter,  'till  the  laft 
Made  former  wonders,  his.    To-day  the  French  i 
All  clinquant,  all  in  gold,  like  heathen  gods 
Shone  down  the  Englijb  5  and  to-morrow  they 
Made  Britain,  India  :  every  man  that  flood, 
Shew'd  like  a  mine.    Their  dwarfifh  pages  were 
As  Cherubins,  all  gilt  j  the  Madams  too, 
Not  us'd  to  toil,  did  almoft  fweat  to  bear 
The  pride  upon  them,  that  their  very  labour 
Was  to  them  as  a  painting.    Now  this  mafk 
"Was  cry'd  incomparable  j  and  th'  enfuing  night 
Made  it  a  fool  and  beggar.    The  two  Kings 
Equal  in  luftre,  were  now'beft,  now  worft, 
As  pre  fence  did  prefent  them  ;  him  in  eye, 
Still  him  in  praife ;  and  being  prefent  both, 
'Twas  faidthey  faw  but  one,  and  no  difcerner 
Durftwag  his  tongue  in  cenfure.  When  thefe  funs, 
(For  fo  they  phrafe  'em)  by  their  heralds,  challeng'4 
The  noble  fpirits  to  arms,  they  did  perform 
Beyond  thought's  compafs,  that  old  fabulous  ftory 
(Being  now  feen  poflible  enough)  got  credit  j 
That  *  Bevis  was  believ'd. 

Buck.  Oh,  you  go  far. 

Nor.  As  I  belong  to  worfliip,  and  affect 
In  honour,  honefty;  the  tract  of  ev'ry  thing 
Would  by  a  good  difcourfer  lofe  fome  life, 
Which  action's  felf  was  tongue  to.    All  was  royal  | 
To  the  difpofing  of  it  nought  rebell'd, 
Order  gave  each  thing  view.    The  office  did 
Diftinclly  his  full  function. 

Buck.  Who  did  guide, 
I  mean  who  fet  the  body  and  the  limbs 
Of  this  great  fport  together,  as  you  guefs  ? 

*  Tne  old  romantic  legend  of  Bsvis  of  Swifoawpton, 
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Nor.  One  fure,  that  promifes  no  *  element 
In  fuch  a  bufinefs. 

Buck.  Pray  you,  who,  my  Lord  ? 

Nor,  All  this  was  order' d  by  the  good  discretion 
Of  the  right  rev' rend  Cardinal  of  York. 

Buck.  The  devil  fpeed  him  !  no  man's  pye  is  freed 
From  his  ambitious  nnger.    What  had  he 
T.o  do  in  thefe  fierce  vanities  ?  I  wonder 
That  fuch  a  ketch  can  with  his  very  bulk 
Take  up  the  rays  o'th'  beneficial  fun, 
And  keep  it  from  the  earth. 

Nor.  Yet  furely,  Sir, 
There's  in  him  fluff  that  puts  him  to  thefe  ends. 
For  being  not  propt  by  anceftry,  whofe  grace 
Chalks  fucceifors  their  way  ;  nor  call'd  upon 
For  high  feats  done  to  th'  crown  ;  neither  ally'd 
To  eminent  afiiftants  ;  but  fpider-like 
Out  of  his  felf-drawn  web  ;  this  gives  us  note, 
The  force  of  his  own  merit  makes  his  way, 
A  gift  that  heaven  gives,  which  for  him  buys 
A  place  next  to  the  King. 

Abtr.  I  cannot  tell 
What  heav'n  hath  giv'n  him ;  letfome  graver  eye 
Pierce  into  that :  but  I  can  fee  his  pride 
Peep  through  each  part  of  him  5  whence  has  he  that  ? 
If  not  from  hell,  the  devil  is  a  niggard, 
Or  has  giv'n  all  before  ;  and  he  begins 
A  new  hell  in  himfelf. 

Buck.  But  why  the  devil, 
Upon  this  French  going  out,  took  he  upon  him, 
Without  the  privity  o*  th*  King,  t*  appoint 
Who  mould  attend  him  ?  He  makes  up  the  file 
Of  all  the  gentry  ;  for  the  moft  part  fuch 
On  whom  as  great  a  charge  as  little  honour 
He  meant  to  lay  :  And  his  own  letter  only 
(The  honourable  board  of  council  out) 
Muft  fetch  in  him  he  f  papers. 
*  No  rudiment  or  beginning. 

t  He  papers,*  verb  ;  His  own  letter,tfy  his  own  (ingle  authority 
and  without  the  concurrence  of  the  Council,  mu3  fetch  in  Him  m 
whom  he  papers  4own» 

V«*.  VI,  A  a  Abtr, 
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Aher*  I  do  know 
Kinfmen  of  mine,  three  at  the  leaft,  that  have 
By  this  fo  ficken'd  their  eftates,  that  never 
They  mall  abound  as  formerly. 

Buck,  O,  many 
Have  broke  their  backs  with  laying  mannors  on  'em 
For  this  great  journey.    What  did  this  great  vanity 
But  minifter  communication  of 
A  moft  poor  iflue  ? 

Nor.  Crievingly  I  think, 
The  peace  between  the  French  and  us  not  values 
The  coft  that  did  conclude  it. 

Buck>  Every  man, 
After  the  hideous  ftorm  that  follow'd,  was 
A  thing  infpir'd  ;  and  not  confulting,  broke 
Into  a  gen*ral  prophefie,  that  this  tempelt, 
Darning  the  garment  of  this  peace,  aboaded 
The  fudden  breach  on't. 

Nor,  Which  is  budded  out : 
For  France  hath  rlaw'd  the  league,  and  hath  attache 
Our  merchants  goods  at  Bourdeeux, 

Aher.  Is  it  therefore 
Th*  ambaffador  is  filenc'd  ? 

Nor.  Marry  is't. 

Aber.  A  proper  title  of  a  peace,  and  purchase 
At  a  fuperfluous  rate ! 

Buck.  Why,  all  this  bufinefs 
Our  rev* rend  Cardinal  carried. 

Nor,  Like't  your  Grace, 
The  ftate  takes  notice  of  the  private  difference 
Betwixt  you  and  the  Cardinal.    I  advife  you 
( And  take  it  from  a  heart  that  wifhes  you 
Honour  and  plenteous  fafety)  that  you  read 
The  Cardinal's  malice  and  his  potency 
Together  :  to  c'onfider  further,  that 
What  his  high  hatred  would  effect,  wants  not 
A  minifter  in  his  pow'r.    You  know  his  nature, 
That  he's  revengeful  $  and  I  know  his  fword 
Hath  a  fharp  edge  :  it's  long,  and't  may  be  faid, 
it  reaches  far ;  and  where  'twill  not  extend, 

Till* 
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Thither  he  darts  it.    Bofom  up  my  counfel, 
WU  find  it  wholfome.    Lo,  where  comes  that  rock 
That  fladvife  your  ^™nl^  £  „ 
Enter  Cardinality,  the purfe  born  before  him,  certahof 
the  guard,  and  two  Secretaries  ^^/T    V  W 
dJlinhispafage  MJ^V^f^ ngham,  and 
Buckingham  on  him,  both  full  of  difda*. 
mi.  The  Duke  of  ^Buckingham's  iurveyor  ?  ha  i 
Whereas  his  examination  ? 
Seer.  Here,  fo  pleafe  you. 
JFo/.  Is  he  in  perfon  ready  ? 
Seer.  Ay,  an't  pleafe 

Y°mi.  iTis  well,  we  mall  then  know  more, 
And  Buckingham  (1,11  Itfftatt ^M 

This  butcher's  cur  is  venom. mouthM,  and! 
Have  not  the  pow'r  to  muzzle  him,  therefore  beft 
Not  wake  him  in  his  number.    A  beggar's  book 
Out-worths  a  Noble  blood. 

Nor.  What,  are  you  chafd  ? 
Afk  God  for  temp  ranee,  that's  th'  appliance  only 
"Which  your  difeafe  requires. 

Buck.  I  read  in's  looks 
Matter  againft  me,  and  his  eye  revil  d  ■ 
Me  as  his  abjett  objed  *  at  this  inihnt 
He  bores  me  with  fome  trick,  he  s  gone  to  th 
I'll  follow  and  out-ftare  him. 

Nor.  Stay,  my  Lord,  - 
And  let  your  reafon  with  your  chole xqneft** 
What '  tis  you  go  about.    To  climb  fteep  hills 
Requires  flow  pace  at  firft.    Anger  is  like 
A  Uhot  horie,  who  being  allow  d  his jzy, 
Self-mettle  tires  him  :  not  a  man  m  Inglan* 
Can  advife  me,  like  you  :  be  to  your  felf 
As  you  would  to  your  friend. 

Buck.  Til  to  the  King,  t 
And  from  a  mouth  of  honour  quite  fry  down 
This  Mw/^-fellow's  infolence,  or  proclaim  There»8 
A  a  a 
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There's  diff  'rence  in  no  perfons.  ^ 

Nor.  Be  advisM  5 
Heat  not  a  furnace  for  your  foe  fo  hot 
That  it  do  finge  yourfelf.    We  may  out-run 
By  violent  fwiftnefs,  that  wJ^ich  -we  run  at  5 
And  lofe  by  over-running  :  know  you  not, 
The  fire  that  mounts  the  liquor  'till't  run  o'er, 
In  feeming  to  augment  it,  waftes  it  ?  be 
AdvisM  I  fay  again,  there  is  no  Englifi, 
Soul  ftronger  to  direct  you  than  your  felf, 
If  with  the  fap  of  reafon  you  would  quench* 
Or  but  allay  the  fire  of  paffion. 
;      Buck.  Sir,. 
I'm  thankful  to  you,  and  Til  go  along 
By  your  prefcription  5  but  this  top-proud  fellow, 
Whom  from  the  flow  of  gall  I  name  not,  but 
From  fincere  motions,  by  intelligence 
And  proofs  as  clear  as  founts  in  July  when 
We  fee  each  grain  of  gravel,  I  do  know 
To  be  corrupt  and  treafonous. 
Nor.  Say  not,  treafonous. 

«^».To  th1  King  I'll  fay  it,and  make  my  vouch  as  ftrong 

As  more  of  rock  attend.    This  holy  fox, 

Or  wolf,  or  both  (for  he  is  equal  rav'nous 

As  he  is  fubtle,  and  as  prone  to  mifchief 

As  able  to  perform' t)  his  mind  and  place 

Infetting  one  another,  yea,  reciprocally  j 

Only  to  /hew  his  pomp,  as  well  in  France 

As  here  at  home,  fuggefts  the  King  our  malter 

To  this  laft  coftly  treaty,  th'  enterview, 

That  fwallow'd  fo  much  treafure,  and  like  a  glafs 

Did  break  i'th'  rinfing. 

Nor.  'Faith,  and  fo  it  did. 

Buck.  Pray  give  me  favour,  Sir,— this  cunning  Cardinal 
\Lhe  articles  o'th'  combination  drew 
As  himfelf  pleas M  ;  and  they  were  ratify M 
As  he  cryM,  let  it  be— to  as  much  end, 
As  give  a  crutch  to  th'  dead.    But  our  Court-Cardinaf 
Has  done  this,  and  'tis  welU-for  worthy  Woljey, 
Who  cannot  err,  he  did  it.    Now  this  follows,'  ' 

(Which* 
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(Which,  as  I  take  it,  is  a  kind  of  puppy 
To  th'  old  dam,  treafon)  Charles  the  Emperor, 
Under  pretence  to  fee  the  Queen  his  aunt, 
(For  'twas  indeed  his  colour,  but  he  came 
To  whifper  Welfey )  here  makes  vifitation  : 
His  fears  were,  that  the  interview  betwixt 
England  and  France  might  through  their  amity 
Breed  him  fome  prejudice  5  for  from  this  league 
Peep'd  harms  that  menac'd  him.    He  privily 
Deals  with  our  Cardinal,  and  as  I  trow, 
Which  I  do  well — for  I  am  fure  th*  Emperor 
Paid  ere  he  promis'd,  whereby  his  fuit  was  granted 
£re  it  was  afk'd.    But  when  the  way  was  made, 
And  pav'd  with  gold  5  the  Emp'ror  thus  denVd, 
That  he  would  pleafe  to  alter  the  King's  courfe, 
And  break  the  forefaid  peace.    Let  the  King  know, 
(As  foon  he  fhall  by  me)  that  thus  the  Cardinal 
Does  buy  and  fell  his  honour  as  he  pleafes, 
And  for  his  own  advantage. 

Nor.  I  am  lorry 
To  hear  this  of  him ;  and  could  wim  you  were 
Something  miftaken  in't. 

Buck.  No,  not  a  fyllable  : 
I  do  pronounce  him  in  that  very  fhape- 
He  fhall  appear  in  proof. 

S  CENE  III. 
Enter  Brandon,  a  Serjeant  at  arms  before  him,  and  two  ^ 
three  of  the  Guard, 

Bran.  Your  office,  Serjeant  5  execute  it. 

Serj.  Sir, 

My  Lord  the  Duke  of  Buckingham,  and  Earl 
Of  Hertford,  Stafford,  and  Northampton,  I 
Arreft  thee  of  high  treafon,  in  the  name 
Of  our  moft  Sov'reign  King. 

Buck,  Lo  you,  my  Lord, 
The  net  has  fall'n  upon  me  3  I  mall  perifh 
Under  device  and  practice. 

Bran.  I  am  ferry 
To  fee  you  ta'en  from  liberty,  to  look  on 
The  bufinels  prcfent.   'Tis  his  HighnoiV  pleafure 

A  a  3  Yo* 
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You  mall  to  th'  Tower. 

Buck.  It  will  help  me  nothing 
To  plead  mine  innocence  5  for  that  dye  is  on  me, 
"Which  makes  my  whit'ft  part  black.The  will  of  heaven 
Be  done  in  this  and  all  things !  I  obey. 

0  my  Lord  Aberga1 'nny ,  fare  ye  well ! 

Bran.  Nay  he  muft  bear  you  company.   The  King 
Is  pleas'd  you  mall  to  th'  Tower,  'till  you  know 
How  he  determines  further. 

dber.  As  the  Duke  faid, 
The  will  of  heav'n  be  done,  and  the  King's  pleafure 
By  me  obey'd  ! 

Bran.  Here  is  a  warrant  from 
The  King,  t'  attach  Lord  Montague  and  the  bodies 
Of  the  Duke's  confeilbr,  John  de  la  Car, 
One  Gilbert  Peck,  his  chancellor. 

Buck.  So,  fo  ; 
Thefe  are  the  limbs  o'  th'  plot :  no  more,  I  hope  ? 

Bran.  A  monk  o'  th'  Chartreux. 
1  Buck.  Nicholas  Hopkins  f 

Bran.  He. 

Buck*  My  furveyor  is  falfe,  the  o'er-great  Cardinal 
Hath  fhew'd  him  gold  ;  my  life  is  fpann'd  already : 

1  am  the  Ihadow  of  poor  Buckingham, 
Whofe  figure  ev'n  this  inftant  cloud  puts  on. 

By  dark'ning  my  clear  fun.  My  Lord,  farewel !  \Excuut* 

SCENE    IV.    The  Council -Chamber. 
Cornet.  Enter  King  Henry,  leaning  on  the  Cardinal 's  fhoul- 
der  •  the  Nobles  and  Sir  Thomas  Lovell ;  the  Cardinal 
places  himfelf  under  the  King's  feet,  on  his  right  fide* 
King.  My  life  itfelf,  and  the  beft  heart  of  it, 
Thanks  you  for  this  great  care  :  I  ftood  i'tV  level 
Of  a  full-charg'd  confederacy,  and  give  thanks 
To  you  that  choak'd  it.    Let  be  calPd  before  u» 
That  gentleman  of  Buckingham's  in  perfon  j 
I'll  hear  him  his  confefiions  juftine, 
And  point  by  point  the  treafons  of  his  matter 
Ke  fliall  again  relate. 

nv'fe,  tvith  crying.  Room  for  the^ueen.    UJhir'd  by  tie 
Dufo  ofNorfaik.   Enter  the  Queen ,  Norfolk  and  Suf- 
*  folk  1, 
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folk  ;  jbe  kneels.    The  King  rifetb  from  bis  Jtate%  takm 

her  up,  kijjes  and placetb  her  by  him, 

Queen,  Nay,  we  muft  longer  kneel  5  I  am  a  Alitor. 

King.  Arife,  and  take  place  by  us  5  half  your  fait 
Never  name  to  us ;  you  have  half  our  power  s 
The  other  moiety  ere  you  a/k  is  given  j 
Repeat  your  will  and  take  it, 

Queen,  Thank  your  Majelty, 
That  you  would  love  yourfeif,  and  in  that  love 
Not  ^nconfider'd  leave  your  honour,  nor 
The  dignity  of  your  office,  is  the  point 
Of  my  petition. 

King,  Lady  mine,  proceed. 

Queen,  I  am  follicited,  not  by  a  few, 
And  thofe  of  true  condition,  that  your  fubjecls 
Are  in  great  grievance.    There  have  been  commiflions 
Sent  down  among  'em,  which  have  flawM  the  heart 
Of  all  their  loyalties  5  wherein  although,    {To  Wolfey. 
My  good  Lord  Cardinal,  they  vent  reproaches 
Moft  bitterly  on  you  as  putter  on 
Of  thefe  exactions,  yet  the  King  our  mafter 
(Whofe  honour  heav'n  flueld  from  foil)  efcapes  not 
Language  unmannerly  5  yea  fuch  which  breaks 
The  fides  of  loyalty,  and  almoft  appears 
In  loud  rebellion. 

Nor*  Not  almoft  appears, 
It  doth  appear  j  for  upon  thefe  taxations, 
The  clothiers  all,  not  able  to  maintain 
The  many  to  them  'longing,  have  put  off 
The  fpinfters,  carders,  fullers,  weavers,  who 
Unfit  for  other  life,  compell'd  by  hunger 
And  lack  of  other  means,  in  defp*rate  manner 
Daring  th'  event  to  th*  teeth,  are  all  in  uproar, 
And  danger  ferves  among  them. 

King,  How  !  taxation  ? 
"Wherein  ?  and  what  taxation  ?  my  Lord  Cardinal^ 
You  that  are  blam'd  for  it  alike  with  us, 
Know  you  of  this  taxation  ? 

Wql.  Pleafe  you,  Sir, 
4  know  but  of  a  fingle  part  in  ought 
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Pertains  to  th'  ftate,  and  front  but  in  that  file 
"Where  others  tell  fteps  with  me. 

Queen.  No,  my  Lord, 
You  know  no  more  than  others  :  but  you  frame 
Things  that  are  known  alike,  which  are  not  wholfome 
To  thofe  which  would  not  know  them,  and  yet  muft 
Perforce  by  their  acqmaintance.    Thefe  exactions 
(Whereof  my  So v*  reign  would  have  note)  they  are 
Moll  peftilent  to  th'  hearing  j  and  to  bear  'em, 
The  back  is  facriflce  to  th*  load  ;  they  fay, 
They  are  devis'd  by  you,  or  elfe  you  fuffer 
Too  hard  an  exclamation. 

King.  Still  exaction  !  1 
The  nature  of  it,  in  what  kind  let's  know 
Is  this  exaction  ? 

Queen.  I  am  much  too  vent'rous 
In  tempting  of  your  patience,  but  am  boMen'd 
Under  your  promis'd  pardon.    The  fubjects  grief 
Comes  through  commimons,  which  compel  from  each 
The  fixth  part  of  Bis  fubftance,  to  be  levy'd 
Without  delay  5  and  the  pretence  for  this 
Is  nam'd  your  wars  in  France.  This  makes  bold  mouths 
Tongues  fpit  their  duties  out,  and  cold  hearts  freeze 
Allegiance  in  them  j  All  their  curfes  now 
L,ive  where  their  pray'rs  did  5  and  it's  come  to  pafs, 

That  tractable  obedience  is  a  flave 
To  each  incenfed  will.    I  would  yourHighnofs 
Would  give  it  quick  confideration,  for 

There  is  no  primer  bufinefs. 
King.  By  my  life, 

This  is  againft  our  pleafure. 
Wol.  And  for  me, 

\  have  no  further  gone  in  this,  than  by 

A  fingle  voice,  and  that  not  part  me  but 

By  learned  approbation  of  the  Judges. 

If  I'm  traduc'd  by  tongues,  which  neither  know 

My  faculties  nor  perfon,  yet  will  be 

The  chronicles  of  my  doing  ;  let  me  fay, 

'Tis  but  the  fate  of  place,  and  the  rough  brake 

That  virtue  mull  go  through ;  we  mutt  riot  ftint 
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Out  necefifary  actions,  in  the  fear 

To  cope  malicious  cenfurers ;  which  ever, 

As  rav'nous  fifhes,  do  a  veflfel  follow 

That  is  new  trimm'd  j  but  benefit  no  further 

Than  vainly  longing.    What  we  oft  do  beft> 

By  fick  interpreters,  or  weak  ones,  is 

Not  ours,  or  not  allowed :  what  worft,  as  oft 

Hitting  a  groffer  quality,  is  cryM  up 

For  our  beft  act :  if  we  ftand  ftill,  in  fear 

Our  motion  will  be  mock'd  or  carped  at, 

We  fhould  take  root  here  where  we  fit:  or  fit 

State-ftatues  only. 

King,  Things  that  are  done  well, 
And  with  a  care,  exempt  themfelves  from  fear  5 
Things  done  without  example,  in  their  iflue 
Are  to  be  fearM.    Have  you  a  precedent 
Of  this  commiflion  ?  I  believe,  not  any. 
We  muft  not  rend  our  fub}ec\s  from  our  laws, 
And  ftick  them  in  our  will.   Sixth  part  of  each  i 
A  trembling  contribution  !-~why,  we  take 
From  ev'ry  tree,  lop,  bark,  and  part  o'  th'  timber  j? 
And  though  we  leave  it  with  a  root,  thus  hackt 
The  air  will  drink  the  fap.    To  ev*ry  county 
Where  this  is  queftion'd,  fend  our  letters,  with 
Free  pardon  to  each  man  that  has  deny'd 
The  force  of  this  commiflion  j  pray  look  to't,  1 
I  put  it  to  your  care. 

Wol.  A  word  with  you.  [To  the  Secietarj. 

Let  there  be  letters  writ  to  ev'ry  mire 
Of  the  King's  grace  and  pardon  :  The  griev'd  commons 
Hardly  conceive  of  me  3  let  it  be  noisM, 
That  through  our  interceffion  this  revokement 
And  pardon  comes  ;  I  mall  anon  advife  you 
Further  in  the  proceeding.  [Exit  Secretary 

SCENE   V.    Enter  Surveyor. 

S^ueen.  Vm  forry  that  the  Duke  of  Buckingham 
Is  run  in  your  difpleafure.- 

King.  It  grieves  many  5 
The  gentleman  is  learn'd,  a  moft  rare  fpeaker, 

To  nature  none  more  bound  :  his  training  fccb*  

3  That 
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That  he  may  furnifh  and  inftruct  great  teachers, 

And  never  feek  for  aid  out  of  himfelf. 

Yet  fee,  when  noble  benefits  mall  prove 

Not  well  difpos'd,  the  mind  growing  once  corrupt, 

They  turn  to  vicious  forms,  ten  times  more  ugly 

Than  ever  they  were  fair.    This  man  fo  'compliaVd, 

Who  was  enrollM  'mongft  wonders,  and  when  we, 

Almoft  with  lift'ning  ravifli'd,  could  not  find 

His  hour  of  fpeech,  a  minute  ;  he,  my  Lady, 

Hath  into  monftrous  habits  put  the  graces 

That  once  were  his,  and  is  become  as  black 

As  if  befmear'd  in  hell.    Sit,  you  fhall  hear, 

This  was  his  gentleman  in  truft,  of  him 

Things  to  ftrike  honour  fad.    Bid  him  recount 

To-fore-recited  practices,  whereof 

We  cannot  feel  too  little,  hear  too  much. 

Wol.  Stand  forth,  and  with  bold  fpirit  relate,  what  y< 
Moft  like  a  careful  fubjecl:,  have  collected 
Out  of  the  Duke  of  Buckingham, 

King,  Speak  freely. 

Surv.  Firft,  it  was  ufual  with  him,  ev'ryday 
It  would  infeG  his  fpeech,  that  if  the  King 
Should  without  iffue  die,  he'd  carry't  fo 
To  make  the  fcepter  his.    Thefe  very  words 
I've  heard  him  utter  to  his  fon -in-law, 
Lord  Aberga^nny,  to  whom  by  oath  he  menac'd 
Revenge  upon  the  Cardinal, 

Wol.  Pleafe  you,  note 
His  dangerous  conception  in  this  point : 
Not  friended  by  his  wifh,  to  your  high  perfoa 
His  will  is  moft  malignant,  and  it  ftretctes. 
$eyond  you  to  your  friends. 

Queen.  My  learn'd  Lord  Cardinal, 
Deliver  all  with  charity. 

King.  Speak  on  5 
How  grounded  he  his  title  to  the  cfbwn 
Upon  our  fail  ?  to  this  point  haft  thou  heard  him 
At  any  time  fpeak  ought  ? 

Surv*  He  was  brought  to  this, 
By  a  vain  prophefie  of  Nicholas  Hopkins. 
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King.  What  was  that  Hopkins  ? 

Surv.  Sir/,  a  Chart  reux  Friar, 
His  confefior,  who  fed  him  ev'ry  minute 
With  words  of  Sovereignty. 

King,  How  know' ft  thou  this  ? 

Surv.  Not  long  before  your  Highnefs  fped  to  Franc*, 
The  Duke  being  at  the  Rofe,  within  the  parifh 
St.  Lawrence  Pouhney,  did  of  me  demand 
What  was  the  fpeech  among  the  Londoners 
Concerning  the  French  journey  ?  I  reply'd, 
Men  fear'd  the  French  would  prove  perfidious 
To  the  King's  danger  :  prefently  the  Duke 
Said,  'twas  the  fear  indeed,  and  that  he  doubted 
'Twould  prove  the  verity  of  certain  words 
Spoke  by  a  holy  Monk,  that  oft,  fays  he, 
Hath  fent  to  me,  wifhing  me  to  permit 
John  de  la  Cary  my  chaplain,  a  choice  hour 
To  hear  from  him  a  matter  of  feme  moment : 
Who  (after  under  the  confeflion's  feal 
He  folemnly  had  fworn,  that  what  he  fpoke 
My  chaplain  to  no  creature  living  but 
To  me  mould  utter)  with  confidence  demure 
Thus  paufingly  enfu'd  ;  Neither  the  King,  nor's  heir* 
(Tell  you  the  Duke)  fhall  profper  ;  bid  him  ftrive 
To  gain  the  love  o'th'  commonalty  j  the  Duke 
Shall  govern  England.  > 

Queen.  If  I  know  you  well, 
You  were  the  Duke's  furveyor,  and  loft  your  ofrice 
On  the  complaint  o'th'  tenants  j  take  good  heed 
You  charge  not  in  your  fpleen  a  noble  perfon, 
And  fpoii  your  nobler  foul  5  I  fay  take  heed  j 
Yes,  heartily  I  befeech  you. 

King.  Let  him  on« 
Co  forward. 

Surv.  On  my  foul,  I'll  fpeak  but  truth* 
I  told  my  Lord  the  Duke,  by  th*  devil's  illufions 
The  Monk  might  be  deceiv'd,  and  that  'twas  dang' roue 
For  him  to  ruminate  on  this,  until 
It  forg'd  him  fome  defign,  (which,  being  believ'd, 
It  was  much  like  to  do)  he  aniwet'd,  Tufli, 
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It  can  d©  me  no  damage  :  adding  further, 
That  had  the  King  in  his  laft  ficknefs  fail'd, 
The  Cardinal's  and  Sir  Thomas  Lovell's  heads 
Should  have  gone  off. 

King.  Ha  !  what,  fo  rank  !  ah  ha— 
There's  mifchief  in  this  man  j  canft  thou  fay  further  ? 

Surv.  I  can,  my  Liege. 

King.  Proceed. 

Surv.  Being  at  Greenwich, 
After  your  Highnefs  had  reprov'd  the  Duke 
About  Sir  William  Blomer 

King.  I  remember 
Of  fuch  a  time,  he  being  my  fworn  fervant, 
The  Duke  retain  d  him  his.    But  on  5  what  hence  ? 

Surv.  If,  quoth  he,  I  for  this  had  been  committed, 
To  the  Tower,  as  I  thought ;  I  would  have  plaid 
The  part  my  father  meant  to  act  upon 
Th'  ufurper  Rkhard,  who  being  at  Salijbury, 
Made  fuit  to  come  in's  prefence  ;  which  if  granted, 
As  he  made  femblance  of  his  duty  he  would 
Have  put  his  knife  into  him. 

King.  A  giant  traitor  ! 

V/gl.  Now,  Madam,  may  his  Highnefs  live  in  freedom, 
And  this  man  out  of  prifon  ? 
Queen.  God  mend  all  ! 

King, There's  fomething  more  would  out  of  thee  5  what 
fay'ft  ? 

Surv.  After  the  Duke  his  father  with  the  knife, 
He  ftretchM  him,  and  with  one  hand  on  his  dagger, 
Another  fpread  on's  breaft,  mounting  his  eyes, 
He  did  difcharge  a  horrible  oath,  whofe  tenour 
"Was,  were  he  evil-us'd,  he  would  out-go 
His  father,  by  as  much  as  a  performance 
Does  an  irrefolute  purpofe. 

King.  There*  s  his  period, 
To  (heath  his  knife  in  us :  he  is  attach'd, 
Call  him  to  prefent  tryal ;  if  he  may 
Find  mercy  in  the  law,  ^t;s  his ;  if  none, 
Let  him  not  feek't  of  us :  by  day  and  night, 
He's  traitor  to  the  height.    '  [Exeunt* 

SCENE 
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SCENE    VI.    An  Apartment  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  Lord  Chamberlain,  and  Lord  Sands. 

Cham,  Is't  poflible  the  fpells  of  France  fliould  juggle 
Men  into  fuch  ftrange  mimick'ries  ? 

Sands,  New  cuftoms, 
Though  they  be  never  fo  ridiculous, 
Nay,  let  'em  be  unmanly,  yet  are  follow'd. 

Cham*  As  far  as  I  fee,  all  the  good  our  Englijh 
Have  got  by  the  laft  voyage,  is  hut  meerly 
A  fit  or  two  o'  th'  face,  but  they  are  fhrewd  ones  j 
For  when  they  hold  'em,  you  would  fwear  directly 
Their  very  nofes  had  been  counfellors 
To  Pepin  or  Cktharius,  they  keep  Irate  fo» 

Sands .  They've  all  new  legs,  and  lame  ones ;  one  would 
(That  never  faw  'em  pace  before)  the  fpavin  £take  it^ 
And  ftring-halt  reign'd  among  'em, 

Cham.  Death  !  my  Lord, 
Their  cloaths  are  after  fuch  a  pagan  cut  too, 
That  fure  they've  worn  out  Chriftendom :  how  now  ? 
What  news,  Sir  Thomas  Lovellf 

Enter  Sir  Thomas  Lovell. 

Lev,  'Faith,  my  Lord, 
I  hear  of  none,  but  the  new  proclamation 
That's  clapp'd  upon  the  Court-gate. 

Cham.  What  is't  for? 

Lov.  The  reformation  of  our  travell'd  gallants, 
That  fill  the  Court  with  quarrels,  talk,  and  tailors, 

Cham.  I'm  glad 'tis  there  ;  now  I  would  pray  our  Mon- 
To  think  an  Englijh  Courtier  may  be  wife,  [fieurs 
And  never  fee  the  Louvre. 

Lov,  They  muft  either 
(For  fo  run  the  conditions)  leave  thofe  remnants 
Of  fool  and  feather,  that  they  got  in  France  j 
With  all  their  honourable  points  of  ignorance 
Pertaining  thereunto,  as  fights  and  fire-works  $ 
Abufing  better  men  than  they  can  be 
Out  of  a  foreign  wifdom,  clean  renouncing 
The  faith  they  have  in  tennis,  and  tall  ftcckirtga, 
Short  bolfter'd  breeches,  and  fuch  types  of  travel, 
And  underftand  again  like  honeft  men* 

Vei,  VI.  B  h  Q* 


290       King  He nrv  VIII,, 

Or  pack  to  their  old  play-fellows  5  there  I  take  it, 

They  may,  cum  privilegio,  wear  away 

The  lag-end  of  their  lewdnefs,  and  belaugh'dat. 

Sands,  'Tis  time  to  give  them  phyfick,  their  difeafes 
Are  grown  fo  catching. 

Cham.  What  a  lofs  our  Ladies 
Will  have  of  thefe  trim  vanities  ? 

Lov.  Ay  marry, 
There  will  be  woe  indeed,  Lords  ;  the  fly  whorefons 
Have  got  a  fpeeding  trick  to  lay  down  Ladies : 
A  French  fong  and  a  fiddle  has  no  fellow. 

Sands.  The  devil  fiddle  'em !  I'm  glad  they're  going  j 
For  fure  there's  no  converting  'em :  now,  Sirs, 
An  honeft  country  Lord,  as  I  am,  beaten 
A  long  time  out  of  play,   may  bring  his  plain  fong, 
And  have  an  houF  of  hearing,  and,  by'r  Lady, 
Held  currant  mufick  too. 

Cham  Well  faid,  Lord  Sands  ; 
Your  colt's  tooth  is  not  caft  yet  ? 

Sands.  No,  my~Lord, 
Nor  mall  not,  while  I  have  a  ftump, 

Cham.  Sir  Thomas, 
Whither  are  you  a-goinci  ? 

Lov.  To  the  Cardinal's  5 
Your  Lordfhip  is  a  |ueft  too. 

Cham.  O,  'tis  true  ; 
This  night  he  makes  a  fupper,  and  a  great  one, 
To  many  Lords  and  Ladies  5  there  will  be 
The  beauty  of  this  kingdom,  Til  allure  you. 

Lev .  That  churchman  bears  a  bounteous  mind  indeed  : 
A  hand  as  fruitful  as  the  land  that  feeds  us, 
His  dew  falls  ev'ry  where. 

Chum,  No  doubt,  he's  noble  5 
He  had  a  black  mouth  that  faid  other  of  him. 

Sands.  He  may,  my  Lord,  h'as  wherewithal  ;  in  him 
Sparing  would  mew  a  worfe  fin  than  ill  doctrine. 
Men  of  his  way  mould  be  moft  liberal, 
They're  fet  here  for  examples. 

Cham.  True,  they  are  fo  5 
But  few  now  givg  fo  great  ones ;  my  barge  flays  5 

1  Your 


ting  HfcNBLY  VIII.  291 

Your  Lordfliip  fliall  along:  come,  good  Sir  Thomas t 
We  Ihall  be  late  elfe,  which  I  would  not  be, 
For  I  was  fpoke  to,  with  Sir  Henry  Guilford, 
This  night  to  be  comptrollers. 

Sands,  I'm  your  Lordfhip's.  [Exeunt. 
SCENE    VII.    York.  Houfe. 
Hautboys.  A  fmall  table  under  a  ft  ate  for  the  Cardinal,  a 
longer  table  for  theguefiu    'Then  enter  Anne  Bullen,  and 
divers  other  ladies  and  gentlemen,  as  guefts,  at  one  door  j 
at  another  door,  enter  Sir  Heiiry  Guilford. 
Cuil,  Ladies,  a  gen'ral  welcome  from  his  Grace 
Salutes  ye  all :  this  night  he  dedicates 
To  fair  content  and  you :  none  here  he  hopes, 
In  all  thi9  noble  bevy,  has  brought  with  her 
One  care  abroad  :  he  would  have  all  as  merry, 
As,  firft,  good  company,  then  good  wine,  good  welcome* 
Can  make  good  people. 

Enter  Lord  Chamberlain,  Lord  Sands  andLovdh 

0  my  Lord,  y'are  tardy; 

The  very  thought  of  this  fair  company 

Clap'd  wings  to  me. 

Cham*  You're  young,  Sir  Harry  Guilford, 
Sands.  Sir  Thomas  Lovell,  had  the  Cardinal 

But  half  my  lay-thoughts  in  him,  fome  of  thefe 

Should  find  a  running  banquet  ere  they  refted 

1  think  would  better  pleafe  'em  :  by  my  life, 
They  are  a  fweet  fociety  of  fair  ones. 

Lov.  O  that  your  Lordfliip  .were  but  nowconfeflbr 
To  one  or  two  of  thefe. 

Sands.  I  would  I  were, 
They  fliould  find  eafie  penance. 

Lov.  'Faith,  how  eafie  } 

Sands.  As  eafie  as  a  down  bed  would  afford  it. 

Cham.  Sweet  Ladies,  will  it  pleafe  you  fit?  Sir  Harry f 
Place  you  that  fide,  I'll  take  the  charge  of  this  : 
His  Grace  is  entring  5  nay,  you  muft  not  freeze : 
Two  women  plac'd  together  make  cold  weather : 
My  Lord  Sands,  you  are  one  will  keep  'em  waking : 
Pray  fit  between  thefe  Ladies. 

Sands.  By  my  faith, 

B  b  2  And 
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And  thank  your  Lordfliip.  By  your  leave,  fweet  Ladiesj 
If  I  chance  to  talk  a  little  wild,  forgive  me : 
I  had  it  from  my  father. 
Anne.  Was  he  mad,  Sir  ? 

Sands,  O,  very  mad,  exceeding  mad,  in  love  too  j 
But  he  would  bite  none ;  juft  as  I  do  now, 
He'd  kifs  you  twenty  with  a  breath. 

Cham.  Well laid: 
So  now  y'are  fairly  feated :  gentlemen, 
The  penance  lyes  on  you,  if  thefe  fair  Ladies 
Pafs  away  frowning. 

Sands.  For  my  little  cue, 
Let  me  alone. 

Hautboys.    Enter  Cardinal  Wolfey,  and  takes  bis  ftaU* 
Wot.  Y'are  welcome,  myfairguefts;  that  noble  lady 
Or  gentleman  that  is  not  freely  merry 
Is  not  my  friend.    This  to  confirm  my  welcome, 
And  to  you  all  good  health. 

Sands.  Your  Grace  is  noble : 
Let  me  have  fucha  bowl  may  hold  my  thanks, 
And  fave  me  fo  much  talking. 

W6U  My  Lord  .W*, 
I  am  beholden  to  you  ;  cheer  your  neighbour  : 
Ladies,  you  are  not  merry  $  gentlemen, 
Whofe  fault  is  this  ? 

Sands*  The  red  wine  firft  muft  rife 
In  their  fair  cheeks,  my  Lord,  then  we  mall  have  'em 
Talk  us  to  filence. 

Anne.  You're  a  merry  gamefter, 
My  Lord  Sands, 

Sands,  Yes,  if  I  may  make  my  play  • 
Here's  to  your  Ladyfliip,  and  pledge  it,  Madam  S 
Jor  'tis  to  fuch  a  thing 

Anne.  You  cannot  mew  me. 

Sands,  I  told  your  Grace  that  they  would  talk  anon, 

[Drum  and  trumpets,  chambers  difcbarged, 
Wol,  What's  that  ? 
Cham,  Look  out  there,  fome  of  ye. 
Wol,  What  warlike  voice, 
And  to  what  end  is  this  ?  nay,  Ladies,  fear  not  5 


King  Henry  VIII.       29  j 

By  all  the  laws  of  war  you're  privileged. 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Cham.  How  now,  what  is't  ? 

Ser,  A  noble  troop  of  ftrangers, 
For  fo  they  feem,  have  left  their  barge,  and  landed, 
And  hither  make,  as  great  ambafladors 
From  foreign  Princes. 

Wol.  Good  Lord  Chamberlain, 
Go,  give  'em  welcome ;  ydu  can  fpeak  the  French  tongue, 
And  pray  receive  'em  nobly,  and  conduct  'em 
Into  our  prefence,  where  this  heav'n  of  beauty 
Shall  mine  at  full  upon  them.    Some  attend  him. 

[AH  arife,  and  tables  removed, 
You've  now  a  broken  banquet,  but  we'll  mend  it. 
A  good  digeftion  to  you  all ;  and  once  more 
I  fhowrea  welcome  on  ye:  welcome  all. 
Hautboys.  Enter  King  and  others  as  majkers,  habited  like 

Shepherds,  ujher*  d  by  the  Lord  Chamberlain.    They  pafs 

direclly  before  the  Cardinal,  and  gracefully  falute  him, 
A  noble  company  !  what  are  their  pleafures  ? 

Cham,  Becaufe  they  fpeak  no  Englijb,  thus  they  pray'd 
To  tell  your  Grace,  that  having  heard  by  fame 
Of  this  fo  noble  and  fo  fair  aflembly, 
This  night  to  met  here,  they  could  do  no  lefs, 
Out  of  the  great  refpecl  they  bear  to  beauty, 
But  leave  their  flocks,  and  under  your  fair  conduct 
Crave  leave  to  view  thefe  Ladies,  and  entreat 
An  hour  of  revels  with 'em. 

Wol.  Say,  Lord  Chamberlain, 
They've  done  my  poor  houfe  grace  :  for  which  I  pay  'cm 
A  thoufand  thanks,  and  pray'em  take  their  pleafures. 

Chufe  Ladies,  King  takes  Anne  Bullen* 

King.  The  faireft  hand  I  ever  touch'd  !  O  beauty, 
'Till  now  I  neveT  knew  thee.  [Mujick*   Dane 9, 

Wol.  Good  my  Lord,——* 

Cham.  Your  Grace  ? 

Wol.  Pray  tell  'em  thus  much  as  from  me  : 
Tl>ere  mould  be  one  amongft  'em  by  his  ptrfori 
More  worthy  this  place  than  my  felf,  to  whom, 
If  I  but  knew  him,  with  my  love  and  duty 
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I  would  furrender  it.  r^,;^ 

Cham.  I  will,  my  Lord.  L™/*n 

Wol  What  fay  they  ? 

Cham.  Such  a  one,  they  all  confefs, 
There  is  indeed,  which  they  would  have  your  Grace 
Find  out,  and  he  will  take  it.  , 

Wol.  Let  me  fee  then  : 
By  all  your  good  leaves,  gentlemen,  here  I'll  make 
My  royal  choice. 

King.  You've  found  him,  Cardinal : 
You  hold  a  fair  affembly:  you  do  well,"  Lord. 
You  are  a  church-man  or  I'll  tell  you,  Cardinal,  ' 
X  mould  judge  you  unhappily. 

mi.  rm  giad     FF  y 

Your  Grace  is  grown  fo  pleafanr. 

King.  My  Lord  Chamberlain, 
Pr'ythee  come  hither,  what  fair  Lady's  that  ?  [daughter 
,Trf;7An'£  £Je^  Grace,  Sir  Thomas  Bulkn"\ 
{Thc  VifcountRochfcrd,)  one  of  her  Highnefs'  women. 

King.  By  heaven,  /he's  a  dainty  one  :  fweet  heart, 
1  were  unmannerly  to  take  you  out,     [To  Anne  Bullen. 
And  not  to  kifs  you.    A  health,  gentlemen, 
Let  it  go  round. 

Wol  Sir  Thomas  Lovell,  is  the  banquet  ready 
X  th  privy  chamber  ? 

tov.  Yes,  my  Lord. 

WoI%  Your  Grace, 
I  fear,  with  dancing  is  a  little  heated. 

King,  I  fear,  too  much. 

Wol.  There's  fremer  air,  my  Lord, 
In  the  next  chamber. 

King,  Lead  in  your  Ladies  every  one  :  fweet  partner, 
I  muft  not  yet  forfake  you  ;  let's  be  merry, 
Good  my  Lord  Cardinal:  I  have  a  dozen  healths 
To  drink  to  thefe  fair  Ladies,  and  a  meafure 
To  lead  'em  once  again,  and  then  let's  dream 
Who's  beft  in  favour.   Let  the  mufick  ftrike. 

[Exeunt  with  trumpets. 
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ACT    II,     SCENE  I. 
A  Street.  Enter  two  Gentlemen  at  fever al  doors \ 
I  Gent.  "X  TT  J  Hither  away  fo  faft  ? 

VV    2  Gent.  O  Sir,  God  fave  ye  : 
Ev*n  to  the  hall,  to  hear  what  /hall  become 
Of  the  great  Duke  of  Buckingham. 

1  Gen,  1*11  fave  you 
That  labour,  Sir.    All's  now  done,  but  the  ceremony 
Of  bringing  back  the  pris'ner. 
2.  Gen.  Were  you  there  ? 

1  GV#.  Yes  indeed  was  I. 

2  Pray  fpeak,  what  has  happen'd  ? 
T  G^/i.  You  may  guefs  quickly  what. 

2  (7*;/.  Is  he  found  guilty  ? 

1  Gen.  Yes,  truly  is  he,  and  condemned  upon't* 

2  I'm  forry  for't. 

1  Gen.  So  are  a  number  more. 
z  Gen.  But  pray  how  pail  it  ? 
1  Gen.  I'll  tell  you  in  a  little.    The  great  Duke 
Came  to  the  Barj  where,  to  his  Accufations 
He  pleaded  ftill  not  guilty,  and  alledg'd 
Many  fharp  reafons  to  defeat  the  law. 
The  King's  Attorney,  on  the  contrary, 
Urg'd  on  examinations,  proofs,  confeflions 
Of  divers  witneffes,  which  the  Duke  defir'd 
To  have  brought  viva  voce  to  his  Face  ; 
At  which  appear'd  againft  him,  his  furveyor, 
Sir  Gilbert  Peck  his  chancellor,  and  John  Car 
CcnfefTor  to  him,  with  that  devil  monk 
Hopkins,  that  made  this  mifchief. 

2-  Gen.  That  was  he 
That  fed  him  with  his  prophecies. 

1  Gen.  The  fame. 
All  thefe  accus'd  him  ftrongly,  which  he  fain 
Would  have  flung  from  him  j  but  indeed  he  could  not : 
And  fo  his  Peers  upon  this  evidence 
Have  found  him  guilty  of  high  treafon.  Much 
He  fpoke,  and  learnedly  for  life  5  but  all 
Was  either  pitied  in  him,  or  forgotten. 

%  Gent% 
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2  Gen.  After  all  this,  how  did  he  bear  himfelf  ? 

1  G*/;.  When  he  was  brought  again  to  th'  bar,  to  hear 
His  knell  rung  out,  his  judgment,  he  was  ftirrM 
With  fuch  an  agony,  he  fweat  extreamly, 

And  fomething  fpoke  in  choler,  ill  and  hafty  s 
But  he  fell  to  himfelf  again,  and  fweetly 
In  all  the  reft  ftiew'd  a  moft  noble  patience. 

2  Gen.  I  do  not  think  he  fears  death, 

1  Gen.  Sure  he  does  not, 

He  never  was  fo  womanifh  5  the  caufe 
He  may  a  little  grieve  aU 

2  Gen.  Certainly 

The  Cardinal  is  the  end  of  this, 

1  Gen.  'Tis  likely, 

By  all  conjectures :  firft  Ki /dare's  attainder, 
Then  deputy  of  Ireland ;  who  remov'd, 
22arl  Surrey  was  fent  thither,  and  in  hafte  too* 
Left  he  mould  help  his  father. 

2  Gen,  That  trick  of  ftate 
Was  a  deep  envious  one* 

1  Gen.  At  his  return, 

No  doubt  he  will  requite  it,*  this  is  noted, 
And  gen' rally,  who  ever  the  King  favours, 
The  Cardinal  will  find  employment  for, 
And  far  enough  from  Court  too. 

2  Gen.  All  the  commons 

Hate  him  pernicioufly,  and  o'  my  confcience 
Wifh  him  ten  fathom  deep  :  this  Duke  as  much 
They  love  and  doat  on,  call  him  bounteous  Buckingham, 
The  Mirror  of  all  courtefie. 

SCENE  II. 
Enter  Buckinghem  from  his  Arraignment.  Tig/laves  htfort 
him,  the  Axe  with  the  edge towards  him,  Halberds  on  tack 
fide9  accompanied  with  Sir  Thomas  Lovell,.5i>  Nicholas 
Vaux,  Walter  Sands,  and  common  people,  &c. 

1  Gen.  Stay  there,  Sir, 

And  fee  the  noble  ruin'd  Man  you  fpeak  of» 

2  Gen.  Let's  ftand  clofe  and  behold  him. 
Buck.  All  good  People, 

You  that  thus  far  have  come  to  pity  me. 

5  Hear 
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Hear  what  I  fay,  and  then  go  home  and  lofe  me. 
I  have  this  day  receiv'd  a  traitor's  judgment, 
.And  by  that  name  muft  die ;  yet  heav'n  bear  witnefs^ 
And  if  I  have  a  conscience,  let  it  fink  me 
Even  as  the  axe  falls,  if  I  be  not  faithful. 
To  th*  law  I  bear  no  malice  for  my  death, 
"T  has  done,  upon  the  Premifes,  but  Juftice : 
But  thofe  that  fought  it,  I  could  whh  more  Chriftians  ; 
Be  what  they  will,  I  heartily  forgive  'em ; 
Yet  let  them  look  they  glory  not  in  raifchief, 
Wot  build  their  evils  on  the  graves  of  great  men ; 
For  then,  my  guiltlefs  blood  muft  cry  againft  'em. 
!  For  further  life  in  this  world  I  ne'er  hope, 
Nor  will  I  fue,  although  the  King  have  mercies 
More  than  I  dare  make  faults.  You  few  that  lov'd  m«> 
And  dare  be  bold  to  weep  for  Buckingham, 
Ms;  noble  friends  and  fellows,  whom  to  leave 
5s  only  bitter  to  him,  only  dying  j 
<?o  with  me  like  good  Angels  to  my  end, 
iknd  as  the  long  divorce  of  fteel  falls  on  me, 
Make  of  your  prayers  one  fweet  facrifice, 
^Lnd  Eft  my  foul  to  heav'n.  Lead  on  o'  God's  name* 

Lqv.  I  do  befeech  your  Grace  for  charity, 
If  ever  any  malice  in  your  heart 
Were  hid  againft  me,  now  forgive  me  frankly. 

Buck.  Sir  Thomas  Lovell,  I  as  free  forgive  you 
As  I  would  be  forgiven :  I  forgive  all. 
There  cannot  be  thofe  numberlefs  offences 
"Gain ft  me,  I  can't  take  peace  with  :  no  black  envy 
Shall  mark  my  grave. — Commend  me  to  his  Grace ; 
And  if  he  fpeak  of  Buckingham,  pray  tell  him, 
You  met  him  half  in  heav'n  :  my  vows  and  pray'n 
Yet  are  the  King's ;  and  'till  my  foul  forfake  me, 
Shall  cry  for  blefiings  on  him.    May  he  live 
Longer  than  I  have  time  to  tell  his  years  ! 
XVer  belov'd  and  loving  may  his  rule  be  \ 
And  when  old  time  fliall  lead  him  to  his  endy 
Coodneis  and  he  rill  up  one  monument ! 

Lav,  To  th'  water-fide  I  muft  conduct  your  Grace, 
Then  give  my  charge  up  to  Sir  Nicholas,  Vaux, 
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Who  undertakes  you  to  your  end. 

Vaux,  Prepare  there, 
The  Duke  is  coming  *.  fee  the  barge  be  ready, 
And  fit  it  with  fuch  furniture  as  fuks 
The  greatnefs  of  his  perfon. 

Buck.  Nay,  Sir  Nicholas, 
Let  it  alone  j  my  ftate  now  will  but  mock  me. 
When  I  came  hither,  I  was  Lord  high  Conftable, 
And  Duke  of  Buckingham  j  now,  poor  Edivard  Bohun* 
Yet  I  am  richer  than  my  bafe  accufers, 
That  never  knew  what  truth  meant  5  I  now  feal  it  j 
And  with  that  blood  will  make  'em  one  day  groan  SqiU 
My  noble  father,  Henry  of  Buckingham, 
Who  firft  rais'd  head  againft  ufurping  Richard, 
Flying  for  fuccour  to  his  fervant  Banifter, 
Being  diftrefs'd,  was  by  that  wretch  betray'd, 
And  without  tryal  fell ;  God's  peace  be  with  him ! 
Henry  the  Seventh  fucceeding,  truly  pitying 
My  father's  lofs,  like  a  moft  royal  Prince 
Reftor'd  to  me  my  honours ;  and  from  ruins, 
Made  my  name  once  more  noble.    Now  his  fori, 
Henry  the  Eighth,  name,  honour,  life,  and  all 
That  made  me  happy,  at  one  ftroak  has  taken 
For  ever  from  the  world.    I  had  my  tryal. 
And  muft  needs  fay,  a  noble  one  j  which  makes ws 
A  little  happier  than  my  wretched  father : 
Yet  thus  far  we  are  one  in  fortune,  both 
Fell  by  our  fervants,  by  thofe  men  we  lov'd. 
A  moft  unnatural  and  faithlefs  fervice  \ 
Heav'n  has  an  end  in  all :  yet,  you  that  hear  me, 
This  from  a  dying  man  receive  as  certain  : 
Where  you  are  lib'ralof  your  loves  and  counfels, 
Be  fure  you  be  not  loofe  5  thofe  you  make  friends, 
And  give  your  hearts  to,  when  they  once  perceive 
The  leaft  rub  in  your  fortunes,  fall  away 
Like  water  from  ye,  never  found  again, 
But  where  they  mean  to  fink  ye.    All  good  people 
Pray  for  me !  I  muft  leave  ye  ;  the  laft  hour 
Of  my  long  weary  life  is  come  upon  me : 
Farewel  $  and  when  you  would  fay  fomething  fad, 
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Speak  how  I  fell — Ywz  done  ;  and  God  forgive  me  ! 

[Exeunt  Buckingham  andTrain* 

1  Gen.  O,  this  is  full  of  pity  ;  Sir,  it  calls, 
I  fear,  too  many  curfes  on  their  heads, 
That  were  the  authors. 

S  Gen.  If  the  Duke  be  guiltlefs, 
*Tis  fulJ  of  woe  ;  yet  I  can  give  you  inkling 
Of  an  enfuing  evil,  if  it  fall, 
Greater  than  this. 

1  Geth  Good  angels  keep  it  from  us  1 

What  may  it  be  ?  you  do  not  doubt  my  faith,  Sir  ? 

2  Gen.  This  fecret  is  fo  weighty,  'twill  require 
A  ftrong  faith  to  conceal  it. 

1  Gen.  Let  me  have  it  j 
I  do-  not  talk  much. 

2  Gen.  I  am  confident; 

You  {hall,  Sir  5  did  you  not  of  late  days  hear 
A  buzzing  of  a  feparatior* 
Between  the  King  and  Catherine, 

1  Gen.  But  it  held  not  5 

For  when  the  King  once  heard  it,  out  of  anger 
He  fent  command  to  the  Lord  Mayor  ftrait 
To  ftop  the  rumour,  and  allay  thofe  tongues 
That  durft  difperfe  it. 

2  Gen.  But  that  (lander,  Sir, 

Is  found  a  truth  now  $  for  it  grows  again 
Freftier  than  e'er  it  was,  and  held  for  certain 
The  King  will  venture  at  it.    Either  the  Cardinal, 
Or  fome  about  him  near,  have  out  of  malice 
To  the  good  Queen  pofTeft  him  with  a  fcruple 
That  will  undo  her  :  to  confirm  this  too, 
Cardinal  Campeius  is  arrived,  and  lately  j 
As  all  think,  for  this  bufmefs* 

2  Gen.  'Tis  the  Cardinal  ; 
And  meerly  to  revenge  him  on  the  Emperor, 
For  not  beftowiEg  on  him,  at  his  afking, 
Th'  Arch-bilhoprick  of  Toledo,  this  is  purposed. 

2  Gen,  I  think  you've  hit  the  mark  ;  but  is't  not  cruel, 
That  (he  mould  feel  the  fmart  of  this  ?  the  Cardinal 
Will  have  his  will,  and  fh?  muft  fall. 

1  Gen* 


300       King  Henry  VIII. 

i  Gen,  'Tiswoful. 
We  are  too  open  here  to  argue  this: 
Let's  think  in  private  more.  [ExswtS^ 

SCENE    III.    An  Ant i chamber  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  Lord  Chamberlain,  reading  a  letter. 

My  Lord,  the  horfes  your  Lordjkip  fent  for,  with  all ibt 
tare  I  had  I  Jaw  well  chofen,  ridden,  and  furnijh'd.  Thvp 
were  young  and  handfome,  and  of  the  bejl  breed  in  the  North* 
When  they  were  ready  to  Jet  out  for  London,  a  man  of  jc^r 
Lord  Cardinal  s }  by  commijfion  and  main  power  took  'emjfirZm 
me, with  this  reafon  ;  his  mafter  would  be  ferii *d  before  &  fjj» 
jecl,  if  not  before  the  King,  which  ftopp dour  mouths 3&lt* 
I  fear  he  will  indeed  \  well,  let  him  have  them ; 
He  will  have  all,  I  think. 

Enter  to  the  Lord  Chamberlain  the  Dukes  of  Norfolk 
and  Suffolk. 

Nor.  Well  met,  my  good 
Lord  Chamberlain. 

Cham,  Good  day  to  both  your  Graces 

£uf  How  is  the  King,  employ' d  ? 

Cham.  I  left  him  private, 
-J" till  of  fad  thoughts  and  troubles. 

Nor.  What's  the  caufe  ? 

Cham,  It  feems  the  marriagewith  his  brother V  wife 
Has  crept  too  near  his  confcience. 

Suf  No,  his  confcience 
Has  crept  too  near  another  Lady. 

Nor.  *TTs  fo  5 
This  is  the  Cardinal's  doing  ;  the  King-Cardinal : 
That  blind  Prieft,  like  the  eldeft  fon  of  fortune, 
Turns  what  he  lift.  The  King  will  know  him  one  fayf 

Suf  Pray  God  he  do  5  he'll  never  know  himfeif  elie. 

Nor.  Howholily  he  works  in  all  his  bufmefs, 
And  with  what  zeal!  for  now  he  has  crackt  the  leasu? 
*Tween  us  and  th'  Emperor,  the  Queen's  great  nephew, 
He  dives  into  the  King's  foul,  and  there  fcatters 
Doubts,  dangers,  wringing  of  the  confcience, 
Fears,  and  defpair,  and  all  thefe  for  his  marriage  j 
And  out  of  all'  thefe  to  refcore  the  King, 
He  coiii&feis  a  divorce,  a  lofs  of  her 
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That  like  a  jewel  has  hung  twenty  years 
About  his  neck,  yet  never  loft  her  luftrej 
Of  her  that  loves  him  with  that  excellence, 
That  angels  love  good  men  with  ;  even  of  her, 
That,  when  the  greateft  ftroke  of  fortune  falls, 
Will  blefs  the  King  5  and  is  not  this  courfe  pious  ?  [true, 
Cham,  Heav'n  keep  me  from  fuch  counfel !  'tis  mod 
Thefe  news  are  everywhere,  ev'ry  tongue  fpeaks  'em, 
And  ev'ry  true  heart  weeps  for't.    All,  that  dare 
Look  into  thefe  affairs,  fee  his  main  end, 
The  French  King's  fitter.  Heav'n  will  one  day  open 
The  King's  eyes,  that  fo  long  have  lleptupon 
This  bold,  bad  man. 

Suf.  And  free  us  from  his  flavery* 
Nort  We  had  need  pray,  and  heartily,  for  deliv'rance  \ 
Or  this  imperious  man  will  work  us  all 
From  Princes  into  Pages  $  all  mens  honours 
Lye  like  one  lump  before  him,  to  be  fafhion'd 
Into  what  pinch  he  pleafe. 

Suf.  For  me,  my  Lords, 
I  love  him  not,  nor  fear  him,  there's  my  creed^ 
As  I  am  made  without  him,  fo  I'll  ftand, 
If  the  King  pleafe :  his  curfes  and  his  bleflingc, 
Touch  me  alike  ;  they're  breath  I  not  believe  in. 
I  knew  him,  and  I  know  him  5  fo  I  leave  him 
To  him,  that  made  him  proud,  the  Pope. 

Nor.  Let's  in  5 
And  with  feme  other  bufinefs  put  the  King 
From  thefe  fad  thoughts  that  work  too  much  upon  him 
My  Lord,  you'll  bear  us  company  ? 

Cham.  Excufe  me, 
The  King  hath  fent  me  other-where :  befides 
You'll  find  a  moft  unfit  time  to  difturb  him  : 
Health  to  your  Lord/hips !         [Exit  Lord  Chamberlai) 
Nor,  Thanks,  my  good  Lord  Chamberlain. 
The  Scene  draws,  and  difcoverf  the  King  fitting  and 

reading  penfi-vely. 
Suf.  How  fad  he  looks  !  fure  he  is  much  a&i£kd. 
King.  Who  is  there  ?  ha  ? 
Nor-  Pray  God  he  be  not  angrv. 
Vol.  VJ.  Cc'  Kin 
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King.  Who's  there,  I  fay  ?  how  dare  ycu  thrufl:  your 
Into  my  private  meditations  ?  Helves 
Who  am  I  ?  ha  ? 

Nor.  A  gracious  King,  that  pardons  all  offences 
Malice  ne'er  meant  :  our  breach  of  duty  this  way, 
Is  bufinefs  of  eftate  ;  in  which  we  come 
To  know  your  royal  pleafure. 

King*  Ye  are  too  bold  i 
Go  to  3  I'll  make  you  know  your  times  of  bufinefs  s 
Is  this  an  hour  for  temporal  affairs  ?  ha  ? 

Enter  Woifey,  and  Campeius  the  Pope^s  Legate, 
with  a  Ccmmijfirn, 
Who's  there  ?  my  good  Lord  Cardinal  ?  O  my  Woifey, 
The  quiet  of  my  wounded  confcience  ; 
Thou  .art  a  cure  fit  for  the  King.    You're  welcome, 
Moft  learned  rev'rend  Sir,  into  our  kingdom  5 
"Ufe  us,  and  it  j  my  good  Lord,  have  great  care 
I  be  not  found  a  talker. 

Wcl.  Sir,  you  cannot  : 
I  would  your  Grace  would  give  us  but  an  hour 
Of  private  conf'rence. 

King.  We  are  bufie  5  go.    [To  Norfolk  and.  Suffolk, 
Nor.  This  Prieft  has  no  pride  in  him  ? 
Suf.  Not  to  fpeak  of  : 
I  would  not  be  fo  fick  though,  for  his  place : 
But  this  cannot  continue. 

Nor.  \i  it  do, 
I'll  venture  one  heave  at.  him. 

Suf.  I  another.  [Exeunt  Norfolk  and  Suffolk, 

Wol.  Your  Grace  has  giv'n  a  precedent  of  wifdom 
Above  all  Princes,  in  committing  freely 
Your  fcruple  to  the  voice  of  Ghriftendom  : 
Who  can  be  angry  now  ?  what  envy  reach  you  ? 
The  Spaniard,  ty?d  by  blood  and  favour  to  her, 
Muft  now  confefs,  if  they  have  any  goodnefs, 
The'trynljuft  and  noble.    All  the  clerks, 
I  tneah  the  learned  ones,  in  Chriftian  kingdoms, 
Have  their  free  voices.    Rome,  the  nurfe  of  judgment, 
Invited  by  your  noble  felf,  hath,  fent 
pae  gen'rai  tongue  unto  us.,  this  good  man, 
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*This  juft  and  learned  Prieft,  Cardinal  Campeius, 
Whom' once  more  I  prefent  unto  your  Highnefs. 

King.  And  once  more  in  mine  arms  I  bid  him  welcome. 
And  thank  the  holy  conclave  for  their  loves ; 
They've  fent  me  fuch  a  man  I  would  have  wim'd  for. 

Cam,  Your  Grace  mull  needs  deferve  all  ftrangers  loves, 
You  are  fo  noble  :  to  your  Highnefs*  hand 
I  tender  my  commimon  ;  by  whofe  virtue, 
(The  court  of  Rome  commanding)  you,  my  Lord 
Cardinal  of  Tork,  are  join'd  with  me,  their  fervant, 
In  the  impartial  judging  of  this  bufi«efs. 

King.  Two  equal  men  :  the  Queen  fkall  be  acquainted 
Forthwith  for  what  you  come.  Where's  Gardiner  t 

Wol.  I  know  your  Majefty  has  always  lov'd  her 
So  dear  in  heart,  not  to  deny  her  what 
A  woman  of  lefs  place  might  afk  by  law, 
Scholars  allow'd  freely  to  argue  for  her. 

King,  Ay,  and  the  beft  me  mail  have  5  and  my  favour 
*To  him  that  does  beft,  God  forbid  elfe.  Cardinal, 
Pr'ythee  call  Gardiner  to  me,  my  new  Secretary, 
I  find  him  a  fit  fellow. 

Enter  Gardiner. 

Wol.  Give  me  your  hand,  much  joy  and  favour  to  you 5 
You  are  the  King's  now. 

Gard*  But  to  be  commanded 
For  ever  by  your  Grace,  whofe  hand  has  rais'd  me. 

King.  Come  hither,  Gardiner.  [Walks  and  ivbifperu 

Cam,  My  Lord  of  Tork  was  not  one  doctor  Pace 
In  this  man's  Place  before  him  ? 

Wol.  Yes  he  was. 

Cam,  Was  he  not  held  a  learned  man  ? 
Wol.  Yes,  furely. 

Cam,  Believe  me,  there's  an  ill  opinion  fpread  theii 
Ev'n  of  your  felf,  Lord  Cardinal, 
Wol.  How!  of  me? 

Cam.  They  will  not  flick  to  fay  you  envy'd  him  j 
And  fearing  he  would  rife,  he  was  fo  virtuous, 
Kept  him  a  foreign  man  ftill  5  which  fo  griev'd  him 
•  That  he  ran  mad  and  dy'd. 

Wol%  Heav'n's  peace  be  with  him ! 

C  c  %  That's 
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That's  chriftian  care  enough  :  for  jiving  murmurers 
There's  places  of  rebuke.    He  was  a  fool  mXm™n> 
For  he  would  needs  be  virtuous.    That  good  fellow 
If  I  command  him,  follows  my  appointment  ' 
Iwill  have  none  fo  near  elfe. .  Learn  this,  brother, 
We  live  not  to  be  gnp'd  by  meaner  perfons.  ' 
King,  Deliver  this  with  modefty  to  th'  Queen. 

The  moil  convenient  place  that  I  can  ^ 
For  fuch  receit  of  learning,  is  Black-Fryars: 

mfee;  "bout  this  weighty  bufinefs. 
My  WQlfy$  fee  it  furniih'd.    O  my  Lord, 
Would  it  not  grieve  an  able  man  to  leave 
So  fweet  a  bedfellow  ?  but  confcience,  conference  

S  C  EN  FV    i  CiV\nd  \  mU?  leave  her«  I**™. 
SCENE  V.  An  Anticbamber  of  the  Queers  Apartment. 
Enter  Anne  Bullen,  and  an  old  Lady. 

Hifnieh 1  Vf*\  neither—-  ^rc's  the  pang  that 
His  Highnefs  liv  d  fo  long  with  her,  and  /he  [pinches. 
So  good  a  Lady,  that  no  tongue  could  ever 
Pronounce  di/honcur  of  her  j  by  my  life 
She  never  knew  harm-doing  :  oh,  now/  after 
So -  many  courfes  of  the  fun,  enthron'd, 
Still  growing  in  a  majefty  and  pomp, 
The  which  to  leave's  a  thoufand-fold  more  bitter 
Than  fweet  at  firft  t'acquire,  after  this  procefs, 
To  give  her  the  avaunt !  it  is  a  pity 
Would  move  a  monfter. 

QldL.  Hearts  of  moft  hard  temper 
-Melt  and  lament  for  her. 

Anne.  In  God's  will,  better 
She  ne'er  had  known  pomp  5  though't  be  temporal. 
.  Yet  it  that  quarreler  fortune  do  divorce 
It  from  the  bearer,  'tis  a  fuff'rance  panging 
As  loul  and  body's  fev'ring. 

Old  L.  Ah  poor  Lady, 
She's  ftranger  now  again. 

Anne.  So  much  the  more 
Muft  pity  drop  upon  her;  verily 
I  fwear  'tis  better  to  be  lowly  born! 
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And  range  with  humble  livers  in  content, 
Than  to  be  perk' d  up  in  a  glift' ring  grief, 
And  wear  a  golden  forrow. 

Old  L.  Our  content 
Is  our  beft  Having. 

Anne.  By  my  troth  and  maidenhead,, 
I  would  not  be  a  Queen. 

Old  L.  Befhrewme  I  would, 
And  venture  maidenhead  for't  5  and  fo  would  you, 
For  all  this  fpice  of  your  hypocrifie  $ 
You  that  have  fo  fair  parts  of  woman  on  you, 
Have  too  a  woman's  heart,  which  ever  yet 
Affected  eminence,  wealth,  fovereignty  ; 
"Which,  to  fay  footh,  are  blerTings  5  and  which  gifts 
(Saving  your  mincing)  the  capacity 
Of  your  foft  cheveril  *  confeience  would  receive, 
If  you  might  pleafe  to  ftretch  it. 

Anne.  Nay,  good  troth  ■ 

Old L.Yes,troth  and  troth  jyou  would  not  be  a  Queen  ? 

Anne.  No,  not  for  all  the  riches  under  heav'n. 

Old  L.'Tis  ftrange;  a  three-pence  bow'd  would  hire  me. 
Old  as  I  am,  to  queen  it  ;  but  I  pray  you, 
What  think  you  of  a  Dutchefs  ?  have  you  limbs 
To  bear  that  load  of  title  ? 

Anne.  No,  in  truth. 

OldL.  Then  you  are  weakly  made  :  pluck  off  a  little; 
I  would  not  be  a  young  Count  in  your  way, 
For  more  than  blufhing  comes  to  :  if  your  back 
Cannot  vouchsafe  this  burthen,  'tis  too  weak 
Ever  to  get  a  boy. 

Anne.  How  do  you  talk  ! 
I  fwear  again,  I  would  not  be  a  Queen 
For  all  the  world. 

Old'L.  In  faith  for  little  England 
You'd  venture  an  emballing  :  i  my  felf 
Would  for  Carnarvwjbire.,  though  there  belong' d 
No  more  to  th'  crown  but  that.    Lo,  who  comes  here  ? 


*  Cheveril,  hd-UatUf. 

9  c  3 


Snter 
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Enter  Lord  CbamUrlain,  v 
Cham,  Good  morrow,  Ladies  5  what  wer't  worth  ! 
The  fecret  of  your  conf'rence  ?  [know 

Anne.  My  good  Lord, 
Not  your  demand  5  it  values  not  your  afking  : 
Our  miftrefs'  forrows  we  were  pitying. 

Cham.  It  was  a  gentle  bulinefs,  and  becoming 
The  action  of  good  women  :  there  is  hope 
All  will  be  well. 

Anne.  Now  I  pray  God,  amen  ! 
Cham.  You  bear  a  gentle  mind,  andheav'nly  blefllngS 
Follow  fuch  creatures.    That  you  may,  fair  Lady, 
Perceive  I  fpeak  fincerely,  and  high  note  is 
Ta'en  of  your  many  virtues  j  the  King's  Majefty 
Commends  his  good  opinion  to  you,  and 
Poes  purpofe  honour  to  you  no  lefs  flowing 
Than  Marchionefs  of  "Pembroke ;  to  which  title 
A  thoufand  pound  a  year,  annual  fupport, 
Out  of  his  grace  he  adds. 

Anne,  I  do  not  know 
What  kind  of  my  obedience  I  fhould  tender  5 
More  than  my  all,  is  nothing  :  for  my  prayers 
Are  not  words  duly  hallow'd,  nor  mv  willies 
More  worth  than  vanities  5  yet  pray' is  and  wiflies 
Are  all  I  can  return*    'Befeeth  your  Lordfhip, 
Vouchfafe  to  fpeak  my  thanks  and  my  obedience, 
As  from  a  bluihing  handmaid  to  his  Highnefs  j 
Whofe  health  and  royalty  I  pray  for. 

Cham.  Lady, 
I  mail  not  fail  t' approve  the  fair  conceit 

The  King  hath  of  you.-  I've  perus'd  her  well  ; 

Beauty  and  honour  in  her  are  fo  mingled,  [dftde. 
That  they  have  caught  the  King  :  and  who  knows  yet, 
But  from  this  Lady  may  proceed  a  gem 
To  lighten  all  this  Ifle  ?  Til  to  the  King, 
And  fay  I  fpeke  with  you.  [Exit,  Cham, 

stririe.  My  honoured  Lord. 
Old  L,  Why  this  it  is  :  fee,  fee, 
I  have  been  begging  fixteen  years  in  Court 
(Am  yet  a  courtier  beggarly)  nor  could 

Come 
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Come  pat  betwixt  too  early  and  too  late, 

For  any  fuit  of  pounds  :  And  you,  oh  fate  ! 

A  very  frelh  fifh  here,  (fie,  fie  upon 

This  compell'd  fortune)  have  your  mouth  fiUM  up 

Before  you  open  it. 

Anne  This  is  Arrange  to  me. 

OldL.  How  taftes  it  ?  is  it  bitter  ?  forty  pence,  no  : 
There  was  a  Lady  once  ('tis  an  old  ftory) 
That  would  not  be  a  Queen,  that  would  fhe  not, 
For  all  the  mud  in  Egypt ;  have  you  heard  it  ? 
Anne,  Come,  you  are  pleafant. 
Old  L.  With  your  theme,  I  could 
O'er-mount  the  lark.  The  Marchionefs  of  Pembroke  ! 
A  thoufand  pounds  a  year,  for  pure  refpect  I 
No  other  obligation  !  By  my  life, 
That  promifes  more  thoufands:  honour's  train 
Is  longer  than  his  fore-lkirt.    By  this  time 
I  know  your  back  will  bear  a  Dutchefs.  Say, 
Are  you  not  ftronger  than  you  were  ? 

Anne,  Good  Lady, 
Make  your  felf  mirth  with  your  particular  fancy. 
And  leave  me  out  on't.    Would  I  had  no  being, 
If  this  falute  my  blood  a  jot  5  it  faints  me 
To  think  what  follows. 
The  Queen  is  comfortlefs,  and  we  forgetful 
In  our  long  abfence  j  pray  do  not  deliver 
What  here  y'ave  heard  to  her. 

Old  L.  What  do  you  think  me  ?  [Exeunt. 
SCENE    VI.  Black-Fryars. 
^Trumpets,  and  Cornets.    Enter  two  Vergers,  ivith  Jhort 
Jifoer  wands  ;  next  them  two  Scribes  in  the  habits  of 
Doctors  :  after  them,  the  Bijhop  of  Canterbury  alone  ; 
after  him,  the  Bifiops  of  Lincoln,  Ely,  Roche fter,  and 
St.  Afaph  5  next  them,  ivith  fome  fmall  diftance,  follows 
a  Gentleman  bearing  the  purfe,  with  the  great  feal,  and 
the  Cardinal's  hat ;  then  two  Briefs,  bearing  each  a  fiver 
'crofs  '3  then  a  Gentleman -ujher  bare  headed,  accompanied 
with  a  Serjeant  at  arms,  bearing  a  mace  ;  then  two  Gen* 
tlemen,  bearing  two  f  her  pillars  ;after  them,  fide by  fide, 
the  two  Cardinals,  two  Noblemen  with  the  Jhvord,  and 

piace, 
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mace.  The  King  takes  place  under  the  cloth  of  ftate  ;  the 
two  Cardinals  fit  under  him  as  Judges.  The  Queen  taket 
place  fome  diftance  from  the  King.  The  Eijhops  place 
thanfehes  on  each  fide  the  court  in  manner  of  a  confiftory  : 
below  them,  the  Scribes.  The  Lords ft  next  the  Bijhops. 
The  reft  of  the  attendants  ftand  in  convenient  order  about 
the  ft  age. 

Wol.  Whilft  our  commifiion  from  Rome  is  read, 
Let  filence  be  commanded. 

King.  What's  the  need  ? 
It  hath  already  publickly  been  read, 
And  on  all  fides  the  authority  allowM  5 
You  may  then  fpare  that  time. 

Wol.  Be't  fo  5  proceed. 

Scribe.  Say,  Henry  King  of  England,  come  into  the  court. 
Cryer.  Henry  King  of  England,  &c. 
King.  Here. 

Scribe.  Say,  Catharine  Queen  of  England, 
Come  into  the  court. 

Cryer.  Catharine  Queen  of  England,  &c. 
[The  Queen  makes  no  anjiver,  rifes  out  of  her  chair,  goes 

sibr,ut  the  court,  comes  to  the  King,  and  kneels  at  bis  feet  j 

then  fpeaks  5] 
?ir,  I  defire  you  do  me  right  and  juftice, 
And  to  beftow  your  pity  on  me  5  for 
1  am  a  moft  poor  woman,  and  a  ftranger, 
Born  out  of  your  dominions ;  having  here 
No  judge  indirPrent,  and  no  more  afiurance 
Of  equal  friendlhip  and  proceeding.    Alas,  Sir, 
In  what  have  I  offended  you  ?  what  caufe 
Hath  my  behaviour  given  to  your  difpleafure, 
That  thus  you  mall  proceed  to  put  me  off, 
And  take  your  good  grace  from  me?  Heaven  witnefs, 
I've  been  to  you  a  true  and  humble  wife, 
At  all  times  to  your  will  conformable  : 
Ever  in  fear  to  kindle  your  diflike, 
Yea,  fubje£t  to  your  count'nance  ;  glad  or  forry, 
As  I  faw  it  inclin'd  :  when  was  the  hour 
I  ever  contradicted  your  defire  ? 
Or  made  it  not  mine  too  ?  which  of  your  friends 

Have 
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Have  I  not  ftrove  to  love,  although  I  knew 

He  were  mine  enemy  ?  what  friend  of  n\ine, 

That  had  to  him  deriv'd  your  anger,  did  I 

Continue  in  my  liking  ?  nay,  gave  not  notice 

He  was  from  thence  difcharg'd  ?  Sir,  call  to  mind, 

That  I  have  been  your  wife,  in  this  obedience, 

Upward  of  twenty  years,  and  have  been  bleft 

With  many  children  by  you.    If  in  the  courfe 

And  procefs  of  this  time  you  can  report, 

And  prove  it  too,  againft  mine  honour  ought, 

My  bond  of  wedlock,  or  my  love  and  duty 

Againft  your  facred  perfon  5  in  God's  name 

Turn  me  away  ;  and  let  the  foul' ft  contempt' 

Shut  door  upon  me,  and  fo  give  me  up 

To  thefharp'ft  kind  of  juftice.    Pleafeyou,  Sir, 

The  King  your  father  was  reputed  for 

A  Prince  moft  prudent,  of  an  excellent 

And  unmatched  wit  and  judgment.  Ferdinand 

My  father,  King  of  Spain,  was  reckon'd  one 

The  wifeft  Prince  that  there  hadreign'd,  by  many 

A  year  before.    It  is  not  to  be  queftion'd, 

That  they  had  gather'd  a  wife  council  to  them 

Of  ev'ry  realm,  that  did  debate  this  bufinefs, 

Who  deem'd  our  marriage  lawful.    Wherefore  humbly> 

£ir,  I  befeech  you,  fpare  me,  'till  I  may 

Be  by  my  friends  in  Spain  advis'd  5  whofe  counfel 

I  will  implore.    If  not,  i'th'  name  of  God, 

Your  pleafurebe  fulfilled ! 

Wol,  You  have  here,  Lady, 
(And  of  your  choice)  thefe  rev' rend  fathers,  men 
Of  lingular  integrity  and  learning  : 
Yea,  the  elect  o'th'  land,  who  are  affembled 
To  plead  your  caufe.    It  mall  be  therefore  bootlefs 
That  longer  you  defer  the  court,  as  well 
For  your  own  quiet,  as  to  rectifie 
What  is  unfettled  in  the  King. 

Cam,  His  Grace 
Hathfpoken  well  and  juftly  5  therefore,  Madam> 
It's  fit  this  royal  fefiion  do  proceed, 
And  tfcat  without  delay  their  arguments 
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Be  now  produc'd,  and  heard. 

Queen,  Lord  Cardinal, 

To  you  I  fpeak. 

WoL  Your  pleafure,  Madam» 

Queen,  Sir, 
I  arn  about  to  weep  ;  but  thinking  that 
We  are  a  Queen,  or  long  have  dreamM  fo,  certain 
The  daughter  of  a  King,  my  drops  of  tears 
I'll  turn  to  fparks  of  fire. 

Wol.  Be  patient  yet— — j 

Queen*  I  will,  when  you  are  humble  j  nay  before^ 
Or  God  will  punifhme.    I  do  believe, 
Induc'd  by  potent  circumftances,  that 
You  are  mine  enemy,  and  make  my  challenge  i 
You  mall  not  be  my  judge.    For  it  is  you 
Have  blown  this  coal  betwixt  my  Lord  and  me, 
"Which  God's  dew  quench !  therefore  I  fay  again, 
I  utterly  abhor,  yea,  from  my  foul 
Refufe  you  for  my  judge,  whom  yet  once  more 
I  hold  my  moft  malicious  foe,  and  think  not 
At  all  a  friend  to  truth. 

Wol,  I  do  profefs 
You  fpeak  not  like  your  felf,  who  ever  yet 
Have  flood  to  charity,  and  difplay'd  th'  effects 
Of  difpofition  gentle,  and  of  wifdom 
O'er-topping  woman's  power.    Madam,  you  wrong  mfl« 
I  have  no  fpleen  againftyou,  ncr  injuftice 
For  you,  or  any  ;  how  far  I've  proceeded, 
Or  how  far  further  fhall,  is  warranted 
By  a  commiflion  from  the  confiftory, 
Yea,  the  whole  confift'ry  of  Rome,    You  charge  me, 
That  I  have  blown  this  coal  ;  I  do  deny  it. 
The  King  is  prefent ;  if't  be  known  to  him 
That  I  gainfay  my  deed,  how  may  he  wound, 
And  worthily,  my  falfhood  ?  yea,  as  much 
As  you  have  done  my  truth.    But  if  he  know 
That  I  am  free  of  your  report,  he  knows 
I  am  not  of  your  wrong.    Therefore  in  him 
It  lyes  to  cure  me,  and  the  cure  is  to 
Remove  thefe  thoughts  from  you.   The  which  before 
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His  Highnefs  fhall  fpeak  in,  I  do  befeech 

You,  gracious  Madam,  to  unthink  your  fpeaking, 

And  fay  no  more. 

^ueett.  My  Lord,  my  Lord,  I  am 
A  fimpje  woman,  much  too  weak  t'  oppofe 
Your  cunning.    You  are  meek,  and  humble-mouth'd  | 
You  fign  your  place  and  calling,  in  full  feeming, 
With  meeknefs  and  humility  5  but  your  heart 
Is  crammM  with  arrogance,  with  fpleen  and  pride* 
You  have  by  fortune  and  his  Highnefs*  favours 
Gone  flightly  o'er  low  fteps,  and  now  are  mounted 
Where  pow'rs  are  your  retainers  5  and  your  words, 
Domefticks  to  you,  ferve  your  will,  as't  pleafe 
Your  felf  pronounce  their  office.    I  muft  tell  you, 
You  tender  more  your  perfon's  honour,  than 
Your  high  profefiion  fpiritual  :  that  again 
I  do  refufe  you  for  my  judge,  and  here, 
Before  you  all,  appeal  unto  the  Pope 
To  bring  my  whole  caufe  'fore  his  Holinefs, 
And  to  be  judg'd  by  him. 

[She  curtjiez  to  the  King,  and  offers  to  depart* 

Cam.  The  Queen  is  obftinate, 
Stubborn  to  juftice,  apt  t'  accufe  it.  and 
Difdainful  to  be  try'd  by't  5  'tis  not  well. 
She's  going  away. 

King.  Call  her  again. 

Cryer.  Catharine ,  Queen  of  England,  come  into  the 

Ujher.  Madam,  you  are  call'd  back.  [court. 

Queen.  What  need  you  note  it  ?  pray  you,  keep  your 
When  you  are  call'd,  return.  Now  the  Lord  help,  [way. 

They  vex  me  paft  my  patience  pray  pafs  on  j 

I  will  not  tarry  5  no,  nor  ever  more 
Upon  this  bufinefs  my  appearance  make 
In  any  of  their  courts.  [Exeunt  Queen  and  her  Attendants* 
SCENE  VII. 

King.  Go  thy  ways,  Kate4 
That  man  i'th'  world,  who  fhall  report  he  has 
A  better  wife,  let  him  in  nought  be  trufted, 
For  fpeaking  falfe  in  that.    Thou  art  alone> 
(If  thy  rare  qualities.,  fweet  gentlenefs, 
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Thy  meeknefs  faint-like,  wife-like  government, 
Obeying  in  commanding,  and  thy  parts 
Sovereign  and  pious,  could  but  fpeak  thee  out) 
The  Queen  of  earthly  Queens.    She's  noble  born  j 
And  like  her  true  nobility,  flie  has 
Carried  her  felf  tow'rds  me. 

Wol.  Moft  gracious  Sir, 
In  humbleft  manner  I  require  your  Highnefs 
That  it  fliall  pleafe  you  to  declare,  in  hearing 
Of  all  thefe  ears  (for  where  I'm  robb'd  and  bound, 
There  muft  1  be  unloos'd,  although  not  there 
Aton'd,  and  fully  fatisfy'd)  if  I 
Did  broach  this  bufinefs  to  your  Highnefs,  or 
Laid  any  fcruple  in  your  way,  which  might 
Induce  you  to  the  queftion  on't  5  or  ever 
Have  to  you,  but  with  thanks  to  God  for  fuch 
A  royal  Lady,  fpoke  one  the  lean:  word, 
That  might  be  prejudice  of  herprefent  ftate, 
Qr  touch  of  her  good  perfon  ? 

King,  My  Lord  Cardinal, 
I  do  excufe  you  ;  yea,  upon  mine  honour, 
I  free  you  from't:  you  are  not  to  be  taught, 
That  you  have  many  enemies,  that  know  not 
Why  they  are  fo;  but,  like  the  village  curs, 
Bark  when  their  fellows  do.    By  fome  of  thefe 
The  Queen  is  put  in  anger  ;  y'are  excus'd  : 
But  will  you  be  more  juftify'd  ?  you  ever 
Have  winYd  the  fleeping  of  this  bufinefs,  nevef 
DehVd  it  to  be  ftirr'd    but  oft  have  hindred 
The  pafTages  made  tow'rds  it  :  on  my  honour, 
I  fpeak  my  good  Lord  Cardinal  to  this  point  j 
And  thus  far  clear  him.    Now,  what  mov'd  me  to't, 
I  will  be  bold  with  time  and  your  attention : 
Then  mark  th*  inducement.  Thus  it  came  j  give  heed  to't. 
My  confcience  firft  receiv'd  a  tendernefs, 
Scruple,  and  prick,  on  certain  fpeeches  uttered 
By  th*  Bifhop  of  Bayon,  then  French  ambaflfador, 
Who  had  been  hither  fent  on  the  debating 
A  marriage  'twixt  the  Dujceof  Orleans^n& 
Our  daughter  Mary \  tff  prcgrefs  of  this  bufinefs, 
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Ere  a  determinate  refolution,  he 
(I  mean  the  Bifhop)  did  require  a  refpite, 
"Wherein  he  might  the  King  his  Lord  advertife, 
Whether  our  daughter  were  legitimate; 
Refpecting  this  our  marriage  with  the  Dowager, 
Sometime  our  brother's  wife.    This  refpite  fhook 
The  bottom  of  my  confcience,  enter'd  me, 
Yea,  with  a  fplitting  power ;  and  made  to  tremble 
The  region  of  my  breaft,  which  forc'd  fuch  way, 
That  many  maz'd  confiderings  did  throng 
And  preft  in  with  this  caution.    Firft,  methought 
1  ftood  not  in  the  fmile  of  heav'n,  which  had 
Commanded  nature,  that  my  Lady's  womb 
(If  it  conceiv'd  a  male-child  by  me)  mould 
Do  no  more  offices  of  life  tc't,  than 
The  grave  dees  to  the  dead  ;  for  her  male-hTue 
Or  died  where  they  were  made,  or  mortly  after 
This  world  had  air'd  them.    Hence  I  took  a  thought, 
This  was  a  judgment  on  me,  that  my  kingdom 
"Well  worthy  the  beft  heiro'th'  world  fhouldnot 
Be  glad  in  one  by  me.    Then  follows,  that 
I  weigh 'd  the  danger  which  my  realms  ftood  in 
By  this  my  iflfue's  fail,  and  that  gave  to  me 
Many  a  groaning  throe  :  thus  hulling  in 
The  wild  fea  of  my  confcience,  I  did  fteer 
Towards  this  remedy,  whereon  we  are 
Now  prefent  here  together  ;  that's  to  fay, 
1  meant  to  rectify  my  confcience,  (which 
I  then  did  feel  full  fick,  and  yet  not  well) 
By  all  the  rev'rend  fathers  of  the  land 
And  doctors  learn'd.    Firft,  I  began  in  private 
"With  you,  my  Lord  of  Lincoln  ;  you  remember 
How  under  my  oppreftion  I  did  reel, 
"When  I  firft  mov'd  you. 
Z*in.  Very  well,  my  Liege. 

King,  I  have  fpoke  long  $  be  pleas'd  your  felf  to  fay 
How  far  you  fatisfy'd  me. 

Lin.  Pleafe  your  Highnefs, 
The  queftion  did  at  firft  fo  ftagger  me, 

Vol.  VI.  D  d  Bearing 
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Bearing  a  ftate  of  mighty  moment  in't, 
And  confequence  of  dread  j  that  I  committed 
The  daring*  ft  counfel  which  I  had  to  doubt : 
And  did  intreat  your  Highnefs  to  this  courfe, 
Which  you  are  running  here. 

King,  I  then  mov'd  you, 
My  Lord  of  Canterbury,  and  got  your  leave 
To  make  this  prefent  fummons  :  unfollicited 
I  left  no  rev' rend  perfon  in  this  court, 
But  by  particular  confent  proceeded 
Under  your  hands  and  feals.    Therefore  go  on  ; 
For  no  diflike  i'th'  world  againft  the  perfon 
Of  our  good  Queen,  but  the  fharp  thorny  points 
Of  my  alledged  reafons  drive  this  forward. 
Prove  but  our  marriage  lawful,  by  my  life 
And  kingly  dignity,  we  are  contented 
To  wear  our  mortal  ftate  to  come,  with  her, 
(Catharine  our  Queen)  before  the  primeft  creature 
That's  paragon  o'th'  world. 

Cam,  So  pleafe  your  Highnefs, 
The  Queen  being  abfent,  'tis  a  needful  fitnefs 
That  we  adjourn  this  court  to  further  day  j 
Mean  while  muft  be  an  earneft  motion 
Made  to  the  Queen,  to  call  back  her  appeal 
Sh*  intends  to  his  Holinefs. 

King,  I  may  perceive 
Thefe  Cardinals  trifle  with  me  :  I  abhor 
The  dilatory  iloth,  and  tricks  of  Rome. 
My  learn'd  and  well-beloved  fervant  Cranmtr, 
Pr'ythee  return  ;  with  thy  approach,  I  know, 
My  comfort  comes  along.    Break  up  trrc  court  : 
I  fay,  fet  on.  [Exeunt,  in  manner  as  they  enter  $ 

ACT    III.    SCENE  I. 
The  Queen's  apartment. 
Enter  ^ueen  and  her  Women,  as  at  work. 
§tg£en.*~r\  AKE  thy  lute,  wench,  my  foul  grows  fa\ 

JL         with  troubles  : 
Sing,  and  difperfe  \m  if  thou  canft  j  leave  working. 
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song. 

Orpheus,  ivitb  his  lute,  made  trees, 
And  the  mountain-tops  tbat  freeze, 

Bow  tbemfehes  when  be  did  fing. 
To  bis  mufick,  plants  and  flowers 
Ever  rofe,  as  fun  and  Jhowc^s 

There  had  made  a  lajling  fpring. 
Ev'ry  thing  that  heard  him  play, 
Ev'n  the  billows  of  the  fea. 

Hung  their  beads,  and  then  lay  by. 
Jn  fweet  mufick  is  fucb  art. 
Killing  care  and  grief  of  heart 

Fall  ajleep,  or  bearing  die. 
Enter  a  Gentleman, 
Styeen.  How  now  ? 

Gen,  An't  pleafeyour  Grace,  the  two  great  Cardinals 
"Wait  in  the  prefence. 

Queen.  Would  they  fpeak  with  me  ? 

Gen .  They  will'd  me  fay  fo,  Madam. 

Queen*  Pray  their  Graces 
To  come  near  5  what  can  be  their  bufinefs 
With  me,  a  poor  weak  woman,  fall'n  from  favour  ? 
I  do  not  like  their  coming.    Now  I  think  on't, 
They  mould  be  good  men,  their  affairs  are  righteous, 
But  all  hoods  make  not  monks. 

Enter  the  Cardinals,  Wolfey  and  Campeius. 

Wol.  Peace  to  your  Highnefs  ! 

Queen.  Your  Graces  find  me  here  part  of  a  houfe-wife, 
•(I  would  be  all)  againft  the  worft  may  happen  : 
What  are  your  pleafures  with  me,  rev' rend  Lords  ? 

Wol.  May'tpleafeyou,  noble  Madam,  to  withdraw 
Into  your  private  chamber,-  we  (hall  give  you 
The  full  caufe  of  our  coming. 

Queen,  Speak  it  here. 
There's  nothing  I  have  done  yet,  o'  my  confidence, 
Deferves  a  corner  ;  would  all  other  women 
Could  fpeak  this  with  as  free  a  foul  as  I  do ! 
My  Lords,  I  care  not  (fo  much  I  am  happy 
Above  a  number)  if  my  actions 
Were  try'd  by  ev'ry  tongue,  ev'ry  eye  faw  'em 
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E  ivy  and  bafe  opinion  fet  againft  'em  ; 
1  know  my  life  fo  even.    If  your  bufinefs, 
Do  feek  me  out,  and  that  way  I  am  wife  in  , 
Out  with  it  boldly  :  truth  loves  open  dealing. 

WoL  Tanta  eft  erga  te  mentis  integritas,  Regina  Serenijji- 
Queen.  Good  my  Lord,  no  Latin  $  [ma,— 
I  am  not  fuch  a  truant  fince  my  coming, 
As  not  to  know  the  language  I  have  liv'd  in. 
A  ftrange  tongue  makes  my  caufe  more  ftrange,  fufpicious 
Pray  fpeak  in  EngHJb  ;  here  are  fome  will  thank  you 
If  you  fpeak  truth,  for  their  poor  miftrefs'  fake. 
Believe  me  fhe  has  had  much  wrong.    Lord  Cardinal, 
The  willing' ft  fin  I  ever  yet  committed 
May  be  abfolv'd  in  EngUjh* 

JVol.  Noble  Lady, 
I'm  forr.y  my  integrity  mould  breed 
(And  fervice  to  his  Majefty  and  you) 
So  deep  fufpicion,  where  all  faith  was  meant. 
We  come  not  by  the  way  of  accufation, 
To  taint  that  honour  every  good  tongue  blefles:  \ 
Nor  to  betray  you  any  way  to  forrow  $ 
You  have  too  much,  good  Lady :  but  to  know 
How  you  ftand  minded  in  the  weighty  difference 
Between  the  King  and  you  ?  and  to  deliver, 
Like  free  and  honeft  men,  our  juft  opinions 
And  comforts  to  your  caufe. 

Cam*  Moft  honour'd  Madam, 
My  Lord  of  York,  out  of  his  noble  nature, 
Zeal,  and  obedience  he  ftill  bore  your  Grace, 
Forgetting  like  a  good  man  your  late  cenfure 
Both  of  his  truth  and  him,  (which  was  too  far) 
Offers,  as  I  do,  in  a  fign  of  peace 
His  fervice  and  his  counfel. 

i$ueen.  To  betray  me. 
My  Lords,  I  thank  you  both  for  your  good  wills, 
Ye  fpeak  like  honeft  men,  pray  God  ye  prove  fo. 
But  how  to  make  ye  fuddenly  an  anfwer 
In  fuch  a  point  of  weight,  fo  near  mine  honour, 
(More  near  my  life,  I  fear)  with  my  weak  wit, 
And  to  fuch  men  of  gravity  and  learning, 
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truth  I  know  not.  I  was  fet  at  work 
Among  my  maids ;  full  little,  God  knows,  looking 
Either  for  fuch  men,  or  fuch  buiinefs. 
For  her  fake  that  I  have  been,  (for  I  feel 
The  laft  fit  of  my  greatnefs)  good  your  Graces, 
Let  me  have  time  and  council  for  my  caufe : 
Alas,  I  am  a  woman,  friendlefs,  hopelefs. 

JW.Madam,you  wrong  theKing's  love  with  thofe  fears j 
Your  hopes  and  friends  are  infinite. 

Queen.  In  England, 
But  little  for  my  profit  :  can  you  think,  Lords, 
That  any  Englijh  man  dare  give  me  counfel  ? 
Or  be  a  known  friend  'gainft  his  Highnefs'  pleafure, 
Though  he  be  grown  fo  defp'rate  to  be  honeft, 
And  live  a  fubjeft  ?  nay  forfooth,  my  friends 
They,  that  muft  weigh  out  my  afflictions, 
They,  that  my  truft  muft  grow  to,  live  not  here  j 
They  are,  as  all  my  comforts  are,  far  hence 
In  mine  own  country,  Lords. 

Cam.  I  would  your  Grace 
Would  leave  your  griefs,  and  take  my  counfel, 
Queen.  How,  Sir  ? 

Cam.  Put  your  main  caufe  into  the  King's  protection } 
He's  loving  and  moft  gracious.    'Twill  be  much 
Both  for  your  honour  better,  and  your  caufe  : 
For  if  the  tryal  of  the  law  o'er-take  ye, 
You'll  part  away  difgrae'd. 
Wol.  He  tells  you  rightly. 

Queen.  Ye  tell  me  what  ye  wiih  for  both,  my  ruin  s 
Is  this  your  chriftian  counfel  ?  out  upon  ye  1 
Heav'n  is  above  all  yet  5  there  fits  a  Judge, 
That  no  King  can  corrupt. 
Cam.  Your  rage  miftakes  us. 

Queen.  The  more  fhame  for  ye  ;  holy  men  I  thought  ye, 
Upon  my  foul,  two  rev'rend  Cardinal  virtues ; 
But  Cardinal  fin?,  and  hollow  hearts,  I  fear  ye: 
Mend  'em  for  fhame,  my  Lords:  is  this  your  comfort  ? 
The  cordial  that  ye  bring  a  wretched  Lady  } 
A  woman  loft  among  ye,  laugh' d  at,  fcorn'd  ? 
I  will  net  wirti  ye  half  my  miferics, 
D  d  3 
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I  have  more  charity.    But  fay  I  warn'd  ye  ; 

Take  heed,  take  heed  for  heav'n's  fake,  left  at  once 

The  burthen  of  my  forrows  fall  upon  ye. 

Wol.  Madam,  this  is  a  meer  diftraclion, 
You  turn  the  good  we  offer  into  envy. 

Queen.  Ye  turn  me  into  nothing.    Wo  upon  ye, 
And  all  fuch  falfe  profeflbrs !  Would  you  have  me 
(If  you  have  any  juftice,  any  pity, 
If  ye  be  any  thing  but  churchmens  habits) 
Put  my  fick  caufe  into  his  hands  that  hates  me  ? 
Alas,  h'as  banifh'd  me  his  bed  already 
His  love  too,  long  ago.    I'm  old,  my  Lords, 
And  all  the  fellowfhip  I  hold  now  with  him 
Is  only  by  obedience.    What  can  happen 
To  me,  above  this  wretchednefs  ?  all  your  ftudies 
Make  me  a  curfe,  like  this  ? 

Cam.  Your  fears  are  worfe  ■■■ 

Queen.  Have  I  liv'd  thus  long  (let  me  fpeak  my  felfy 
Since  virtue  finds  no  friends)  a  wife,  a  true  one  ? 
A  woman  (I  dare  fay  without  vain-glory) 
Never  yet  branded  with  fufpicion  ? 
Have  I,  with  all  my  full  affections 
Still  met  the  King  ?  lov'd  him  next  heav'n,  obey 'd him? 
Been,  out  of  fondnefs,  fuperftitious  to  him  ? 
Almoft  forgot  my  prayers  to  content  him  ? 
And  am  I  thus  rewarded  ?  'tis  not  well,  Lords, 
Bring  me  a  conftant  woman  to  her  hulband, 
One  that  ne'er  dream'd  a  joy  beyond  his  pleafure: 
And  to  that  woman,  when  me  has  done  moft, 
Yet  will  I  add  an  honour  5  a  great  patience. 

Wol.  Madam,  you  wander  from  the  good  we  aim  at. 

Queen.  My  Lord,  I  dare  not  make  my  felf  fo  guilty, 
To  give  up  willingly  that  noble  title 
Your  mafter  wed  me  to  :  nothing  but  death 
Shall  e'er  divorce  my  dignities. 

Wol.  Pray  hear  me 

Queen.  Would  I  had  never  trod  this  EngHJb  earth, 
Or  felt  the  flatteries  that  grow  upon  it  ! 
Ye've  angels  faces,  but  heav'n  knows  your  hearts. 
What  mail  become  of  me  now  !  wretched  Lady ! 
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I  am  the  moft  unhappy  woman  living. 

Alas,  poor  wenches,  where  are  now  your  fortunes  ? 

[To  btr  Women* 
Shipwreck' d  upon  a  kingdom,  where  no  pity, 
No  friends,  no  hope  !  no  kindred  weep  for  me  ! 
Aimoft  no  grave  allow'd  me  !  like  the  lily, 
That  once  was  miftrefs  of  the  field  and  flourim'd, 
I'll  hang  my  head  and  perifh. 

Wol.  If  your  Grace 
Could  but  be  brought  to  know  our  ends  are  honefr, 
You'd  feel  more  comfort.    Why  mould  we,  good  Lady, 
Upon  what  caufe,  wrong  you  ?  alas,  our  places, 
The  way  of  our  profeflion  is  againft  it : 
We  are  to  cure  fuch  forrows,  not  to  fow  'em. 
For  goodnefs'  fake  confider  what  you  do, 
How  you  may  hurt  your  felf,  nay,  utterly 
Grow  from  the  King's  acquaintance,  by  this  carriages, 
The  hearts  of  Princes  kifs  obedience, 
So  much  they  love  it :  but  to  llubborn  fpirits, 
They  fwell  and  grow  as  terrible  as  ftorms. 
I  know  you  have  a  gentle,  noble  temper, 
A  foul  as  even  as  a  calm  ;  pray  think  us 
Thofe  we  profefs,  peace-makers,  friends  and  fervants. 

Cam.  Madam,  you'll  find  it  fo  :  you  wrong  your  virtues 
With  thefe  weak  womens  fears.    A  noble  fpirit, 
As  yours  was  put  into  you,  ever  cafts 
Such  doubts,  as  falfe  coin,  from  it.  The  King  loves  you  5 
Beware  you  lofe't  not ;  for  us  (if  you  pleafe 
To  truft  us  in  your  bufinefs)  we  are  ready 
To  ufe  our  utmoft  ftudies  in  your  fervice. 

Queen.  Do  what  you  will,  my  Lords  5  and  pray  forgive 
If  I  have  us'd  my  felf  unmannerly.  [^2 
You  know  I  am  a  woman,  lacking  wit 
To  make  a  feemly  anfwer  to  fuch  perfons. 
Pray  do  my  fervice  to  his  Majefty. 
He  has  my  heart  yet ;  and  mail  have  my  prayers 
While  I  mall  have  my  life.    Come,  rev'rend  fathers, 
Beftow  your  counfels  on  me.    She  now  begs, 
That  little  thought  when  {he  fet  footing  here, 
She  mould  have  bought  her  dignities  fo  dear.    [Exeunt . 

1  SCENE 
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SCENE  II. 

An  Anti chamber  to  the  King's  Apartment. 
Enter  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  Duke  of  Suffolk,  Lord  Surrey, 
and  Lord  Chamberlain . 
Nor,  If  you  will  now  unite  in  your  complaints, 
And  force  them  with  a  conftancy,  the  Cardinal 
Cannot  ftand  under  them.    If  you  omit 
The  offer  of  this  time,  I  cannot  promife 
But  that  you  fhall  fuftain  more  new  difgraces, 
With  thefe  you  bear  already, 

Sur.  I  am  joyful 
To  meet  the  leaft  occafion  that  may  give  me 
Remembrance  of  my  father-in-law  the  Duke, 
To  be  revengM  on  him. 

Suf.  Which  of  the  Peers 
Have  uncontemn'd  gone  by  him,  not  at  leaft 
Strangely  neglected  ?  when  did  he  regard 
The  ftamp  of  noblenefs  in  any  perfon, 
Out  of'thimfelf  ? 

Cb-am.  My  Lords,  you  fpeak  your  pleafures ; 
What  he  deferves  of  you  and  me,  I  know  : 
What  we  can  do  to  him  (though  now  the  time 
Give  way  to  us)  I  much  fear.    If  you  cannot 
Bar  his  accefs  to  th'  King,  never  attempt 
Any  thing  on  him  5  for  he  hath  a  witchcraft 
Over  the  King  in's  tongue. 

Nor.  O,  fear  him  not, 
His  fpell  in  that  is  out  5  the  King  hath  found 
Matter  againft  him  that  for  ever  mars 
The  honey  of  his  language.    No,  he's  fettled, 
Not  to  come  oft,  in  his  moft  high  difpleafure. 

Sur.  I  mould  be  glad  to  hear  fuch  news  as  this 
Once  ev'ry  hour. 

Nor.  Believe  it,  this  is  true. 
In  the  divorce,  his  contrary  proceedings 
Are  all  unfolded  ;  wherein  he  appears, 
As  I  would  wifh  my  enemy. 

Sur.  How  came 
His  practices  to  light  ? 
S.uf  Moft  ftrangely^ 
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Sur.  How  ? 

Suf.  The  Cardinal's  letters  to  the  Pope  mifcamed, 
And  came  to  th'  eye  o'th'  King  5  wherein  was  read, 
How  that  the  Cardinal  did  intreat  hisHolinefs 
To  ftay  the  judgment  o'th'  divorce  5  for  if 
It  did  take  place,  I  do,  quoth  he,  perceive 
My  King  is  tangled  in  affection  to 
A  creature  of  the  Queen's,  Lady  Jnne  Bullcn. 

Sur.  Has  the  King  this  ? 

Suf,  Believe  it. 

Sur.  Will  this  work  ? 

Cham.  The  King  in  this  perceives  him,  how  he  coafts 
And  hedges  his  own  way.    But  in  this  point 
All  his  tricks  founder,  and  he  brings  his  phyfick 
After  his  patient's  death  ;  the  King  already 
Hath  married  the  fair  Lady. 

Sur.  Would  he  had  I 

Suf.  May  you  be  happy  in  your  wifli,  my  Lord, 
For  I  profefs  you  have  it. 

Sur.  Now  all  joy 
Trace  the  conjunction ! 

Suf.  My  Amen  to't ! 

Nor.  All  men's  ! 

Suf.  There's  order  given  for  her  coronation  3 
Marry,  this  is  but  young,  and  m*y  be  left 
To  fome  ears  unrecounted.    But,  my  Lords, 
She  is  a  gallant  creature,  and  compleat 
In  mind  and  feature  5  I  perfuade  me,  from  her 
Will  fall  fome  blefling  to  this  land,  which  fliall 
In  it  be  memoriz'd. 

Sur,  But  will  the  King 
Digeft  this  Letter  of  the  Cardinal's  ? 
The  Lord  forbid  ! 
Nor.  Many,  Amen! 
Suf,  No,  no  : 
There  be  mere  wafps  that  buz  about  his  nofe, 
Will  make  this  fting  the  fooner.  Cardinal 
Campeius  ftoln  to  Rome,  has  ta'en  no  leave, 
Hath  left  the  caufe  o'th'  King  unhandled,  and 
Is  pofted  as  the  agent  of  our  Cardinal,  r 
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To  fecond  all  his  plot.    I  do  aflure  you, 
The  King  cry'd  ha  !  at  this. 

Cham,  Now  God  incenfe  him  5 
And  let  him  cry  ha,  louder  ! 

Nor.  But,  my  Lord. 
When  returns  Cranmtr  f 

Suf.  He  is  return'd  with  his  opinions,  whiqfc 
Have  fatisfy'd  the  King  for  his  divorce, 
Gather' d  from  all  the  famous  colleges 
Almoft  in  Chriftendom ;  foon,  I  believe, 
His  fecond  marriage  fhall  be  publiflr'd,  and 
Her  coronation.    Catharine  no  more 
Shall  be  calPd  Queen,  but  Princefs  dowager, 
As  widow  to  Prince  Arthur. 

Nor,  This  fameCranmer's 
A  worthy  fellow,  and  hath  ta'en  much  pain 
In  the  King's  bufinefs. 

Suf  He  has,  and  we  mall  fee  him 
For  it  an  Archbifliop. 

Nor,  So  I  hear. 

Suf.  'Tis  fo. 

Enter  Wolfey  and  Cromwell, 

The  Cardinal. 

Nor.  Obferve,  obferve,  he's  moody. 

Wol.  The  packet,  Cromwell, 
Gave  it  you  the  King  ? 

Crom.  To  his  own  hand,  in's  bed-chamber. 

Wol.  Look'd  he  o'th'  infide  of  the  paper  ? 

Crom.  Prefently 
He  did  unfeal  them,  and  the  firft  he  view'd, 
He  did  it  with  a  ferious  mind;  a  heed 
Was  in  his  countenance.   And  you  he  bad 
Attend  him  here  this  morning, 

IVol.  Is  he  ready 
To  come  abroad  ? 

Crom,  I  think  by  this  he  is. 

Wol  Leave  me  a  while,  [Exit  Cromwell. 

It  fhall  be  to  the  Dutchefs  of  Alenfon,  [Afidc, 
The  French  King's  fitter  ;  he  fhall  marry  her. 
Anne  Bullen  /—no,  I'll  no  Anne  Bulknt  for  him,— 

There's 
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There's  more  in  it  than  a  fair  v\{z%z-~Bulkn  /— . 

No,  we'll  no  Bullem — fpeedily  I  wifli 

To  hear  from  Rome — The  Marchionefs  of  Pembroke! 

Nor*  He's  difcontented. 

Suf,  May  be  he  hears  the  King 
Does  whet  his  anger  to  hiir^ 

Sur.  Sharp  enough, 
Lord,  for  thy  juftice  ! 

WoU  [Afide.]   The  late  Queen's  gentlewoman!  a 
Knight's  daughter  ! 
To  be  her  miftrefs's  miftrefs  !  the  Queen's  Queen  ! 
This  candle  burns  not  clear,  'tis  I  muft  fnuff  it, 
Then  out  it  goes— what  though  I  know  her  virtuous 
And  well-deferving  ?  yet  I  know  her  for 
A  fpleeny  Lutheran,  and  not  wholfome  to 
Our  caufe  : — that  flic  Ihould  lye  i'th'  bofom  of 
Our  hard-rul'd  King  ! — again,  there  is  fprung  up* 
An  herctick,  anarch  one,  Cranmer;  one, 
Hath  crawl'd  into  the  favour  of  the  King, 
And  is  his  oracle. 

Nor,  He's  vex'd  at  fomething. 

SCENE  III. 
Enter  King  reading  a  fcbedule,  and  Lovell. 

Sur.  I  would  'twere  fomething  that  would  fret  the  firing 
The  matter-cord  of 's  heart ! 

Suf,  The  King,  the  King. 

King.  What  piles  of  wealth  hath  he  accumulated 
To  his  own  portion !  what  expence  by  th'  hour 
Seems  to  flow  from  him  !  how  i'th'  name  of  thrift 
l)oes  he  rake  this  together  !  Now,  my  Lords, 
Saw  you  the  Cardinal  ? 

Nor,  My  Lord,  we  have 
Stood  here  obferving  him.    Some  flrange  commotion 
Is  in  his  brain  ;  he  bites  his  lips  and  ftarts, 
Stops  on  a  fudden,  looks  upon  the  ground, 
Then  lays  his  ringer  on  his  temple  j  ftrait 
Springs  out  into  faft  gate,  then  flops  again, 
Strikes  his  brealt  hard,  and  then  anon  he  cafts 
His  eye  againft  the  moon  ;  in  moft  itrange  poftures 
We;  ve  feca  him  fet  timfelf» 
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King  It  may  well  be, 

There^is  a  mutiny  in's  mind.    This  morning 

Papers  of  ftate  he  fent  me  to  perufe, 

As  I  requir'd,  and  wot  you  what  I  found 

There,  on  my  confcience  put  unwittingly  ? 

Forfooth  an  inventory,  thus  importing  5 

The  feveral  parcels  of  his  plate,  his  treafure, 

Rich  fluffs  and  ornaments  of  houfliold,  which 

I  find  at  fuch  a  proud  rate,  it  out-fpeaks 

Pofleflion  of  a  fubject. 
Nor.  It's  heav'n's  will, 

Some  fpirit  put  this  paper  in  the  packet, 

To  blefs  your  eye  withal. 

King.  If  we  did  think  *  «fcJi 

His  contemplations  were  above  the  earth, 

And  fix'd  on  fpiritual  objects,  he  mould  ftill 

Dwell  in  his  mufings  5  but  Tarn  afraid 
His  thinkings  are  below  the  moon,  not  worth 
His  ferious  confidering. 
\He  takes  bis  feat,  ivbifpers  Lovell,  wbo  gees  toWoKey, 
Wol.  Heav'n  forgive  me— — 
Ever  God  blefs  your  Highnefs— 

King.  Good  my  Lord, 
You  are  full  of  heav'nly  ftuff,  a  nd  bear  the  inventory 
Of  your  beft  graces  in  your  mind  5  the  which 
You  were  now  running  o'«r  ;  you  have  fcarce  time 
To  fteal  from  fpiritual  leifure  a  brief  fpan 
To  keep  your  earthly  audit  ;  fure  in  that 
I  deem  you  an  ill  hufband,  and  am  glad  1 
To  have  you  therein  my  companion. 

Wol.  Sir, 
Tor  holy  offices  I  have  a  time  5 
A  time  to  think  upon  the  part  of  bufinefs 
I  bear  i'th'  ftate  5  and  nature  does  require 
Her  times  of  preservation,  which  perforce 
I  her  frail  fon,  amongft  my  brethren  mortal, 
Mull  give  my  tendance  to. 
King.  You  have  faid  well. 

Wol.  And  ever  may  your  Highnefs  yoke  together, 
As  I  will  lend  you  caufe,  my  doing  well 

With 
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With  my  well  faying  ! 

King.  'Tis  well  faid  again, 
And  'tis  a  kind  of  good  deed  to  fay  well, 
And  yet  words  are  no  deeds.    My  father  lov'd  you, 
He  faid  he  did,  and  with  his  deed  did  crown 
His  word  upon  you.    Since  I  had  my  office 
I've  kept  you  next  my  heart,  have  not  alone 
Imploy'd  you  where  high  profits  might  come  home, 
But  par'd  my  prefent  havings,  to  beftow 
My  bounties  upon  you. 

Wol.  What  mould  this  mean  ?  {AJide. 
Sur.  The  Lord  increafe  this  bufinefs  !  \Afidt, 
King.  Have  I  not  made  you 
The  prime  man  of  the  ftate  ?  I  pray  you  tell  me, 
If  what  I  now  pronounce  you  have  found  true  \ 
And  if  you  may  confefs  it,  fay  withal 
Jf  you  are  bound  to  us,  or  no  ?  what  fay  you  ? 

Wol.  My  Sovereign,  I  confefs  your  royal  graces 
Showr'd  on  me  daily  have  been  more  than  could 
My  ftudied  purpofes  require  5  they  went 
Beyond  all  man's  ambition.    My  endeavours 
Have  ever  come  too  fliort  of  my  delires, 
Yet  fil'd  with  my  abilities  :  mine  own 
Ends  have  been  fuch  that  evermore  they  pointed 
To  th'  good  of  your  moft  facred  perfon,  and 
The  profit  of  the  ftate  ;  For  your  great  graces 
Heap'd  upon  me,  poor  undeferver,  I 
Can  nothing  render  but  -allegiant  thanks, 
My  prayers  to  heav'n  for  you  5  my  loyalty. 
Which  ever  has,  and  ever  mall  be  growing, 
•Till  death,  that  winter,  kill  it.  ,j 

King.  Fairly  anfwer'd : 
A  loyal  and  obedient  fubject  is 
Therein  illuftrated  5  the  honour  of  it 
Does  pay  the  act  of  it,  o'th'  contrary 
The  foulnefs  is  the  punimment.    I  prefume 
That  as  my  hand  has  open'd  bounty  to  you, 
My  heart  dropp'd  love,  my  pow'r  rain* d  honour,  more 
On  you,  than  any  5  fo  your  hand  and  heart, 
Your  brain,  and  every  function  of  your  power, 

Vol.  VI,  £  e  Should, 


3  26        King  Henry  VIII. 

Should,  notwithftanding  that  your  bond  of  duty, 
As  'twere  in  love's  particular,  be  more 
To  me,  your  friend,  than  any. 

Wol  I  profefs. 
That  for  your  Highnefs'  good  I  ever  labour' d 
More  than  mine  own  ;  that  am  I,  have  been,  will  be  2 
Though  all  the  world  mould  crack  their  duty  to  you. 
And  throw  it  from  their  •fouls   though  perils  did 
Abound,  as  thick  as  thought  could  make  'em,  and 
Appear  in  forms  more  horrid ;  yet  my  duty, 
As  doth  a  rock  againft  the  chiding  flood, 
Should  the  approach  of  this  wild  river  break, 
And  ftand  unfhaken  yours. 

King.  'Tis  nobly  fpoken  ; 
Take  notice,  Lords,  he  has  a  loyal  breaft, 
For  you  have  feen  him  open't.    Read  o'er  this, 

[Giving  him  paper*. 
And  after  this ;  and  then  to  breakfaft,  with 
What  appetite  you  may. 

[Exit  King,  frowning  upon  Cardhal'W oUzy,  the  No&l& 
throng  after  him  uuhijpering  and  f mi  ling, 
SCENE  IV. 
Wol.  What  mould  this  mean  ? 
What  fudden  anger's  this  ?  how  have  I  reap'd  it? 
He  parted  frowning  from  me,  as  if  ruin 
Leap'd  from  his  eyes.    So  looks  the  chafed  lion 
Upon  the  daring  huntfman  that  has  gall'd  him, 
Then  makes  him  nothing,    I  muft  read  this  papers 
I  fear,  the  ftory  of  his  anger — 'tis  fo — 
This  paper  has  undone  me — 'tis  th'  account 
Of  all  that  world  of  wealth  I've  drawn  together 
For  mine  own  ends ;  indeed,  to  gain  the  Popedom, 
And  fee  my  friends  in  Rome.    O  negligence  ! 
Fit  for  a  fool  to  fall  by.    What  crofs  devil 
Made  me  put  this  main  fecret  in  the  packet 
I  fent  the  King  ?  is  there  no  way  to  cure  this  ? 
No  new  device  to  beat  this  from  his  brains  ? 
I  know  'twill  ftir  him  ftrongly ;  yet  I  know 
A  way,  if  it  take  right,  in  fpight  of  fortune 
Will  bring  me  off  again.  What's  this— To  the  Pope? 
The  letter,  as  I  live,  with  all  the  buiinefs  I 
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I  writ  to's  Holinels.    Nay,  then  farewel ; 

I've  touch'd  the  higheft  point  of  all  my  greatnefs, 

And  from  that  full  meridian  of  my  glory, 

I  hafte  now  to  my  fetting.    I  ihall  fall 

Like  a  bright  exhalation  in  the  evening, 

And  no  man  fee  me  more. 

SCENE  V. 
Enter  to  Wolfey,  the  Dukes  of  Norfolk  and  Suffolk,  the 
Earl  of  Surrey,  and  the  Lord  Chamberlain. 

iW.Hear  the  King's  pleafure,  Cardinal, who  commands 
To  render  up  the  great  feal  prefently  [you 
Into  our  hands,  and  to  confine  yourfelf 
To  AJher-boufe,  my  Lord  of  JVincbeJier's, 
"Till  you  hear  further  from  his  Highnefs. 

Wol.  Stay  : 

Where's  your  commifllon,  Lords  ?  words  cannot  carry 
Authority  fo  mighty. 

Suf.  Who  dare  crofs  'em, 
Bearing  the  King's  will  from  his  mouth  exprefly  ? 

WoU  Whilft  I  find  more  than  his  will,  or  words  to  it, 
I  mean  your  malice,  know,  officious  Lords, 
I  dare,  and  muft  deny  it.    Now  1  feel 
Of  what  coarfe  metal  ye  are  molded— —Envy  : 
How  eagerly  ye  follow  my  difgrace 
As  if  it  fed  ye,  and  how  fleek  and  wanton 
Y *  appear  in  every  thing  may  bring  my  ruin. 
Follow  your  envious  courfes,  men  of  malice  ; 
You  have  a  chriftian  warrant  for  'em,  and 
In  time  will  find  their  fit  rewards.    That  feal 
You  afk  with  fuch  a  violence,  the  King 
(Mine  and  your  mafter)  with  his  own  hand  gave  me  j 
Bad  me  enjoy  it,  with  the  place  and  honours, 
During  my  life  :  and  to  confirm  his  goodnefs, 
Ty'd  it  by  letters  patents.    Now,  who'll  take  it  ? 
Sur.  The  King  that  gave  it. 
WoL  It  muft  be  himfelf  then. 
Sur.  Thou'rt  a  proud  traitor,  prieft. 
Wol.  Proud  Lord,  thou  lieft  : 
Within  thefe  forty  hours  Surrey  durft  better 
Have  burnt  that  tongue,  than  (aid  fo, 

E  e  %  $ur„ 
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Sur.  Thyambition, 

The  heads  of  all  thy  brother  Cardinals, 

Wi  h  thee  and  all  thy  belt  parts  bound  together, 

Th£°ZttCC0Uri  from      King,  from  all 
That  m,ght  have  mercy  on  {h 

Wh.lft  your  great  goodnefs,  out  of  holy  pity, 
Abfoly  d  hrm  with  an  axe.  7  P  '* 

mi. .  This,  and  all  elfe 
Th,s  talking  Lord  can  lay  upon  my  credit, 

Foun^  I!,m.0ftfalre'    The  Duke  by  law' 
Found  his  defem.   How  innocent  I  was 
From  any  private  malice  in  his  end, 
His  noble  jury  and  foul  caufe  can  witnefs. 

You  W.  m?-nyi  Trds'  Lord>  1  ftouI°  tell  you, 
You  have  as  little  honefty  as  honour;  7  ' 

That  I  i  th'way  of  loyalty  and  truth 

DaTmat^  ft'   my  ™  ™*«> 
H  T  t  3  ^°Under  man  tha»  can  be. 

And  all  that  love  his  follies. 
Sur.  By  my  foul, 

M7fwtnd6i-t°h''liP/ieu'  P;0t;aS  y0U'  thou  ftouIa'ft  w 

clnZ.A       Jlfe-blood  of  thee  elfe.   My  Lords, 

Can  ye  endure  to  hear  this  arrogance  ? 

And  from  this  fellow?  if  weliTC  thustamelv, 

To  be  thus  jaded  by  a  piece  of  fcarlet, 

Farewel  nobility  let  his  Grace  go  forward, 

mi  au  WI?  h;s  cap> like  larks- 

rrol.  All  goodnefs 
Is  poifon  to  thy  ftomach. 

Sur   Yes,  that  goodnefs 
Of  gleaning  all  the  land's  wealth  into  one, 
Into  yourown  hands,  Card'nal,  by  extortion: 
The  goodnefs  of  your  intercepted  packets 
You  writ  to  th'  Pope,  againft  the  King  ;  your  goodnefs 

M^ZIT^Z'  ^"bemoftnftorious. 
My  Lord  of  Norfolk,  as  you're  truly  noble, 

As 
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As  you  refpect  the  common  good,  the  flate 

Of  our  defpis'd  nobility,  our  ifiues, 

Who,  if  he  live,  will  fcarce  be  gentlemen, 

Produce  the  grand  fum  of  his  fins,  the  articles 

Collected  from  his  life.    I'll  ftartle  you 

"Worfe  than  the  facring  bell,  when  the  brown  wench 

Lay  killing  in  your  arms,  Lord  Cardinal. 

WoU  How  much  me  thinks  1  could  defpife  this  man* 
But  that  I'm  bound  in  charity  againft  it ! 

Nor.  Thofe  articles,  my  Lord,  are  in  th*  King's  hand: 
Bat  thus  much,  they  are  foul  ones* 

Wol.  So  much  fairer 
And  fpotlefs  mall  mine  innocence  arife, 
When  the  King  knows  my  truth. 

Sur,  This  cannot  fave  you  : 
I  thank  my  memory,  I  yet  remember 
Some  of  thefe  articles,  and  out  they  fhall. 
Now,  if  you  can,  blum,  and  cry  Guilty,  Cardinal, 
You'll  mew  a  little  honefty. 

Wol.  Speak  on,  Sir, 
I  dare  your  worft  objections :  if  I  blufh, 
It  is  to  fee  a  Nobleman  want  manners. 

Sur.  I'd  rather  want  thofe  than  my  htad  j  have  at  you, 
Firft,  that  without  the  King's  affentor  knowledge 
You  wrought  to  be  a  Legat,  by  which  power 
You  maim'd  the  jurifdicticn  of  all  Biftiops. 

Nor.  Then,  that  in  all  you  writ  to  Rome,  or  elfe 
To  foreign  Princes,  Ego      Rex  meus 
Was  ftill  infcrib'd  ;  in  which  you  brought  the  King 
To  be  your  fervant. 

Suf.  That  without  the  knowledge 
Either  of  King  or  council,  when  you  went 
Ambaffador  to  th'  Emperor,  you  made  bold 
To  carry  into  Flanders  the  great  feal. 

Sur.  Item,  You  fent  a  large  commifiion 
To  Gregory  de  Cajfalis,  to  conclude, 
Without  the  King's  will  or  the  State's  allowance, 
A  league  between  his  Highnefs  and  Ferrara. 

Suf.  That  out  of  meer  ambition,  you  have  made 
Your  holy  hat  be  ftamp'd  on  the  King's  coin, 

E  e  3  Sur* 
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Sur.  That  you  have  fent  innumerable  fums, 
(By  what  means  got,  I  leave  to  your  own  confcienee) 
To  furnifli  Rome,  and  to  prepare  the  wavs 
You  have  for  dignities,  to  th'  meer  undoing 
Of  all  the  kingdom.    Many  more  there  are, 
Which  fince  they  are  of  you,  and  odious, 
I  will  not  taint  my  mouth  with. 

Cham.  O  my  Lord, 
Prefs  not  a  falling  man  too  far  j  'tis  virtue : 
His  faults  lye  open  to  the  Jaws ;  let  them," 
Not  you,  correct  him.    My  heart  weeps  to  fee  him 
So  little  of  his  great  felf. 

Sur.  I  forgive  him. 

Suf.  Lord  Cardinal,  the  King's  further  pleafureis, 
-Becaufe  all  thofe  things  you  have  done  of  late 
By  your  pow'r  Jegatine  within  this  kingdom, 
Fall  in  the  compafs  of  a  Pramunire, 
That  therefore  fuch  a  writ  be  fued  againft  you; 
To  forfeit  all  your  goods,  lands,  tenements, 
And  chattels  whatfoever,  3nd  to  be 
OUA/°f  the  ^n^s  Prote#ion-    This  is  my  charge. 

iVV.  And  fo  we'll  leave  vou  to  your  meditations 
How  to  live  better.    For  your  flubborn  anfwer 
About  the  giving  back  the  great  feal  to  us, 
The  King  /hall  know  it,  and  no  doubt  ihall  thank  you. 
So  fare  you  well,  my  little  good  Lord  Cardinal. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Wolfey. 
SCENE  VI. 
Wei.  So  fare  well  to  the  little  good  you  bear  me- ! 
Farewel,  a  long  farewel  to  all  my  greatnefs ! 
This  is  the  ftate  of  man  j  to-day  he  puts  forth 
The  tender  leaves  of  hopes,  to-morrow  bloflcms, 
And  bears  his  blu/hing  honours  thick  upon  him : 
The  third  day  comes  a  frofr,  a  killing  froft, 
And  when  he  thinks,  good  eafie  man,  full  furely 
His  greatnefs  is  a  ripening,  nips  his  root, 
And  then  he  falls,  as  I  do.    I  have  ventur'd, 
Like  little  wanton  boys  that  fwim  on  bladders, 
Thefe  many  fummers  in  a  fea  of  glory  : 
But  far  beyond  my  depth;  my  high-blown  pride 

At 
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At  length  broke  under  me,  and  now  has  left  me 
Weary,  and  old  with  fervice,  to  the  mercy 
Of  a  rude  ftream,  that  muft  for  ever  hide  me. 
Vain  pomp  and  glory  of  the  world  !  I  hate  ye, 
I  feel  my  heart  new  open'd.    Oh,  how  wretched 
Is  that  poor  man  that  hangs  on  Princes'  favours  ! 
There  is,  betwixt  that  fmile  he  would  afpire  to, 
That  fweet  afpect  of  Princes,  and  his  ruin, 
More  pangs  and  fears  than  war  or  women  have  5 
And  when  he  falls,  he  falls  like  Lucifer, 
"Never  to  hope  again. 

Enter  Cromwell,  ftanding  amazed* 
Why,  how  now,  Cromwell? 

Crom.  I  have  no  pow'r  to  fpeak,  Sir, 

Wol.  What,  amaz'd 
At  my  misfortunes  ?  can  thy  fpirit  wonder 
A  great  man  mould  decline  ?  nay,  if  You  weep, 
I'm  fall'n  indeed. 

Crom.  How  does  your  Grace  ? 

Wol  Why,  well  ; 
Never  fo  truly  happy,  my  good  Cromwell. 
I  know  my  felf  now,  and  I  feel  within  me 
A  peace  above  all  earthly  dignities ; 
A  ftill  and  quiet  confcience.    The  King  has  cur'd  me, 
I  humbly  thank  his  Grace  ;  and  from  thefe  moulders, 
Thefe  ruin'd  pillars,  out  of  pity  taken 
A  load  would  fink  a  navy,  too  much  honour. 
O,  'tis  a  burden,  Cromwell 'tis  a  burden 
Too.-heavy  fcr  a  man  that  hopes  for  heav'n. 

Crom.  I'm  glad  your  Grace  has  made  that  right  ufe  of  it* 

Wol.  I  hope  I  have :  I'm  able  now  methinks, 
Out  of  a  fortitude  of  foul  I  feel, 
T*  endure  more  miferies,  and  greater  far 
Than  my  weak-hearted  enemies  dare  offer. 
What  news  abroad  ? 

Crom.  The  heavieft,  and  the  worft, 
Is  your  difpleafure  with  the  King.  • 

Wol.  God  blefs  him! 

Crom.  The  next  is,  that  Sir  Thomas  More  is  chofen 
J-ord  Chancellor  in  your  place. 
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Wol.  That's  fomewhat  fudden-  

But  he's  a  learned  man.    May  he  continue 
Long  in  his  Highnefs*  favour,  and  do  juftice 
For  truth's  fake  and  his  conscience  j  that  his  bones, 
When  he  has  run  his  courfe  and  fleeps  in  blefiings. 
May  have  a  tomb  of  orphans  tears  wept  on  him ! 
What  more  ? 

Crom.  That  Cranmer  is  return' d  with  welcome  5 
Inftall'd  Lord  Archbifhop  of  Canterbury. 
Wol.  That's  news  indeed. 
Crom.  Laft,  that  the  Lady  Anne, 
Whom  the  King  hath  in  fecrecy  long  married  ' 
This  day  was  view'd  in  open,  as  his  Queen,       .  ' 
Going  to  chappel ;  and  the  voice  is  now 
Only  about  her  coronation. 

Wol. There  was  the  weight  that  pull'd  me  down.  O  Crm- 
The  King  has  gone  beyond  me :  all  my  glories  \yoeS9 
In  that  one  woman  I  have  loft  for  ever. 
No  fun  mall  ever  ufher  forth  mine  honours, 
Or  gild  again  the  noble  troops  that  waited 
Upon  my  fmiles.    Go,  get  thee  from  me,  Cromfvell, 
I  am  a  poor  fall'n  man,  unworthy  now 
To  be  thy  Lord  and  mafter.    Seek  the  King, 
(That  fun  I  pray  may  never  fet)  I've  told  him 
What  and  how  true  thou  art ;  he  will  advance  thee : 
Some  little  memory  of  me  will  ftir  him, 
I  know  his  noble  nature,  not  to  let 
Thy  hopeful  fervice  perilh  too.    Good  Cromwell, 
Neglect  him  not ;  make  ufe  now,  and  provide 
Eor  thiqe  own  future  fafety. 

Crqp.  O  my  Lord, 
MunVI  then  leave  you  ?  muft  I  needs  forego 
So  good,  fo  noble,  and  fo  true  a  mafter  ? 
Bear  witnefs,  all  that  have  not  hearts  of  iron, 
With  what  a  forrow  Cromwell  leaves  his  Lord. 
The  King  mail  have  my  fervice  \  but  my  prayers 
For  ever  and  for  ever  mail  be  yours. 

Woh  Cromwell,  I  did  not  think  to  med  a  tear 
In  all  my  miferies  j  but  thou  haft  forc'd  me, 
Out  of  thy  honeft  truth,  to  play  the  woman, 
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Let*s  dry  our  eyes  :  and  thus  far  hear  me,  Cromwell9 

And  when  I  am  forgotten,  as  I  fliall  be, 

And  fleep  in  dull  cold  marble,  where  no  mention 

Of  me  muft  more  be  heard  :  fay  then  I  taught  thee  J 

Say,  Wolfey,  that  once  trod  the  ways  of  glory, 

And  founded  all  the  depths  and  moals  of  honour, 

Jound  thee  a  way  out  of  his  wreck  to  rife  in  : 

A  fure  and  fafe  one,  though  thy  matter  mifs'd  it, 

Mark  but  my  fall  and  that  which  ruin'd  me  : 

Cromwell,  I  charge  thee,  fling  away  Ambition, 

By  that  fin  fell  the  angels  3  how  can  man  then 

(The*  th'  image  of  his  maker)  hope  to  win  by't  ? 

iove  thy  felf  laft,  cherifli  ev'n  th'  hearts  that  hate  thee. 

Corruption  wins  not  more  than  honefty. 

Still  in  thy  right  hand  carry  gentle  peace 

To  nlence  envious  tongues.    Be  juft,  and  fear  not. 

Let  all  the  ends  thou  aim'ft  at  be  thy  country's, 

Thy  God's,  and  truth's  ;  then  if  thoufall'ft,  O  Cromwell^ 

Thou  fall' ft  a  bleffed  martyr.   Serve  the  King  5 

And  pr'ythee  lead  me  in  

There  take  an  inventory  of  all  I  have, 

To  the  laft  penny  y  'tis  the  King's.    My  robe, 

And  my  integrity  to  heav'n,  is  all 

I  dare  now  call  mine  own.    O  Cromwell,  Cromwell, 

Mad  I  but  ferv'd  my  God  with  half  the  zeal 

I  ferv'd  my  King,  he  would  not  in  mine  age 

Have  left  me  naked  to  mine  enemies* 

Crm.  Good  Sir,  have  patience  ! 

Wol.  So  I  have.  Farewel 
The  hopes  of  court !  my  hopes  in  heav'n  do  dwell.  [Exeunt, 

ACT   IV.     SCENE  I. 

A  Street  in  Weftminfter. 
Enter  two  Gentlemen,  meeting  one  another* 
I  Gent  TfOu're  well  met  once  again. 
JL      2.  Gen.  And  fo  are  you. 
1  Gen.  You  come  to  take  your  ftand  here,  and  behold 
The  Lady  Anne  pafs  from  her  coronation. 

z  Gen.  "Tis  all  my  bufinefs.  At  our  laft  encounter, 
The  Duke  of  Buckingham  came  from  his  tryal. 
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1  Gen.  'Tis  very  true.  But  that  time  offer' d  for/row, 
This,  general  joy. 

2  Gen.  'Tis  well  $  the  citizens 

I'm  fure  have  fliewn  at  full  their  loyal  minds, 
And  let  'em  have  their  right,  they're  ever  forward 
In  celebration  of  thefe  days  with  ihews, 
Pageants,  and  rights  of  honour. 

1  Gen,  Never  greater, 

Nor  I'll  allure  you  better  taken,  Sir. 

2  Gen.  May  I  be  bold  to  afk  what  that;  contains, 
The  paper  in  your  hands  ? 

1  Gen.  Yes,  'tis  the  lift 

Of  thofe  that  claim  their  offices  this  day, 

By  cuftom  of  the  coronation. 

The  Duke  of  Suffolk  is  the  firft,  and  claims 

To  be  High  Steward  5  next  the  Duke  of  Norfolk, 

To  be  Earl  Marfhal  ;  you  may  read  the  reft. 

2  Gen.I  thank  you,  Sir  j  had  I  not  known  thofe  cuftoxn^, 
I  mould  have  been  beholden  to  your  paper. 

But  I  befeech  you  what's  become  of  Catharine, 
The  Princefs  Dowager  ?  how  goes  her  bufinefs  ? 

1  Gen.  That  I  can  tell  you  too  5  the  Arch-bi&op 
Of  Canterbury,  accompanied  with  other 

Learned  and  rev' rend  fathers  of  his  order, 
Held  a  late  court  at  Dunjiable,  fix  miles 
From  Ampthil,  where  the  Princefs  lay  ;  to  which 
She  oft  was  cited  by  them,  but  appear'd  not  x 
And  to  be  fhort,  for  not  appearance  and 
The  King's  late  fcruple,  by  the  main  affent 
Of  all  thefe  learned  men  fhe  was  divorc'd, 
And  the  late  marriage  made  of  none  effect : 
Since  which,  fhe  was  removed  to  Kimbolton , 
Where  ftie  remains  now  fick. 

2  Gen,  Alas  good  Lady  !— . 

The  trumpets  found  ;  ftand  clofe,  the  Queen  is  corning. 

[Hautboys* 

The  Order  of  the  Coronation. 

1 .  A  lively  flourijh  of  trumpets, 

2.  Then  two  Judges. 

3 1  Ltrd  Chancellor,  with  thepurfe  and  macs  before  him. 

4.  a*. 
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4.  Chorifters finging.  [Mufick. 

5.  Mayor  of  London,  bearing  the  mace.  Then  Garter  in 
his  coat  of  arms,  and  on  his  head  a  gilt  copper  crown. 

6.  Marquefs  of  Dorfet,  bearing  a  fcepter  of  gold,  on  bis 
head  a  demi -coronal  of  gold.  With  him,  the  Earl  of 
Surrey,  bearing  the  rod  officer  with  the  dove,  crown' d 
with  en  Earl's  coronet.    Collars  of  S  S. 

7.  Duke  of  Suffolk,  in  his  robe  of  ft  ate,  his  coronet  on  hit 
head,  bearing  a  long  white  wand,  as  High  Steward, 
With  him  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  with  the  rod  of  Mar- 
fhalfhip,  a  coronet  on  his  head,    Collars  of  S  S, 

%.A canopy  born  by  four  of  the  Cinque -Ports,  vnder  it  the 
t^ueen  in  her  robe  j  in  her  hair  richly  adorned  with  pearl, 
crowned.  On  each  fide  her  the  bijhops  of  London  and 
Winchefter. 

§,TheoldDut  chefs  of 'Norfolk,  in  a  coronal of gold ,wrought 
with  flowers,  bearing  the  Queen's  train. 

Jo.  Certain  Ladies  or  Count  ejjes,  with  plain  circlets  of  gold 
without  flowers, 

They  pa fs  over  the  ft  age  in  order  and  ft  ate, and  thenExtunt3 
with  a  great  flourijh  of  Trumpets, 

%  Gen.  A  royal  train,  believe  me  ;  thefe  I  know  j 
"Who's  that  who  bears  the  fcepter  ? 

1  Gen.  Marquefs  Dorfet. 

And  that  the  Earl  of  Surrey,  with  the  rod. 

2  Gen,  A  bold  brave  gentleman.  The  next  fhould  be 
The  Duke  of  Suffolk. 

1  Gen,  *Tis  the  fame  :  High  Steward, 

2  Gen.  And  that  my  Lord  of  Norfolk  ? 
I  Gen.  Yes. 

2.  Gen,  Heav'n  blefs  thee  ! 
Thou  haft  the  fweeteft  face  I  ever  look'd  on. 
Sir,  as  I  have  a  foul,  fhe  is  an  angel  5 
Our  King  has  all  the  Indies  in  his  arms, 
And  more  and  richer,  when  he  {trains  that  Lady  % 
I  cannot  blame  his  confcience. 

1  Gen,  They  that  bear 
The  cloth  of  ftate  above  her,  are  four  Barons 
Of  the  Cinque-Forts. 

a  Gen,  Thofe  men  are  happy,  fo  are  all  are  near  her. 
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I  take  it,  flie  that  carries  up  the  train, 

Is  that  old  noble  Lady,  Dutchefs  of  Norfolk, 

1  Gen.  It  is,  and  all  the  reft  are  Ccuntefles. 

2  Gen.  Their  coronets  fay  fo.  Thefe  are  ftars  indeed 
And  fometimes  falling  ones* 

I  Gen.  No  more  of  that. 

Enter  a  third  Gentleman. 
God  fave  you,  Sir.  Say  where  have  you  been  broiling  ? 

3  Gen*  Among  the  croud  i'th'  Abby,  where  a  finger 
Could  not  be  wedg'd  in  more  5  and  I  am  ftifledj 
With  the  meer  ranknefs  of  their  }oy. 

a  Gen.  You  faw 
The  ceremony  ? 

3  Gen.  I  did  fo. 

I  Gen.  How  was  it  ? 

3  Gen.  Well  worth  the  feeing, 

a  Gen.  Good  Sir,  fpeak  it  to  us. 

3  Gen.  As  well  as  I  am  able.    The  rich  ftream 
Of  Lords  and  Ladies,  having  brought  the  Queen 
To  a  prepar'd  place  in  the  choir,  fell  off 
A  diftance  from  her  5  while  her  Grace  fat  down 
To  reft  a  while,  fome  half  an  hour,  or  fo, 
In  a  rich  chair  of  ftate,  oppoling  freely 
The  beauty  of  her  perfon  to  the  people. 
Believe  me,  Sir,  Ihe  is  the  goodlieft  woman 
That  ever  lay  by  man  ;  which  when  the  people 
Had  the  full  view  of,  fuch  a  noife  arofe 
As  the  Ihrowds  make  at  fea  in  a  ftiff  tempeft, 
As  loud,  and  to  as  many  tunes.    Hats,  cloaks, 
Doublets,  I  think,  flew  up  5  and  had  their  faqes 
Been  loofe,  this  day  they  had  been  loft.    Such  joy 
I  never  faw  before.    Great-belly'd  women, 
That  had  not  half  a  week  to  go,  like  rams 
In  the  old  time  of  war,  would  make  the  prefs 
And  make  it  reel  before  *em.    No  man  living 
Could  fay,  This  is  my  wife,  there,  all  were  woven 
So  ftrangely  in  one  piece. 

7.  Gen.  But  pray  what  followed  ? 

3  Gen.  At  length  her  Grace  rofe,  and  with  modeft  paces 
Came  to  the  alt^r,  where,  ftie  kjieel'd,  and  faint-like 
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Caft  her  fair  eyes  to  heav'n,  and  pray'd  devoutly. 

Then  rofe  again,  and  bow'd  her  to  the  people  s 

When  by  the  Arch-biihop  of  Canterbury 

Sh'ad  all  the  royal  makings  of  a  Queen; 

As  holy  oil,  Edward  Confeffor's  crown, 

The  rod,  and  bird  of  peace,  and  all  fuch  emblems 

Laid  nobly  on  her  :  which  perform'd,  the  choir 

With  all  the  choiceft  mufick  of  the  kingdom, 

Together  rung  Te  Deum.    So  me  parted, 

And  with  the  fame  full  ftate  pac*d  back  again 

To  York-Place,  where  the  feaft  is  held. 

1  Gen.  You  muft  no  more  call  it  York-Place,  that's  paft 
For  fince  the  Cardinal  fell,  that  title's  loft, 

*Tis  now  the  King's,  and  call'd  Whitehall, 

3  Gen.  I  know  it : 
But  'tis  fo  lately  alter'd,  the  old  name 
Js  fre/h  about  me. 

2  Gen.  What  two  reverend  Bifhops 

Were  thofe^  that  went  on  each  fide  of  the  Queen  ? 

3  Gen,  Stokejly  and  Gardiner ,  the  one  of  Wimhefier^ 
Newly  preferr'd  from  the  King's  Secretary  ; 

The  other,  London. 

2  Gen.  He  of  WincheJIer 

Is  held  no  great  lover  cf  th'  Arch-bifhop, 
The  virtuous  Cranmer. 

3  Gen.  All  the  land  knows  that  i 

However  yet  there's  no  great  breach  ;  when't  comes,. 
Cranmer  will  find  a  friend  will  not  fhrink  from  him. 

2  Gen.  Who  may  that  be,  I  pray  you  ? 

3  Gen.  Thomas  Cromivell, 

A  man  in  much  efterm  with  th'  King,  and  truly 
A  worthy  friend.    The  King  has  made  him  maftar 
O'th'  jewel -houfe,  and  one  o'  th'  privy-council. 

2  Gen.  He  will  deferve  more, 

3  Gen.  Yes,  without  all  doubr. 

Come,  gentlemen,  you  mall  both  go  my  way, 
Which  is  to  th'  Court,  and  there  fiiAl  be  my  guefb  : 
Something  I  can  command  j  as  I  walk  thither 
I'll  tell  ye  more. 

Both.  You  may  commarri  us,  Sir,  [Exeurt, 
Vol.  VI,  Ff  SCENT$ 
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SCENE    II.    Changes  to  Kimbolton. 
Enter  Catharine  Dowager ,  fck,  led  between  Griffith  her 
Gentleman  UJher,  and  Patience  her  Woman, 

Grif.  How  does  your  Grace  ? 

Cath.  O  Griffith \  lick  to  death  : 
My  ligs  like  loaded  branches  bow  to  th*  earth, 
Willing  to  leave  their  burthen  :  reach  a  chair- 
So— now  methinks  I  feel  a  little  eafe.       [Sitting  down* 
Didft  thou  not  tell  me,  Griffith,  as  thou  led'ft  me, 
That  the  great  child  of  honour,  Cardinal  Wolfey, 
Was  dead  ? 

Grif.  Yes,  Madam  ;  but  I  think  your  Grace, 
Out  of  the  pain  you  fuffer'd,   gave  no  ear  to't. 

Cath.  Pr'ythee,  good  Griffith,  tell  me  how  he  dy'di 
If  well,  he  ftept  before  me  happily, 
For  my  example* 

Grif.  Well,   the  voice  goes,  Madam. 
For  after  the  ftout  Earl  Northumberland 
Arretted  him  at  York,  and  brought  him  forward 
(As  a  man  forely  tainted)  to  his  anfwer, 
He  fell  lick  fuddenly,  and  grew  fo  ill 
He  could  not  fit  his  mule. 

Cath.  Alas,  poor  man  ! 

Grif  At  laft,  with  eane  roads  he  came  to  Leicefter. 
LcdgM  in  the  Abby  5  where  the  revVend  Abbot, 
With  all  his  convent,  honourably  rcceiv'd  him  ; 
To  whom  he  gave  thefe  words.    0  father  Abbot, 
An  old  man  broken  ivith  the  forms  of  fate, 
Is  come  to  lay  bis  weary  bones  among  ye  5 
Give  him  a  little  earth  for  charity  ! 
So  went  to  bed;  where  eagerly  his  ficknefs 
Purfu'd  himflill,  and  three  nights  after  this, 
About  the  hour  of  eight,  ( which  he  himfelf 
Foretold  fhould  be  his  laft)  full  of  repentance, 
Continual  meditations,  tears  and  forrows, 
He  gave  his  honours  to  the  world  again, 
His  bleffed  part  to  heav'n,  and  fleptin  peace. 

Cath.  So  may  he  reft,  his  faults  lie  bury'd  with  him  ! 
Yet  thus  far,  Griffith,  give  me  leave  to  fpeak  him, 

And 


King  Henry  VIII.  339 

And  yet  with  charity  j  he  was  a  man 
Of  an  unbounded  ftomach,  ever  ranking 
Himfelf  with  Princes :  one*that  by  fuggeftion 
Tyth'd  all  the  kingdom  $  fimony  was  fair  play: 
His  own  opinion  was  his  law.    I'  th'  Prefence 
He  would  fay  untruths,  and  be  ever  double 
Both  in  his  words  and  meaning.    He  was  never, 
But  where  he  meant  to  ruin,  pitiful. 
His  promifes  were,  as  he  then  was,  mighty  j 
But  his  performance,  as  he  now  is,  nothing. 
Of  his  own  body  he  was  ill,  and  gave 
The  Clergy  ill  example. 

Grif.  Noble  Madam, 
Men's  evil  manners  live  in  brafs,  their  virtues 
We  write  in  water.    May  it  pleafe  your  Highnefs 
To  hear  me  fpeak  his  good  now  ? 

Catb.  Yes,  good  Griffith, 
I  were  malicious  elfe. 

Grif.  This  Cardinal, 
Though  from  an  humble  ftock,  undoubtedly 
Was  fafhionM  to  much  honour  from  his  cradle: 
He  was  a  fcholar,  and  a  ripe  and  good  one  j 
Exceeding  wife,  fair  fpoken,  and  perfuading ; 
Lofty  and  four  to  them  that  lov'd  him  not, 
But  to  thofe  men  that  fought  him  fweet  as  fummer. 
And  though  he  were  unfatisfy'd  in  getting, 
(Which  was  a  fin)  yet  in  beftowing ,  Madam, 
He  was  moft  princely  ;  Ever  witnefs  for  him 
Thofe  twins  of  learning  that  he  rais'd  in  you, 
Ipfwich  and  Oxford!  one  of  which  fell  with  him, 
Unwilling  to  out- live  the  good  he  did  it : 
The  other,  though  unfininVd,  yet  fo  famous, 
So  excellent  in  art,  and  ftill  fo  rifing, 
That  Chriftendom  mail  ever  fpeak  his  virtue. 
His  overthrow  heap'd  happinefs  upon  him  ; 
For  then,  and  not  'till  then,  he  felt  himfelf, 
And  found  the  blefTednefs  of  being  little  : 
And  to  add  greater  honours  to  his  age 
Than  man  could  give  him,  he  dy'd,  fearing  God. 
Catb,  After  my  death  I  wifli  no  other  herald, 

F  f  a  No 
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No  other  fpeaker  of  my  living  actions, 

To  keep  mine  honour  from7 corruption, 

But  fuch  an  honeft  chronicler  as  Griffith, 

Whom  I  moft  hated  living,  thou  haft  made  me, 

With  thy  religious  truth  and  modefty, 

Now  in  his  afhes  honour,    Peace  be  with  him  ! 

Patience,  be  near  me  ftill,  andfetme  lower. 

I  have  not  long  to  trouble  thee.    Good  Griffith, 

Caufe  the  mufieians  play  me  that  fad  note 

I  nam'd  my  knell j  whilft  I  fit  meditating 

On  that  celeftial  harmony  I  go  to. 

Sad  andfolemn  Mufick.  » 
Grif  She  is  afleep  :  good  wench,  let's  fit  down  quiet, 

For  fear  we  wake  her.    Softly,  gentle  Patience. 

TheVifion.  Enter  folentnly  one  after  another ,  fix  perfonages 
clad  in  white  rcbes,  wearing  on  their  heads  garlands  of 
bays,  and  golden  vixards  on  their  faces,  branches  rf  bays 
cr  palm  in  their  hands.  They  firjl  congee  unto  her,  then 
dance  •  and  at  certain  changes  the firft  two  hold  a  fpare 
garland  over  her  head,  at  which  the  other  four  make  rei> 
verend  curtjies.  Then  the  two  that  held  the  garland  de- 
liver the fame  to  the  other  next  two,  who  obferve  the  fame 
crder  in  their  changes,  and  holding  the  garland  over  her 
Head.  Which  done,  they  deliver  the  fame  garland  to  the 
Jafi  two,  who  hkewife  obferve  the  fame  order.  At  which, 
as  it  were  by  infpiration,  fhe  makes  in  her  Jleep  figns  of 
rejoycing,  and  holdeth  up  her  hands  to  heaven.  And  fo  in 
their  dancing  they  vanijh,  carrying  the  garland  with 
them.    The  mufick  continues. 

Cath.  Spirits  of  peace,  where  are  ye?  are  ye  gone? 
And  leave  me  here  in  wretchednefs  behind  ye  ? 

Grif.  Madam,  we're  here. 

Cath.  It  is  not  you  I  call  for, 
Saw  ye  none  enter  fince  Iflept  ? 

Grif  None,  Madam. 

Cath.  No  ?  law  you  not  ev'n  now  a  blefTed  troop 
fnvite  me  to  a  banquet,  whofe  bright  faces 
Caft  thoufand  beams  upon  me,  like  the  fun  ? 
They  projrnYd  me  eternal  happinefs, 

An4 
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And  brought  me  garlands,  Griffith,  which  I  feel 
I  am  not  worthy  yet  to  wear  :  I  fhall 
Afluredly. 

Grif.  I  am  moft  joyful,  Madam,  fuch  good  dreams 
Poffefs  your  fancy. 

Catb,  Bid  the  mufick  leave, 
'Tis  harm  and  heavy  tome.  [Mujick  ceafes. 

Pat.  Do  you  note 
How  much  her  Grace  is  alter'd  on  the  fudden  ? 
How  long  her  face  is  drawn  ?  how  pale  me  looks, 
And  of  an  earthly  cold  ?  obferve  her  eyes. 

Grif,  She's  going,  wench.    Pray,  pray, 

Pat,  Heav'n  comfort  her  ! 

Enter  a  Mejenger, 

Mef.  An' t  like  your  Grace — 

Catb.  You  are  a  fawcy  fellow, 
Deferve  we  no  more  rev'rence  ? 

Grif,  You're  to  blame, 
Knowing  me  will  not  lofe  her  wonted  greatnefs, 
To  ufe  fo  rude  behaviour.    Go  to,  kneel. 

Mef,  I  humbly  do  intreat  your  Highnefs'  pardon  s  \ 
My  hafte  made  me  unmannerly.  There  is  flaying 
A  gentleman  fent  from  the  King  to  fee  you. 

Catb,  Admit  him  entrance,  Griffith,  But  this  fellow 
Let  me  ne'er  fee  again.  [Exit  Mejfenger, 

Enter  Lord  Capucius, 
If  my  fight  fail  not, 

You  mould  be  Lord  ambafTador  from  the  Emperor," 
My  royal  nephew,  and  your  name  Capucius, 

Cap.  Madam,  the  fame,  your  fervant. 

Catb.  O  my  Lord, 
The  times  and  titles  now  are  alter'd  ftrangely 
With  me,  fince  firft  you  knew  me.    But  I  pray  you, 
"What  is  your  pleafure  with  me  ? 

Cap.  Noble  Lady  , 
Firft  mine  own  fervice  to  your  Grace,  the  next 
The  King's  requeftthat  I  would  vifit  you, 
Who  grieves  much  for  your  weaknefs,  and  by  me 
Sends  you  his  Princely  commendations, 
And  heartily  intreats  you  take  good  cornfort, 

F  f  3  Cath, 
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Catk.  O  my  good  Lord,  that  comfort  comes  too  late, 
*Tis  like  a  pardon  after  execution  ; 
That  gentle  phyfick  giv'n  in  time  had  cur'd  me ; 
But  now  I'm  paft  all  comforts  here  but  prayers. 
How  does  his  Highnefs  ? 

Cap.  Madam,  in  good  health. 

Cath.  So  may  he  ever  do,  and  ever  fiourifli, 
When  I  /hall  dwell  with  worms,  and  my  poor  name  be 
Banifh'd  the  Kingdom  !  Patience,  is  that  letter 
3  caus'd  you  write,  yet  fent  away  ? 

Pat.  No,  Madam. 

Cath.  Sir,  I  muft  humbly  pray  you  to  deliver 
This  to  my  Lord  the  King. 

Cap,  Moft  willingly,  Madam* 

Catb,  In  which  I  have  commended  to  his  goodnefs 
The  model  of  our  chafte  loves,  his  young  daughter, 
(The dews  of  heav'n  fall  thick  in  blefiings  on  her!) 
Befeeching  him  to  give  her  virtuous  breeding, 
(She's  young,   and  of  a  noble  modeft  nature, 
3  hope  fhe  will  deferve  well)  and  a  little 
To  love  her  for  her  mothers  fake,  that  lov'd  him 
Heav'n  knows  how  dearly!  my  next  poor  petition 
Is,  that  his  noble  Grace  would  have  fome  pity 
Upon  my  wretched  women,  that  fo  long 
Have  follow'd  both  my  fortunes  faithfully  j 
Of  which  there  is  not  one,  I  dare  avow, 
(And  now  I  Ihould  not  lie)  but  well  deferves, 
For  virtue  and  true  beauty  of  the  foul, 
For  honefty  and  decent  carriage, 
A  right  good  hufband,  let  him  be  a  noble  : 
And  fure  thofe  men  are  happy  that  fhall  have  'em, 
The  Jaft  is  for  my  men  ;  they  are  the  pooreft, 
But  poverty  could  never  draw  'em  from  me  ; 
That  they  may  have  their  wages  duly  paid  'em, 
And  fomething  over  to  remember  me. 
Jf  heav'n  had  pleas'd  to've  giv'n  me  longer  life 
And  able  means,  we  had  not  parted  thus. 
Thefe.  are  the  whole  contents.    And,  good  my  Lord, 
}3y  that  you  love  the  deareft  in  this  world, 

you  wi&  chriitian  peace  to  fouls  departed, 

"  i  Stand 
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Stand  thefe  poor  people's  friend,  and  urge  the  King 
To  do  me  this  laft  right. 

Cap,  By  heav'n  I  will,  - 
Or  let  me  lofe  the  fafhion  of  a  man. 

Catb.  I  thank  you,  honeft  Lord.    Remember  me 
In  all  humility  unto  his  Highnefs ; 
And  tell  him,  his  long  trouble  now  is  palling 
Out  of  this  world.  Tell  him,  in  death  I  bleft  him, 
For  fo  I  will — mine  eyes  grow  dim.  Farewel, 
My  Lord— Griffith,  farewel — nay,  Patience, 
You  mull  not  leave  me  yet.    I  mult  to  bed- 
Call  in  more  women— When  I'm  dead,  good  wench, 
Let  me  be  us'd  with  honour,  ftrew  me  over 
With  maiden  flow'rs,  that  all  the  world  may  know 
I  was  a  chafte  wife  to  my  grave :  embalm  me, 
Then  lay  me  forth  5  although  un-queen'd,  yet  like 
A  Queen  and  daughter  to  a  King,  interr  me. 
J  can  no  more —  [Exeunt,  leading  Catharine. 

ACT    V.    SCENE  I. 

Before  the  Palace. 
Enter  Gardiner  Bijhop  of  Winchefter,  a  Page  with  a  torch 

before  him,  met  by  Sir  Thomas  Lovell. 
Card.  T  T's  one  a  clock,  boy,  is't  not  ? 
X  Boy.  It  hath  {truck. 

Gard.  Thefe  mould  be  hours  for  neceflities, 
Not  for  delights  j  times  to  repair  our  nature 
With  comforting  repofe,  and  not  for  us 
Towafte  thefe  times.  Good  hour  of  night,  Sir  "Thomas} 
Whither  fo  late  ? 

Lov.  Came  you  from  the  King,  my  Lord  ? 

Gard.  I  did,  Sir  Thomas,  left  him  at  Primero 
With  the  Duke  of  Suffolk. 

Lov.  I  muft  to  him  too, 
Before  he  go  to  bed.    I'll  take  my  leave. 

Gard.  Not  yet,  Sir  Thomas  Lovell ;  what's  the  matter  ? 
It  feems  you  are  in  hafte  :  And  if  there  be 
No  great  offence  belongs  to't,  give  your  friend 
Some  touch  of  your  latebufinefs.    Affairs  that  walk 
(  As  they  fay  fpirits  do)  at  midnight,  have 
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In  them  a  wilder  nature,  than  the  bufmefs 
That  feeks  difpatch  by  day. 

Lav.  My  Lord,  I  love  you  : 
And  durft  commend  a  fecret  to  your  ear 
Much  weightier  than  this  word,  the  Queen's  in  labour, 
They  fay  in  great  extremity,  'tis  fear'd 
She'll  with  the  labour  end. 

Gard,  The  fruit  fhe  goes  with 
I  pray  for  heartily,  that  it  may  find 
Good  time,  and  lire :  but  for  the  ftock,  Sir  Thomas, 
I  wifh  it  grubb'd  up  now. 

Lov.  Methinks  I  could 
Cry  the  Amen,  and  yet  my  confcience  fays 
She's  a  good  creature,  and  (fweet  Lady)  does 
Deferve  our  better  wifhes. 

Card,  But  Sir,  Sir- 
Here  me,  Sir  Thomas — you're  a  gentleman 
Of  mine  own  way,  I  know  you  wife,  religious, 
And  let  me  tell  you  it  will  ne'er  be  well, 
'Twill  not,  Sir  Thomas  Lovell,  take't  of  me, 
Till  Cranmer,  Cromwell,  her  two  hands,  and  me, 
Sleep  in  their  graves. 

Lov.  Now,  Sir,  you  fpeak  of  two 
The  moft  remark'di'th'  kingdom:  as  for  Cromwell, 
Belidethatof  the  Jewel-houfe, he's  made  mafter 
O*  th'  Rolls,  and  the  King's  Secretary.  Further, 
Stands  in  the  gap  and  trade  for  more  preferments, 
With  which  the  time  will  load  him.  The  Arch-bifhop 
Is  the  King's  hand,  and  tongue,  and  who  dare  fpeak 
One  fyllable  againft  him  ? 

Gard.  Yes,  Sir  Thomas, 
There  are  that  dare  j  and  I  my  felf  have  ventur'd 
To  fpeak  my  mind  of  him  5  indeed  this  very  day, 
{Sir,  I  may  tell  it  you,)  I  think  I  have 
Incens'd  the  Lords  o'th'  council,  that  he  is 
(For  fo  I  know  he  is,  they  know  he  is) 
A  moft  arch-heretick,  a  peftilence 
That  does  infect  the  land  :  with  which  they  mov'd 
Have  broken  with  the  King,  who  hath  fo  far 
GiY'near  to  our  complaint,  of  his  great  grace 

And 
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And  princely  care,  forefeeing  thofe  fell  mifchiefs 
Our  reafons  laid  before  him,  he  hath  commanded 
To-morrow  morning  to  the  council  board 
He  be  convented.    He's  a  rank  weed,  Six  Thomas, 
And  we  muft  root  him  out.    From  your  affairs 
I  hinder  you  too  long :  good  night,  Sir  Thomas  ! 

Lov,  Many  good  nights,  my  Lord !  I  reft  your  fervant. 

[Exeunt  federally* 
SCENE    II.   An  Apartment  in  the  Palace . 
Enter  King  and  Suffolk. 

King,  Charles,  I  will  play  no  more  to-night, 
My  mind's  not  on't,  you  are  too  hard  for  me. 

Suf,  Sir,  I  did  never  win  of  you  before. 

King,  But  little,  Charles, 
Nor  mall  not  when  my  fancy's  on  my  play. 

Enter  Lovell. 
Now,  Lovell,  from  the  Queen  what  is  the  news  ? 

Lot/,  I  could  not  perfonally  deliver  to  her 
What  you  commanded  me,  but  by  her  woman 
I  fent  your  meffage,  who  returned  her  thanks 
In  greater!;  humblenefs,  and  begg'd  your  Highnefs 
Moft  heartily  to  pray  for  her. 

King,  Whatfay'ft  thou!  ha! 
To  pray  for  her  !  what !  is  fhe  crying  out  ? 

Low.  So  faid  her  woman,  and  that  her  fuff' ranee  made 
Almoft  each  pang  a  death. 

King.  Alas,  good  Lady  I 

Suf  God  fafely  quit  her  of  her  burthen,  and 
With  gentle  travel,  to  the  gladding  of 
Your  Highnefs  with  an  heir ! 

King,  '  Tis  midnight,  Charles ; 
Pry'thee  to  bed,  and  in  thy  prayers  remember 
Th'eftate  of  my  poor  Queen.    Leave  me  alone,, 
For  I  muft  think  of  that  which  company 
Would  not  be  friendly  to. 

Suf,  I  wifh  your  Highnefs 
A  quiet  night,  and  my  good  miftrefs  will 
Remember  in  my  prayers. 

King.  Charles,  a  good  night :  [Exit  Suffolk. 

Well,  Sir,  what  follows  ? 

Enter 
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Enter  S.r  Anthony  Denny. 

Denny.  Sir,  I  have  brought  my  Lord  the  Arch-bifoop, 
As  you  commanded  me. 

King,  Ha.  Canterbury  ! 

Denny.  Yea,  my  good  Lord* 

King,  'Tis  true— where  is  he,  Denny  f 

Denny,  He  attends  your  Highnefs'  pieafure. 

King.  Bring  him  to  us  [Exit  Denny. 

hov.  This  is  about  that  which  the  BUhop  ipake, 
I  am  happily  come  hither.  [Afidet 
Enter  Cranmer  and  Denny. 

King.  Avoid  the  gallery.  [Lovell  femetb  to  ft  ay. 

Ha  ! — I  have  faid — be  gone  !  [Exeunt  Lovell  and  Denny, 
SCENE  III. 

Cran,  I  am  much  fearful:  wherefore  frowns  he  thus  ? 
*Tis  his  afpect  of  terror.    All's  not  well. 

King.  How  now ,  my  Lord  ?  you  do  delire  to  know 
Wherefore  I  fent  for  you. 

Cran.  It  is  my  duty 
T'  attend  your  Highnefs*  pieafure* 

King,  Pray  you  rife, 
My  good  and  gracious  Lord  of  Canterbury  : 
Come,  you  and  I  muft  walk  a  turn  together  : 
I've  news  to  tell  you.    Come,  give  me  your  hand* 
Ah,  my  good  Lord,  I  grieve  at  what  I  fpeak,  ] 
And  am  right  forry  to  repeat  what  follows, 
I  have,  and  moft  unwillingly,  of  late 
Heard  many  grievous,  I  do  fay,  my  Lord, 
Grievous  complaints  of  youj  which  being  confider'd, 
Have  mov'd  us  and  our  council,  that  you  mall 
This  morning  come  before  us,  where  I  know 
You  cannot  with  fuch  freedom  purge  your  felf, 
But  that  'till  further  tryal,  in  thofe  charges 
"Which  will  require  your  anfwer,  you  muft  take 
Your  patience  to  you,  and  be  well  contented 
To  make  your  houfe  our  Tower ;  you  a  brother  of  us, 
It  fits  we  thus  proceed,  or  elfe  no  witnefs 
Would  come  againft  you. 

Cran.  I  humbly  thank  your  Highnefs, 
And  am  right  glad  to  catch  this  good  occafion 

Moft 
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Moft  throughly  to  be  winnow'd,  where  my  chaff 
And  corn  /hall  fly  afunder.    For  I  know 
There's  none  ftands  under  more  calumnious  tongues 
Than  I  my  felf,  poor  man. 

King,  Stand  up,  good  Canterbury  ; 
Thy  truth  and  thy  integrity  is  rooted 
In  us,  thy  friend.    Give  me  thy  hand,  ftand  up, 
Pr'ythee  let's  walk.    Now,  by  my  holy  Dame, 
What  manner  of  man  are  you  ?  my  Lord,  I  look'd 
You  would  have  giv'n  me  your  petition,  that 
I  mould  have  ta'en  fome  pains  to  bring  together 
Your  felf  and  your  accufers,  and  have  heard  you 
Without  indurance  further. 

Cran.  Moft  dread  Liege, 
The  good  I  (land  on  is  my  truth  and  honefty : 
If  they  mall  fall,  I  with  mine  enemies 
Will  triumph  o'er  my  perfon  $  which  I  weigh  not, 
Being  of  thofe  virtues  vacant.    I  fear  nothing 
What  can  be  faid  againft  me. 

King.  Know  you  not  [ world  ? 

How  your  ftate  ftands  i*  th'  world,    with  the  whole 
Your  foes  are  many,  and  not  fmall ;  their  practices 
Muft  bear  the  fame  proportion  ;  and  not  ever 
The  juftice  and  the  truth  o'th'  queftion  carries 
The  due  o'th'  verdict  with  it.    At  what  eafe 
Might  corrupt  minds  procure  knaves  as  corrupt 
To  fwear  againft  you  1  fuch  things  have  been  done. 
You're  potently  oppos'd  ;  and  with  a  malice 
Of  as  great  lize.    Ween  you  of  better  luck, 
I  mean  in  perjur'd  witnefs,  than  your  Mafter, 
Whofe  minifter  you  are,  while  here  he  liv'd 
Upon  this  naughty  earth  ?  go  to,  go  to, 
You  take  a  precipice  for  no  leap  of  danger, 
And  woo  your  own  deftruclion. 

Cran.  God  and  your  Majefty 
Protect  mine  innocence  !  or  I  fall  into 
The  trap  is  laid  for  me. 

King.  Be  of  good  cheer ; 
They  mall  no  more  prevail  than  we  give  way  to  : 
Keep  comfort  to  you,  and  this  morning  fee 

You 
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You  do  appear  before  them.    If  they  chance, 

In  charging  you  with  matters*  to  commit  you  j 

The  beft  perfuafions  to  the  contrary 

Fail  not  to  ufe  5  and  with  what  vehemency 

Th'  occafion  fhall  inftruct  you.    If  intreaties 

Will  render  you  no  remedy,  this  Ring 

Deliver  them,  and  your  appeal  to  us 

There  make  before  them.  Look,  the  good  man  weeps ! 

He's  honeft,  on  mine  honour*  God's  bleft  mother ! 

I  fwear  he  is  true-hearted,  and  a  foul 

None  better  in  my  Kingdom.    Get  you  gone 

And  do  as  I  have  bid  you.  He  hasftrangled  [£*.Cranm« 

All  language  in  his  tears. 

Enter  an  old  Lady, 
Cent,  within.  Come  back  ;  what  mean  you  ? 
Lady,  I'll  not  come  back  :  the  tidings  that  I  bring 
Will  make  my  boldnefs  manners.    Now  good  angels 
Fly  o'er  thy  royal  head,  and  tfiade  thy  pwfon 
Under  their  blelTed  wings! 

jfr'tig.  Now  by  thy  looks 
I  guefs  thy  meifage.    Is  the  Queen  deHver'd  ? 
Say  ay,  and  of  a  boy. 

Lady,  Ay,  ay,  my  Liege  ; 
And  of  a  lovely  boy  5  the  God  of  heav'n 
Both  now  and  ever  blefs  her  ! — '  tis  a  girl, 
Promifes  boys  hereafter.    Sir,  your  Queen 
Defires  your  vifi ration,  and  to  be 
Acquainted  with  this  ftranger  ;  'tis  as  like  you, 
As  cherry  is  to  cherry. 
King,  Lovelll 
Lov,  Sir. 

King,  Give  her  an  hundred  marks.   I'll  to  the  Queen. 

[Exit  King. 

Lady,  An  hundred  marks !  by  this  light,  Til  ha'  more. 
An  ordinary  groom  is  for  f«ch  payment. 
I  will  have  more,  or  fcold  it  out  of  him. 
Said  I  for  this,  the  girl  was  like  him  ?  I'll 
Have  more,  or  elfe  unfay't :  now,  while  'tis  hot, 
I'll  put  it  to  the  iffue.  [Exit  Lady, 
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SCENE    IV.    Before  the  Council-Chamber. 
Enter  Cranmer. 
*  Cran.  I  hope  I'm  not  too  late,  and  yet  the  gentleman 
That  was  fent  to  me  from  the  council,  pray'd  me 
To  make  great  hafte.  All  fart  ?  what  means  this  ?  hoa£ 
Who  waits  there  ?  fure  you  know  me  ? 

Enter  Keeper. 
Keep.  Yes,  my  Lord  ; 
But  yet  I  cannot  help  you,  1 
Cran,  Why  ? 

Keep.  Your  Grace  muft  wait  'till  you  be  call'd  for. 
Enter  Doclor  Butts. 

Cran.  So. 

Butts.  This  is  a  piece  of  malice :  I  am  glad 
I  came  this  way  fo  happily.    The  King 
Shall  understand  it  prefently.  [Exit  Butts* 

Cran.  'Tis  Butts, 
The  King's  phyfician  ;  as  he  pari:  along, 
How  carneftly  he  cair.  his  eyes  upon  me  \ 
pray  heav'n  he  found  not  my  difgrace  :  for  certain 
This  is  of  purpofe  laid  by  fome  that  hate  me, 
(God  turn  their  hearts,  I  never  fought  their  malice) 
To  quench  mine  honour  :  they  would  Ihame  to  make  me 
^  Wait  elfe  at  door  :  a  fellow-  counfellor 
"Mong  boys  and  grooms  and  lackeys !  but  their  pleafuret 
Muft  be  fulfill'd,  and  I  attend  with  patience. 

Enter  the  King  and  Butts  at  a  window  above. 

Butts.  I'll  (hew  your  Grace  the  ftrangeft  fight — 

King,  What's  that,  Butts? 

Butts.  I  think  your  Wighnefs  faw  this  many  a  day*  , 

King.  Body  o'me  :  where  is  it  ? 

Butts.  There,  my  Lord  : 
The  Ijigh  promotion  of  his  Grace  of  Canterbury  y 
Who  holds  his  tfEate  at  door  'mongft  purfevahts, 
Pages,  and  footboys. 

King.  Ha  !  'tis  he  indeed* 
Is  this  the  honour  they  do  one  another? 
*Tis  well  there's  one  above  'em  yet.    I  thought 
They'd  parted  fo  much  honefty  among  'cm, 
&x  lea-ft  good  manners,  as  not  thus  to  fuffer 

Vol.  VJ.  G  g  A 
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A  man  of  his  place  and  fo  near  our  favour 

To  dance  attendance  on  their  Lordfhips  pleafures, 

And  at  the  door  too,  like  a  poft  with  packets. 

By  holy  Mary,  Butts}  there's  knavery; 

Let  'em  alone,  and  draw  the  curtain  clofe. 

We  mall  here  more  anon  

SCENE    V.    The  Council. 

A  council  tabic  brought  in  with  chairs  and  fools,  and  placed 
under  the  Jlate.  Enter  Lord-Chancellor,  places  himfelf  at 
the  upper  end  of  the  table,  on  the  left  hand:  A  feat  being 
left  void  above  him,  as  for  the  Arch-bijhop  o/'Canterbury. 
Duke  of  Suffolk,  jD«&  ^Norfolk,  Surrey,  Lord-Cham- 
berlain, and  Gardiner,  feat  themfelves  in  order  on  each 
fide.  Cromwell  at  the  lower  end,  as  Secretary. 
Chan.  Speak  to  the  bulinefs,  Mr.  Secretary  : 

Why  are  we  met  in  council  ? 
Crom.  Pleafe  your  Honours, 

The  caufe  concerns  his  Grace  of  Canterbury. 
Gard.  Has  he  had  knowledge  of  it  ? 
Crom.  Yes. 

Nor.  Who  waits  there  ? 

Keep.  Without,  my  noble  Lords  ? 

Gard.  Yes. 

Keep.  My  Lford  Arch-bimop  ;  '  „ 

And  has  done  half  an  hour,  to  know  your  pleafures. 

Chan.  Let  him  in. 

Keep.  Your  Grace  may  enter  now. 

[Cranmer  approaches  the  Couucil  table. 

Chan.  'My  good  Lord  Arch-biihop,  I'm  very  forry 
To  fit  here  at  this  prdent,  and  behold 
That  chair  ftand  empty :  but  we  all  are  men 
In  our  own  natures  frail,  and  capable 
Of  frailty,  few  are  angels  ;  from  which  frailty 
And  want  of  wifdem,  you  that  belt  mould  teach  up, 
Have  mifdemean'd  your  feify  and  not  a  little  : 
Tow'rd  the  King  iirfr,  and  then  his  laws,  in  filling 
The  whole  realm,  by  your  teaching  and  your  chaplains, 
(For  fo  we  are  inform' d)  with  new  opinions 
Divers  and  dang'rous,  which- are  herefies, 

And 
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And  not  reform'd,  may  prove  pernicious. 

Gard.  Which  reformation  muft  be  fudden  too, 
My  noble  Lords  j  for  thofe  that  tame  wild  horfes 
Pace  'em  not  in  their  hands  to  make  'em  gentle, 
But  flop  their  mouths  with  ftubborn  bits,  and  fpur  'em 
'Till  they  obey  the  manage.    If  we  fuffer 
(Out  of  our  eafinefs  and  childish  pity 
To  one  man's  honour)  this  contagious  ficknefs, 
Farewel  all  phyfick  :  and  what  follows  then  ? 
Commotions,  uproars,  with  a  gen'ral  taint 
Of  the  whole  ftate :  as  of  late  days  our  neighbours 
The  upper  Germany  can  dearly  witnefs, 
Yet  fremly  pitied  in  our  memories. 

Cran.  My  good  Lords,  hitherto,  in  all  the  progrefs  < 
Both  of  my  life  and  office,  I  have  labour'd 
(And  with  no  little  ftudy)  that  my  teaching 
And  the  ftrong  courfe  of  my  authority, 
Might  go  one  way,  and  fafely  ;  and  the  end 
Was  ever  to  do  well :  nor  is  there  living 
(I  fpeak  it  with  a  fingle  heart,  my  Lords) 
A  man  that  more  detefts,  more  ftirs  againft 
(B:>th  in  his  private  confeience  and  his  place) 
Defacers  of  the  publick  peace,  than  I  do. 
Pray  heav'n  the  King  may  never  find  a  heart 
With'lefs  allegiance  in  it!  men  that  make 
Envy  and  crooked  malice  nourimment, 
Dare  bite  the  beft.    I  do  befeech  your  Lord/hips, 
That  in  this  cafe  of  juftice,  my  accufers, 
Be  what  they  will,  may  fland  forth  face  to  face, 
And  freely  urge  againft  me. 

Suf.  Nay,  my  Lord, 
That  cannot  be  ;  you  are  a  councellor, 
And  by  that  virtue  no  man  dare  accufe  you. 

G<m/.MyLord,becaufe  we've  bufinefs  of  more  moment, 
We  will  be  fhort  wi'you.  'Tis  hisHighnefs'  pleafure, 
And  our  confent,  for  better  tryal  of  you, 
From  hence  you  be  committed  to  the  Tciver^ 
Where  being  but  a  private  man  again, 
You  fhall  know  many  dare  accufe  you  boldly,  9 
More  than,  I  fear,  you  are  provided  for. 
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Cran.  Ay,  good  my  Lord  of  Winchcfiery  I  thank  you, 
You're  always  my  good  friend  ;  if  your  will  pafs, 
I  mall  both  find  your  Lordfhip  judge  and  juror, 
You  are  fo  merciful.    I  fee  your  end, 
'Tis  my  undoing.    Love  and  meeknefs,  Lord, 
Become  a  church-man  better  than  ambition  : 
"Win  ftraying  fouls  with  modefty  again, 
Caft  none  away.    That  I  fhall  clear  my  felf, 
(Lay  all  the  weight  ye  can  upon  my  patience) 
I  make  as  little  doubt,  as  you  do  confcience 
In  doing  daily  wrongs.    I  could  fay  more, 
But  rev'rence  to  your  calling  makes  me  modeft. 

Gard.  My  Lord,  my  Lord,  you  are  a  feclary, 
That's  the  plain  truth  ;  your  painted  glofs  difcovers, 
To  men  that  underftand  you,  words  and  weaknefs. 

Crom.  My  Lord  of  rVinchefter,  you  are  a  little 
By  your  good  favour  too  fharp  ;  men  fo  noble, 
However  faulty,  yet  mould  find  refpect 
For  what  they  have  been :  'tis  a  cruelty 
To  load  a  falling  man. 

Gard.  Good  Mr.  Secretary, 
I  cry  your  Honour  mercy  5  you  may,  worft 
Of  all  this  table,  fay  fo. 

Crom.  Why,  my  Lord  ? 

Gard.  Do  not  I  know  you  for  a  favourer 
Of  this  new  feci:  ?  ye  are  not  found, 

Crom.  Not  found  ? 

Gard.  Not  found,  I  fay. 

Crom.  Would  you  were  half  fo  honeft ! 
Mens  prayers  then  would  feck  you,  not  their-  fears. 

Gard.  I  fhall  remember  this  bold  language 

Crom.  Do. 
Remember  ycur  bold  life  too. 

Cham.  This  is  too  much  ; 
Forbear  for  fhame,  my  Lords. 

Gard.  I've  done. 

Crom.  And  I. 

Cham.  Then  thus  for  you,  my  Lord  :  it  ftands  agreed, 
I  take  it,  by  all  voices,  that  forthwith 
You  be  convey'd  to  th'  Toiver  a  prifoner  5 

There 
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There  to  remain  'till  the  King's  further  pleafure 
Be  known  unto  us.    Are  you  all  agreed,  Lords  ? 
All.  We  are. 

Cran.  Is  there  no  other  way  of  mercy, 
But  I  mutt  needs  to  th'  Tower,  my  Lords  ? 

Gard.  What  other 
Would  you  expect  ?  you're  ftrangely  troublefbme  : 
Let  fome  o'th'  guard  be  ready  there. 

Enter  the  Guard, 

Cran.  For  me  ? 
Muft  I  go  like  a  traitor  then  ? 

Gard.  Receive  him, 
And  fee  him  fafe  i'th'  Tower. 

Cran.  Stay,  good  my  Lords,  K 
I  have  a  little  yet  to  fay.    Look  there,  Lords  ; 
By  virtue  of  that  Ring,  I  take  my  caufe 
Out  of  the  gripes  of  cruel  men,  and  give  it 
To  a  moft  noble  judge,  the  King  my  matter. 

Cham.  This  is  the  King's  ring. 

Sur.  'Tis  no  counterfeit.  v  x 

Si/f.  'Tis  his  right  ring,  by  heav'n.    I  told  ye  nil, 
When  we  firft  put  this  dang'rous  (tone  a  row  ling, 
'Twould  fall  upon  our  felves. 

Nor.  D'you  think,  my  Lords, 
The  King  will  fuffer  but  the  little  finger 
Of  this  man  to  be  vex'd  ? 

Cham.  'Tis  now  too  certain. 
How  much  more  is  his  life  in  value  with  him  ? 
Would  I  were  fairly  out  on*t, 

Crom.  My  mind  gave  me, 
In  feeking  tales  and  informations 
Againft  this  man,  whofe  honefty  the  devil 
And  his  difciples  only  envy  at, 
Ye  blew  the  fire  that  burns  ye  ;  now  have  at  ye  ! 
SCENE  VI. 
Enter  the  King  frqwning  on  themy  takes  his  feat. 
Gard.  Dread  Sov'reign,  how  much  are  we  bound  to 
In  daily  thanks,  that  gave  us  fuch  a  Prince  ;  [heav'n 
Not  only  good  and  wife,  but  moft  religious  ? 
One  that  in  all  obedience  makes  the  Church 
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The  chief  aim  of  his  honour,  and  to  ftrengtheR 
That  holy  duty  of  our  dear  refpecl:, 
His  royal  felf  in  judgment  comes  to  hear 
The  caufe  betwixt  her  and  this  great  offender. 

King,  You're  ever  good  at  fudden  commendations, 
Biftiop  of  Winchefler.    But  know,  I  come  not 
To  hear  fuch  flatt'ries  now  j  and  in  my  prefencc 
They  are  too  thin  and  bafe  to  hide  offences. 
To  me  you  cannot  reach  ;  you  play  the  fpaniel, 
And  think  with  wagging  0f  your  tongue  to  win  me. 
But  whatfoe'er  thou  tak'ft  me  for,  I'm  fure 
Thou  haft  a  cruel  nature,  and  a  bloody. 
Good  man,  fit  down :  now  let  me  fee  the  proudeft  [ToCran. 
He  that  dares  molt,  but  wag  his  finger  at  thee. 
By  ail  that's  holy,  he  had  better  ftarve, 
Than  but  once  think  this  place  becomes  thee  not. 

Sur,  May't  pleafe  your  Grace  - 

King,  No,  Sir,  it  does  not  pleafe  me. 
I  thought  I  had  men  of  fome  underftanding 
And  wifdom,  of  my  council ;   but  I  find  none. 
Was  it  difcretion,  Lords,  to  let  this  man, 
This  good  man,  (few  of  you  deferve  that  title) 
This  honeft  man,  wait  like  a  lowiie  foot-boy 
At  chamber-door,  and  one  as  great  as  you  are  ? 
Why,  what  a  fhame  was  this !  did  my  commimou 
Bid  ye  fo  far  forget  yourfelves  ?  I  gave  ye 
Pow'r,  as  he  was  a  councillor,  to  try  him, 
"Not  as  a  groom.    There's  fome  of  ye,  i  fee. 
More  out  of  malice  than  integrity, 
Would  try  him  to  the  utmoft,  had  ye  means  \ 
Which  ye  mall  never  have,  while  I  do  live. 

Cham,  My  mo  ft  dread  Sov7  reign,  may  it  like  your  Grace 
To  let  my  tongue  excufe  all.    What  was  purpos'd 
Concerning  his  imprifonment,  was  rather, 
If  there  be  faith  in  men,  meant  for  his  tryal, 
And  fair  purgation  to  the  world,  than  malice  ; 
I'm  lure  in  me. 

King.  Well,  well,  my  Lords,  refpecl  him  : 
Take  him,  and  ufe  him  well  5  he's  worthy  of  it, 
1  will  fay  thus  m\jch  for  him,,  if  a.  Prince 
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May  be  beholden  to  a  fubjecl,  I 

Am,  for  his  love  and  fervice,  fo  to  him. 

Make  me  no  more  ado,  but  all  embrace  him  ; 

Be  friends  for  fTiame,  my  Lords.  My  Lord  of  Canterbury, 

I  have  a  fuit  which  you  muft  not  deny  me* 

There  is  a  fair  young  maid  that  yet  wants  baptifm, 

You  mull  be  godfather,  and  anfwer  for  her. 

Cran.  The  greateft  Monarch  now  alive  may  glory 
In  fach  an  honour;  how  may  I  deferve  it, 
That  am  a  poor  and  humble  lubjecl  to  you  ? 

King.  Come,  come,  my  Lord,  you'd  fpare  your  fpoons : 
you  fhall  have 
Two  noble  partners  with  you  :  the  old  Dutchefs 
Of  Norfolk,  and  the  Lady  Marquefs  Dorfet. 
Once  more,  my  Lord  of  Wincbeflery  I  charge  yow 
Embrace  and  love  this  man. 

Gard.  Witn  a  true  heart 
And  brother's  love  I  do  it. 

Cran.  And  let  heav'n 
Witnefs  how  dear  I  hold  this  confirmation. 

Ajtfg-.Good  man,  thofe  joyful  tears  fhew  thy  true  heart  ; 
The  common  voice  I  fee  is  verify'd 
Of  thee,  which  fays  thus :  do  my  Lord  of  Canterbury 
But  one  fhrewd  turn,  and  he's  your  friend  for  ever. 
Come,  Lords,  we  trifle  time  away  :  I  long 
To  have  this  young  one  made  a  Chriftian. 
As  I  have  made  ye  one,  Lords,  one  remain  : 
So  I  grow  ftronger,  you  more  honour  gain.  [Exeunt. 
SCENE    VII.    The  Palace-Tard. 

Noife  and  tumult  within :  Enter  Porter  and  bis  Man. 

Port.  You'll  leave  your  noife  anon,  ye  rafcals ;  do  you 
take  the  Court  for  Paris  Garden  f  ye  rude  flaves,  leave 
your  gaping. 

Within.  Good  Mr.  Porter,  I  belong  to  th'  larder. 

Port.  Belong  to  the  gallows  and  be  hang'd,  ye  rogue:  is 
this  a  place  to  roar  in  ?  fetch  me  a  dozen  crab-tree  ftaves, 
and  ftrong  ones;  thefe  are  but  fwitches  to  'em :  I'll  fcratch 
your  heads  ;  you  muft  be  feeing  chriftnings  ?  do  you  look 
tor,  ale  and  cakes  here,  you  rude  rafcals  ? 

Man% 
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Man,  Pray,  Sir,  be  patient ;  'tis  as  much  imporTible 
(Unlefs  we  fwept  them  from  the  door  with  cannons) 
To  fcatter  'em,  as  'tis  to  make  them  fleep 
On  May-day  morning,  which  will  never  be  : 
We  may  as  well  pufh  againft  Paul's,  as  ftir  'em. 

Port.  How  got  they  in,  and  be  hang'd  ? 

Man,  Alas,  I  know  not  ;  how  gets  the  tide  in  ? 
As  much  as  one  found  cudgel  of  four  foot 
(You  fee  the  poor  remainder)  could  diftribute 
I  made  no  fpare,  Sir. 

Port,  You  did  nothing,  Sir. 

Man,  I  am  not  Sampfon,  nor  Sir  Guy,  nor  Colebrand,  to 
mow  'em  down  before  me  j  but  if  I  fpar'd  any  that  had 
a  head  to  hit,  either  young  or  old,  he  or  me,  cuckold  or 
cuckold-maker,  let  me  never  hope  to  fee  a  chine  again  $ 
and  that  I  would  not  for  a  cow,  God  fave  her. 

Within.  Do  you  hear,  Mr.  Porter  ? 

Port,  I  mall  be  with  you  prefently,  good  Mr.  Puppy. 
Keep  the  door  clofe,  firrah. 

Man,  What  would  you  have  me  do  ? 

Port,  What  mould  you  do,  but  knock  'em  down  by  the 
dozens  ?  is  this  Moorfields  to  mufter  in  ?  or  have  we  lome 
ftrange  Indian  with  the  great  tool  come  to  Court,  the  wo- 
men fo  befiege  us  ?  blefs  me !  what  a  fry  of  fornication  is 
at  the  door !  on  my  chriftian  confcience,  this  one  chriftning 
will  beget  a  thoufand  ;  here  will  be  father,  god-father,  and 
all  together. 

Man.  The  fpoons  will  be  the  bigger,  Sir.  There  is  a 
fellow  fomewhat  near  the  door,  he  mould  be  a  brafier  by 
his  face,  for  o'  my  confcience  twenty  of  the  dog-days  now 
reign  in's  nofe ;  all  that  ftand  about  him  are  under  the  line, 
they  need  no  other  penance ;  that  fire-drake  did  I  hit  three 
times  on  the  head,  and  three  times  was  his  »ofe  discharged 
againft  me  ;  he  ftands  there  like  a  mortar-piece  to  blow  us 
up.  There  was  a  haberdafher's  wife  of  fmall  wit  near  him, 
that  rail'd  upon  me  'till  her  pink'd  porringer  fell  off  her 
head,  for  kindling  fuch  a  combuftion  in  the  ftate.  I  mift 
the  meteor  once,  and  hit  that  woman,  who  cry'd  out, 
Clubs !  when  I  might  fee  fome  forty  truncheons  draw  to  her 
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fuccour,  which  were  the  forlorn  hope  of  the  Strand,  where 
fhe  was  quartered.  They  fell  on  ;  I  made  good  my  place  ; 
at  length  they  came  to  th'  broom -ftaff  with  me,  Idefy'd 
'emftill  5  whenfuddenly  a  file  of  boys  behind 'em  deliver'd 
fuch  a  mower  of  pibbles,  loofe  mot,  that  I  was  fain  to  draw 
mine  honour  in,  and  let  'em  win  the  work  $  the  devil  was 
amongft  'em,  I  think  furely. 

Port.  Thefe  are  the  youths  that  thunder  at  a  play-  houfe  , 
and  light  for  bitten  apples  ;  that  no  audience  but  the  tri- 
bulation of  Tower -hill  or  the  limbs  of  Lime-bcufe,  their 
dear  brothers,  are  able  to  endure.  I  have  fome  of  'em  in 
Limbo  Patrum,  and  there  they  are  like  to  dance  thefe  three 
days  5  belides  the  running  banquet  of  two  bedels  that  is 
to  come. 

Enter  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Cham,  Mercy  o'me;  what  a  multitude  are  here  ! 
They  grow  ftill  too  ;  from  all  parts  they  are  coming, 
As  if  we  kept  a  fair.    Where  are  thefe  porters  ? 
Thefe  lazy  knaves  ?  ye've  made  a  fine  hand,  fellows  ? 
There's  a  trim  rabble  let  in  ;  are  all  thefe 
Your  faithful  friends  o'th'  fuburbs  ?  we  mall  have 
Great  ftore  of  room,  no  doubt,  left  for  the  Ladies, 
When  they  pafs  back  from  th'  chriftning  ? 

Port.  Pleafe  your  Honour, 
We  are  but  men,  and  what  fo  many  may  do, 
Not  being  torn  in  pieces,  we  have  done  : 
An  army  cannot  rule  'em. 

Cham,  As  I  live, 
If  the  King  blame  me  for't,  I'll  lay  ye  all 
'By  th*  heels,  and  fuddenly  5  and  on  your  heads 
Clap  round  fines  for  neglect:  y'are  lazy  knaves, 
And  here  ye  lye  baiting  of  bombards,  when 
Ye  mould  do  fervice.    Hark,  the  trumpets  found,     •  ' 
They're  come  already  from  the  chriftening  5 
Go  break  among  the  prefs,  and  find  a  way  out 
To  let  the  troop  pafs  fairly  ;  or  I'll  find 
A  Marjhalfea  mall  hold  ye  play  thefe  two  months. 

Port.  Make  way  there  for  the  Princefs ! 
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Mart,  You  great  fellow,  ftand  clofe  up,  or  I'll  make 
your  head  ake. 

Port. You  i' th*  camblet,  get  up  o'th'  rail,  I'll  peck  you 
o'er  the  pales  elfe.  [ Exeunt. 

SCENE    VIII.    The  Palace. 
Enter  trumpets  founding  ;  then  two  Aldermen,  Lord  Mayor, 
Garter,  Cranmer,  Duke  of  'Nor folk  with  his  MarjhaVs 
ftaff,  Duke  of  Suffolk ,  two  Noblemen  bearing  great Jiand- 
ing  bowls for  the  chrijining  gifts  ;  then  four  Noblemen  bear- 
ing a  canopy,  under  which  the  Dut chefs  of  Norfolk,  god- 
mother, bearing  the  Child  richly  habited  in  a  mantle,  Sec. 
Train  born  by  a  Lady  :  then  follows  the  Marchionefs  of 
Dorfet,  the  other  god-mother,  andLadies.  Ibe  troop pafs 
ence  about  the  ftage,  and  Garter  fpeaks. 
Gart.  Heav'n,  from  thy  endlefs  goodnefs  fend  longlife. 
And  ever  happy,  to  the  high  and  mighty 
Princefs  of  England,  fair  Elizabeth  ! 

FUurifh.    Enter  King  and  Guard, 
Cran,  And  to  yotir  royal  Grace,  and  the  good  Queen., 
My  noble  partners  and  my  felf  thus  pray  ; 
All  comfort,  joy,  in  this  moft  gracious  Lady, 
That  heav'n  e'er  laid  up  to  make  parents  happy, 
May  hourly  fall  upon  ye  ! 

King.  Thank  you,  good  Lord  Arch-bifhop  : 
"What  is  her  name  ? 
Cran.  Elizabeth. 
King.  Stand  up,  Lord. 
With  this  kifs  take  my  bleffing  :  God  proteel  thee, 
Into  whofe  hand  I  give  thy  life  ! 
Cran.  Amen  ! 

King.  My  noble  goflips,  you  have  been  too  prodigal, 
I  thank  ye  heartily  :  fo  mall  this  Lady, 
When  me  has  fo  much  Englijb. 

Cran.  Let  me  fpeak,  Sir, 
(For  heav'n  now  bids  me)  and  the  words  I  utter, 
Let  none  think  flatt'ry,  for  they'll  find  'em  truth. 
This  royal  infant,  (heav'n  ftill  move  about  her) 
Though  in  her  cradle,  yet  now  promifes 
Upon  this  land  a  thoufand  thoufand  bleflings, 

Which 
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Which  time  mall  bring  to  ripenefs.    She  fhall  be 
(But  few  now  living  can  behold  that  goodnefs) 
A  pattern  to  all  Princes  living  with  her, 
And  all  that  fhall  fucceed.    Sbeba  was  never 
More  covetous  of  wifdom  and  fair  virtue, 
Than  this  bleft  foul  fhall  be.    All  Princely  graces 
That  mould  up  fuch  a  mighty  piece  as  this, 
Wkh  all  the  virtues  that  attend  the  good, 
Shall  ftill  be  doubled  on  her.    Truth  fhall  nurfe  her  : 
Holy  and  heav'nly  thoughts  ftill  counfel  her  : 
She  fhall  be  lov'd  and  fearM.    Her  own  fhall  blefs  her  j 
Her  foes  fhake  like  a  field  of  beaten  corn, 
And  hang  their  heads  with  forrow.  Good  grows  with  her, 
In  her  days  every  man  fhall  eat  in  fafety 
Under  his  own  vine,  what  he  plants  5  and  fmg 
The  merry  fongs  of  peace  to  all  his  neighbours. 
God  fhaVl  be  truly  known,  and  thofe  about  her 
From  her  fhall  read  the  perfect  ways  of  honour, 
And  claim  by  thofe  their  greatnefs,  not  by  blood. 
Nor  fhall  this  peace  fleep  with  her  5  but  as,  when 
The  bird  of  wonder  dies,  the  maiden  Phoenix, 
Her  allies  new  create  another  heir, 
As  great  in  admiration*  as  her  felf  3 
So  fhall  fhe  leave  her  bleiTednefs  to  one, 
(When  heav'n  fhall  call  her  from  this  cloud  of  darkneis) 
Who  from  the  facred  afhes  of  her  honour 
Shall  flar-like  rife,  as  great  in  farrje  as  fhe  was, 
And  fo  ftaiid  nVd.    Peace,  plenty,1  love,  truth,  terrour, 
That  were  the  fervants  to  this  chofen  infant, 
Shall  then  be  his,  and  like  a  vine  grow  to  him  5 
Where-ever  the  bright  fun  of  heav'n  fhall  fhine, 
His  honour  and  the  greatnefs  of  his  name 
Shall  be,  and  make  new  nations.    He  fhall  flourifh, 
And  like  a  mountain  cedar  reach  his  branches 
To  all  the  plains  about  him :  children's  children 
Shall  fee  this,  and  blefs  heav'n. 
King,  Thou  fpeakeft  wonders. 
Cran,  She  fhall  be,  to  the  happinefs  of  England, 
An  aged  Princefs  ;  many  days  fhall  fee  her, 
And  yet  no  day  without  a  deed  to  crown  it. 

J  Would 


3  (Jo      King  Henry  VIII. 

Would  I  had  known  no  more !  but  (he  mud  die, 
She  muft,  the  faints  muft  have  her  yet  a  virgin  j 
A  moft  unfpotted  lilly  fhall  fhe  pafs 
Unto  the  ground,  and  all  the  world  fhall  mourn  her. 

King.  O  Lord  Arch-bifhop, 
Thou'ft  made  me  now  a  man  ;  never,  before 
This  happy  child,  did  I  get  any  thing. 
This  oracle  of  comfort  has  fo  pleas'd  me, 
That  when  I  am  in  heav'n,  I  fhall  defire 
To  fee  what  this  child  does,  and  praife  my  Maker. 
I  thank  ye  all — to  you,  my  good  Lord-mayor, 
And  your  good  brethren,  I  am  much  beholden  : 
I  have  receivM  much  honour  by  ycur  prefence, 
And  ye  fhall  find  me  thankful.    Lead  the  way,  Lords  5, 
Ye  muft  all  fee  the  Queen,  and  fhe  muft  thank  ye, 
She  will  be  fick  elfe.    This  day  no  man  think 
Ke'as  bufmefs  at  his  houfe,  for  all  fhall  flay, 
This  little  one  fhall  make  it  holy-day.  [ExeunU 

EPILOGUE. 

>'~T"*  1 5  ten  to  one  thh  play  can  never  pleaje 

X    All  that  are  here  :  fome  come  to  take  their  mp, 
And  Jlcep  an  aft  or  two ;  but  thofe  we  fear 
We've  frighted  with  our  trumpets  :  fo  'tis  clear 
They'll  fay  it's  naught.    Others,  to  hear  the  city 
Abus'd  extreamly,  and  to  cry  that's  witty  ; 
Which  we  have  not  done  neither  5  thai  I  fear 
All  the  expecled  good  w'  are  like  to  hear 
For  this  play  at  this,  time,  is  only  in 
The  merciful  confruBion  of  good  women  • 
(For  fitch  a  one  wejhew'd  'em)  If  they  fimiley 
And  Jay  'twill  do  ^  /  know  within  a  while 
AH  the  heft  men  are  ours  5  for.  'tis  ill  hap, 
If  they  hold  when  their  ladies  bid  'em  dap. 


fbe  End  of  the  Sixth  Volume* 
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